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A K . your rooms more charming 
I ll... and your leisure hours longer 
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““NORMANDY 


Gold Seal 







CAPRI" 
Gold Seal 
Rug 534 


“DRESDEN” 
Gold Seal 
‘“WOODLAND”’ Rug 304 


Rug 581 








ai asia ror ° , ep bese st argc eas excite : sia tars ss 


Above is shown the “rirerty”—one of the very newest Gold Seal Art-Rugs. 
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HIS cheery dining room is a perfect instance 


gives you for the many things you enjoy doing. 
of the way many women are making their 


At today’s very low prices, sanitary, flat-lying 





homes attractive at little expense—and doing 
away with a lot of hard work in the bargain. 


They make their rooms glow with radiant, 
harmonious color. Happy-hued curtains of 
inexpensive materials for the windows. Some 
good enamel or stain for the furniture. Bright, 
colorful, easily cleaned Gold Seal Art-Rugs to 
replace worn, time-dulled floor-coverings. 


Delightfully Easy to Clean 


These durable, attractive rugs need no hard 
sweeping or beating. Just a quick, easy rub-over 
with a damp mop makes the smooth, waterproof 
surface spotless. Think of the leisure hours this 








*“OMAR” 
Gold Seal 
Rug 596 


**KASHMIR” 
Gold Seal 
Rug 562 





Gold Seal Art-Rugs are the greatest floor-covering 
bargain in America. The patterns are a delight— 
rich Oriental reproductions, bright floral designs, 
trim, sparkling tiles. Every part of the house is 
amply provided for. Sizes up to 9 x 15 feet. 


Remember there is only one genuine Congoleum. 


You can tell it from imitations by the Gold Seal, 
‘Guarantee pasted right on the face of the pattern. 


Insist on getting rugs that bear this identifying 
mark. No others are genuine! 


ConGoLeuM-NAIRN INC. 
Philadelphia New York Boston Chicago 
Atlanta Kansas City Pittsburgh Minneapolis 
Dallas New Orleans San Francisco Rio de Janeiro 

In Canada—Congoleum Canada Limited, Montreal 





“SAN TOY” 


Gold Seal 


ONGOLEUM “4 


GOLD SEAL 










New Edition of “Color Magic” 


HIS valuable booklet on home-beautifying—‘‘ Color Magic 
in the Home”—will prove still more helpful and interesting 
than ever. The new edition contains a scientific color guide 
and many new illustrations and suggestions. Write us or send 
coupon for a copy to Congoleum-Nairn Inc., 1421 Chestnut St., Philadelphia, Pa. 
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_ Insist that the GOLD SEAL appear on the RUGS you buy 


al 

















/ 
—] 


& 








Decem! 

















December, 1927 





LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 








= 

























Why the great child-specialists say 


“Give your children a well-cooked 
whole-wheat cereal’’ 


Healthy, happy, robust children! Of 
what are they made? How are they 
grown? Let us ask the great child- 
specialists. Here’s what they now say: 


“Give your children the food 
elements vital to health and growth: 
MINERALS for blood, teeth and 
bones: PROTEINS for muscle and tissue: 
CARBOHYDRATES and FATs for warmth 
and energy: viTaMins for growth, 
appetite and vitality: RouGHAGE for 
safe, wholesome regulation.” 


They go even further. They have 
found that WHOLE-wHEAT cereal with 
milk—beyond any other food—supplies all 
these great body-building, health-giving 
elements needed in your children’s diet. 
Why not be absolutely certain your 
children get them all by selecting the 
delicious wnrobbed whole-wheat cereal? 


Wheatena is the wnrobbed whole-wheat 
cereal. It contains all the vital elements 
which nature packs into the whole- 
wheat kernel. Even the golden nour- 
ishing heart, so rich in vitamins. And 
how delicious and appetizing is its 
toasty, nut-like flavor! Children love it. 


Leading doctors and dietitians have 
recommended Wheatena for 48 years 
... for babies—for children—for grown- 
ups in the full vigor of life. It is being 
served regularly in the largest hospitals. 


Millions of Americans today are in- 
cluding whole wheat in their regular 
diet. Why not start your entire family 
tomorrow by getting Wheatena from 
your grocer today? It is ready for 
the milk or cream in 3 minutes... 
for babies, longer...and actually 
costs you less than 2 cents a pound. 


THE DELICIOUS UNROBBED WHOLE-WHEAT CEREAL 








MOTHERS: By all means try this delicious whole-wheat cereal. We'll gladly send you a 
sample package of Wheatena FREE. The Wheatena Company, Wheatenaville, Rahway, N. J. 
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French 


frocks °? 


mere trifles to a four-year-old 


who doesn’t have to think 


about washing problems 


IT was a brief affair to be called a frock, 
but then you see it came from Paris. We 
saw it one day when we were out asking 
women here and there about laundry soap. 

‘‘Won’t you come in?” said a pretty 
young woman when we explained our 
visit to her. And there in her living-room 
we saw the frock. Its sturdy four-year-old 
wearer was sitting on the floor—quite care- 
less of handkerchief-linen elegance—cut- 
ting out paper dolls. 

“Clothes are nothing to Jane,’’ smiled 
our pleasant hostess, ‘‘ . . . even the French 
dresses her aunt sends her from Paris. And 
I just don't ask her to keep them clean... 
not when she’s happier on the floor and 


P and G became popular because it is 
such a fine soap. It is now the largest- 
selling soap in the world, so you can 
buy it at a price lower, ounce for ounce, 
than that of other soaps. 


© 1927, P. & G. Co. 


the dresses are so easy to launder with 
P and G.”’ 

‘*You do use P and G?”’ we asked—quite 
pleased, of course. 

‘I began using it when I was married,”’ 
said Jane’s mother. ‘‘I really didn’t know 
much about housekeeping then and the 
first time I ordered soap, I told my grocer 
that I wished somebody would make a 
nice white laundry soap. You see I remem- 
bered visiting my grandmother as a child, 
and noticing the awful color of the home- 
made soap she used. My grocer said, ‘I'll 
send you the best laundry soap there is.’ 
He sent me P and G and, except for trying 
other soaps now and then, I’ve used it 
ever since. 

‘*P and G is so fine and white,’’ she went 
on, ‘‘and gives the clothes such a clean, 
fresh smell. My laundress likes it too, be- 


cause she can get Jane’s underwear white 
without a lot of rubbing. And when I 
wash the dresses myself, as I do now and 
then, I’m delighted to be able to get suds 
in lukewarm, or even cold water.”’ 

P and G is a good soap, as millions of 
women have discovered. It gives fine, 
quick, rich suds in any kind of water— 
hard or soft, hot or cold. It gets clothes 
clean without hard rubbing, and keeps 
their colors bright. Do you wonder that 
it is the largest-selling soap in the world? 
Don't you think that it should be helping 
you with your washing and cleaning too? 


FREE—Rescuing Precious Hours. ‘‘How to take out 
15 common stains—get clothes clean in lukewarm 
water—lighten washday labor.’’ Problems like these, 
together with newest laundry methods, are discussed in 
a free booklet—Rescuing Precious Hours. Send a postcard 
to Dept. NJ-12, Procter & Gamble, Cincinnati, O. 








The largest-selling soap in the world 
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““IT’LL BE A WHALE OF A TIP IN MY POCKET IF I CAN SHOVE BACK THE DAY WHEN PELLEAS DIES’’ 


IULIO ISCANYI saw 
daylight first, in allo- 
pathic quantities, in a 

tangle of byways just back of 
the classic Fishmarket Quar- 
ter in Cairo. His father was 
aTangerian, with a plenteous 
smear of negroid blood; and made a fair liv- 
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youth of many ambitions and no principles 
Dr. Giulio Isca . *s 


he came to temporary anchor in America. 








ing as a street-corner letter writer. Giulio’s mother was a 
Cockney blonde who had come out to Egypt as a nursemaid 
and who had remained to marry the Othello-like letter writer. 
7 here was enough cash to send the romantically handsome 
lulio to Al-Azhar at Cairo; and later to put him through the 
medical course at Beirut College. A good living awaits a 

octor in Cairo and elsewhere in the Near East. But in more 
esterly lands a better living awaits a gloomily handsome 


livel; é nyi drifted across Europe, winning precarious 
- : ihood by his well-sharpened wits; and forgetting what 
ittle genuine medical lore he had picked up at Beirut. At last 


ha memnete, during the course of his wanderings, he had ~~ "it MES ; Ta. . 
Ppened upon the biography of Cagliostro. The tale of the teeth. 


-Jmmortality, Ltd. 


By ALBERT PaysON TERHUNE 


Illustrated by Grattan (ondon 
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archcharlatan fired his imagination; and 
set him a life goal. True, the age was long 
past when magicians could work on the - 
emotions and purse strings of normal hu- 
mans by evoking ghosts to order and by 
pretending to be the original Wandering 
Jew. There was no longer a Marie Antoi- 
nette whose diamond necklace could be 
stolen in order to hasten a French Revolution. But there were 
a score of modern equivalents to Cagliostro’s bag of tricks. 
And Giulio Iscanyi went into executive session with himself 
to evolve a few of them. 
His greatest inspiration dawned upon him by the veriest 
He was sitting on a bench in Central Park, in New 
York, pondering somberly a fiscal question which centered 
about the source of his next meal. 
A spruce young English groom appeared at the end of a 
path, moving at snail’s pace and convoying an egregiously 
fat and puffing poodle. 
The dog was black, but his muzzle was silvering and his eyes 
were bleared. His feet were splayed and his legs bowed. He 
panted as he rolled asthmatically along, displaying yellowed 
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Iscanyi eyed him with amused disgust. As slowly as the 
groom walked, the feeble dog had much difficulty in keeping 
up with him. The groom grinned sheepishly as he noted 
Giulio’s glance at the poodle. 

“Grand job for a he man, ain’t it?” he asked, coming to 
a halt beside the bench where Iscanyi sat. ‘‘I have to sight 
myself by a telegraph pole to find out if we’re really moving. 
One solid hour, every blessed day, I have to waste in exercis- 
ing this four-legged lard pail.’ 

“Exercising?’”’ repeated Giulio. “Is that what you call 
it? Be careful the mutt doesn’t get into a race with a cater- 
pillar some day, and die of heart collapse.” 

“Tf he did,” said the groom, ‘‘there’d be more crying at 
our house than if all the crowned heads of Europe was to 
croak. Pelleas, here, means a whole lot more to the woman 
who owns him than her husband does. She’s daffy about 
him. Raised him from a puppy. And now he’s ten years 
old and due to cash in any time. Gee, but it’ll be worse’n 
a morgue at our house that day! I’m dreading it like I'd 
dread a busted leg.” 


“TT WILL do you out of an hour’s comfortable loafing 
every morning,” commented Iscanyi. “I don’t wonder 
you dread it.” 

“‘She’s goofy over Pelleas, all right, all right,” went on the 
groom. ‘What d’you spose is her latest stunt? She read 
where there’s a_ science 
sharp somewheres in 
Europe or one of them Ce 
countries over there— 
Bleinthal, the name is— 
that can make old folks 
young again. What does 
she do but spend seventy. 
dollars cabling him the 
story of Pelleas’ life, and 
offering him five thousand 
bucks if he’ll make him 
young again! He cables 
back, collect, this science 
cuss does, saying there’s 
nothing doing. It pretty 
near smashes her heart.” 

“The Herr Doktor 
Bleinthal was foolish,” 
spokeup Iscanyi,suddenly 
dropping his colloquial 
tone of good-fellowship, 
and speaking with incisive 
authority. ‘‘He could 
have done much for the 
poodle, if he had cared to 
take the case. I know, be- 
cause for three years I was 
his first assistant. I could 
take five years off that 
dog’s life in five weeks, if 
I chose to.” 

He checked himself, 
wondering at his own 
blatancy. A born boaster, 
he had made the idiotic 
statement on impulse, to 
impress his hearer. To his 
mild surprise he saw he 
had succeeded. The groom 
was staring at him, not in 
derision, but in startled 
respect. Manner can do 
much. And Giulio Iscanyi 
had manner. Also, despite 
his momentary poverty, 
his clothes were still good 
and he wore them with an 
air. He exuded prosperity 
and authority. 


“TF YOU’RE not string- 
ing me,’’ said the 
groom, in new reverence 
but with a tinge of doubt 
in his voice, ‘‘I’ll ask you 
for your name and ad- 
dress; and I'll tell Mrs. 
Dirck about you and have 
her call youup. It’ll bea 
whale of a tipin my pocket 
if Ican shove back the day 
when Pelleas dies. She’ll 
likely raise my pay too.” 
“T don’t waste my time 
on animal therapy, as a 
rule,” answered Iscanyi. 
“Besides, [am on my way 
to Chicago to the Pan- 
Cosmic Medical Confer- 
ence. It would inconveni- 
ence me to give up reading 
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my paper there and to miss seeing my American and Euro- 
pean confreres. I am afraid the fee your Mrs. Dirck would 
care to pay might not compensate me for my loss. I am 
sorry.” 

He was seeking the best way out of a silly situation. But 
the groom did not sheer off. Indeed, Giulio’s hesitance 
whetted the man’s eagerness. 

“Mind you, sir,” he pleaded, ‘I’m not speaking by the 
book. But I know plenty well that Mrs. Dirck would pay 
you enough to make that medical conference look like a flat 
tire, if you’d just give it a try. I’m telling you she loves 
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ISCANYI GAPED AT HER FOR AN INSTANT BEFORE HE COULD ASSUME HIS HARD-STUDIED POSE 
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Pelleas like she don’t love nothing else there is. And money’s 
nothing to that dame. If you'll just give me your address 
and let her phone you or write to you gs 

Gravely Iscanyi drew forth his cardcase and took from 
it a card. On it, under the engraved name, “Dr. Giulio 
Iscanyi,”’ he scribbled, ‘‘Hotel St. Croesus.” One of his 
breath-taking ideas was struggling to life. 

Three minutes later he was hurrying to a collector of 
Egyptian antiquities. Twice the collector had made him an 
excellent offer for the urzus-and-scarab amulet he wore. 
Hitherto Iscanyi had refused the offer, hungry though he 
was. Like all his father’s race, he had a strain of keen super- 
stition; and he disliked to part with this charm that had 
been his Moroccan grandsire’s. 

But his idea was obsessing him, more and more. If ever 
the amulet was to bring him luck, now was the time. Super- 
stition must wait on fortune. 





ITH four hundred dollars of the collector’s money 

tucked into his pocket, Iscanyi made his way to the 
St. Croesus Hotel, and there engaged a modestly priced 
room. Before he could lay aside his hat and coat there was 
a call on the telephone for him. Mrs. Stephen Dirck, of 
99999 Park Avenue, was at the far end of the wire. 

“May I ask,” she began without preamble—‘“‘may I ask 
if it is true that you were Doctor Bleinthal’s assistant, in 
Vienna, for three years; 
and that you experimented 
successfully with him in 
the rejuvenating of ani- 
mals?” 

“Yes,” replied Iscanyi, 
in his best tone, and with 
the right tinge of accent. 
“It is true. If you are 
another reporter, I must 
beg you to excuse me. | 
do not care to talk through 
the press.” 

“T told you I was Mrs. 
Stephen Dirck,’’ rebuked 
the feminine voice. “If 
you are at all acquainted 
with New York ——” 

“T am not, unfortu- 
nately,”’ said Iscanyi. “I 
am merely stopping here 
for a week or two on my 
way to the conference 
at -” 

“Come to my house at 
five this afternoon,” com- 
manded Mrs. Dirck. “It 
ismost important. I——” 

“T am very sorry,” re- 
turned Giulio, ‘‘ but I can- 
not accept any more social 
invitations. Your hos- 
pitable city has already 
made deep inroads on my 
scanty time. Besides——” 

“T want to see you pro- 
fessionally, not socially,” 
interrupted Mrs. Dirck. 
“T want you to decide 
what you can do to make 
my dog young and healthy 
again.” 





. ADAM, ’’said Giulio 
with much stiff- 
ness. ‘‘I am a scientist. 
Not a veterinarian. I am 
notinterested in your dog.” 
“T heard you said you 
could make him five years 
younger,”’ she insisted. 
“If you can, it will be well 
worth your while. Come 
around here at five o’clock 
and ——” 

“Do I understand, Mrs. 
Dirck,” asked Iscanyi with 
a perfect blend of amuse- 
ment and amaze in his rich 
voice—‘“‘do I understand 
that you are sending for 
me to make a professional 
callonadog? I am afraid 
we are both wasting our 
time.” 

“Wait!’’ she com- 
manded. “I told you I am 
willing to pay. If youcant 
come here, I will come to 
the St. Croesus to see you. 
At what time can you see 
me?” 
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AT THE END OF SIX MONTHS THE TUMBLE-DOWN 


“T can give you fifteen minutes between two and two 
fifteen, this afternoon,”’ he replied, after a moment’s artistic 
consideration. “But I warn you your visit is almost certain 
to be useless. I ——” 

‘“‘T suppose you are in a position to prove to me that you 
really were Bleinthal’s assistant for three years? You have 
papers or other credentials? ”’ 

‘No, Madam, I have not,’’ was Giulio’s icy response. 
People of breeding do not ask me for them. People of 
scientific knowledge do not need to. I have no wish to con- 
vince other people. And if you will pardon my saying so, I 
do not wish to continue this very unpleasant interview. 
Good day.” 

He hung up the receiver. Three times in the next ten min- 
utes, the telephone bell rang impatiently. Iscanyi gave no 
heed to the summons. 

Half an hour later the card of Mrs. Stephen Dirck was 
brought to his room. He kept her waiting for ten minutes. 
Then he descended to the lounge. 

Mrs. Stephen Dirck was built for endurance rather than 
for speed. Glowering haughtily she confronted the hand- 
some young physician. But Giulio could see her hauteur 
solten like butter in summer as she took in the details of his 


high-bred and beautiful dark face and his air of nonchalant 
Insolence. 


“ 


MAS Y a mongrel is handsomer and of more imposing as- 

pect than is a pure-bred. This obtains among humans 
as well as among dogs. Half English, three-eighths Moor, 
one-eighth negro, Giulio Iscanyi was an exquisite blend, 
not a conglomeration. 

Mrs. Dirck’s stony arrogance slumped. With increasing 
meckness she pleaded the cause of her adored poodle. With 
decreasing loftiness and dawning professional pity, the great 
foreign doctor listened; throwing in an authoritative or com- 
Prehending word now and then. In the past hour he had 
been doing much thinking. His simple plan had all but 
crystallized. 

Bit by bit the woman tugged away his mantle of re- 
luctance. Bit by bit she boosted the price she was willing to 
pay for the canine miracle. She reminded him that immortal 
foreign scientists had consented to perform cures among hu- 
man invalids, during their visits to America; and she begged 
he would do as much for her dear Pelleas. At last—a long 
last— Iscanyi was won over. He consented. 

Mrs. Dirck drew forth her check book. He shuddered as 
might Paderewski at a hideous piano discord. 





FARMHOUSE STILL WAS 


““Please!’’ he exclaimed, waving back the abhorrent ob- 


.ject. ‘‘ You were inconsiderate enough on the telephone to 


ask me for certain credentials—I prefer to say ‘inconsider- 
ate,’ not ‘ill-bred.’ Therefore, you will pardon me if I refuse 
to emulate your behavior by demanding advance payment 
from a woman who, I am certain, is reliable in her financial 
dealings. When your dog is wholly cured—and you shall be 
the judge of his cure—you will hand me the agreed sum of 
one thousand dollars. If I fail to make him at least five 
years younger, you owe me nothing. And now you will for- 
give me if I remind you that the fifteen minutes is more than 
up. I have an appointment at the Metropolitan Club at 
three; and I must dress. Send Pelleas around here to me to- 
morrow morning at nine—sharp. In less than five weeks I 
shall return him to you. Then you shall be the arbiter as to 
his condition. I shall rent a little place in the suburbs and 
take him there. You will excuse me if I close the interview 
now?” 

A chastened and impressed, not to say helplessly fasci- 
nated Mrs. Stephen Dirck oozed from the semiroyal pres- 
ence to her waiting car. As soon as she was gone Doctor 
Iscanyi set forth in haste to a realty office which handled 
out-of-town boarding places. There he made known that he 
was looking for a cheap room in the country, where he could 
spend a month and where he would be al- 


THE SCENE 


OF THE TRAINING OPERATIONS 


The next few weeks were a period of horror to the pam- 
pered Pelleas. One broken dog biscuit a day constituted his 
diet—he who had wallowed in cream and in tenderloin 
steaks and in sweets. In place of the creeping hour along 
a level asphalt path, he was convoyed snarling and panting 
uphill and down in increasingly long and precipitous cross- 
country hikes. In a dozen other ways he was put through 
a course of training as drastic as his flabbiness would stand. 

In time he ceased to turn away in sick disgust from the in- 
sipid and adamantine dog biscuit, and wolfed it down with 
pathetic eagerness. No longer did he hang back miserably 
on the leash. Instead, at the end of the third week, he 
scampered along in highly creditable fashion on his eight- 
mile tramp. Wisely, if sternly, Dr. Giulio Iscanyi was put- 
ting Pelleas through a fine course of training. 


NE morning he telephoned Mrs. Dirck that her dog’s 
rejuvenation was achieved, and that he would bring 
Pelleas home to her at noon that day. On the way from 
the station, Giulio augmented the cure by shooting a dose 
of strychnia into the poodle’s shoulder, after a trick he had 

learned from a horse coper in Normandy. 
Mrs. Dirck was waiting in breathless expectation on the 
front steps of her hideously large and largely hideous house 
as the taxi drove up. A compact and lively 





lowed to take along his pet dog. 

In a chauffeur’s bungalow in the hinterland 
of New Jersey the rejuvenator of Pelleas took 
up his abode next day. With him was an 
obese and waddling poodle dog. 

Giulio Iscanyi had spent an exigent period 
of his wanderings as underkennelman for an 
English dog fancier and vet—this in one of 
the several nadirs cf fortune which marked 
his passage across Europe. He had seen fat 
and overfed dogs conditioned for shows and 
for their too-indulgent owners. He knew the 
easy process. 

Pelleas was barely ten years old. By 
adroitly careless questions of the groom who 
brought him to the St. Croesus, Giulio 








— poodle, overflowing with vital high spirits 
| and with strychnic stimulation, leaped madly 
from the taxi and cleared the steps in a single 
bound, flinging himself against his plump 
mistress with a zest that all but upset her. 

The dumfounded woman beheld her wor- 
shiped Pelleas as he had been years earlier, 
before pampering and overfeeding and un- 
derexercise had changed him from a normal 
dog to an ambulant sausage. 

When she could spare a moment from her 
ecstatic contemplation of the miracle she 
overwhelmed Iscanyi with thanks and praise. 
With tremulously happy fingers she wrote 
out his check. She begged him to tell her 
how the wonder had been accomplished. 








learned that the poodle was in the habit of 
eating four heavy meals a day and that his 


“Itisaserum,’ solemnly explained Iscanyi, 
“a lymph which Doctor Bleinthal and I 


sole exercise was the hour of snail-like crawling along a worked out after more than two years of intensive experi- 
park path. Fat had piled onto him; and with fat had ment. Iam not at liberty, of course, to reveal its formula. 
come wheezy lassitude and every other symptom of prema- 
ture old age. 


(Continued on Page 77) 





on the wide veranda of the ranch house 
after dinner. 

It was Christmas Eve. 

In the King’s Basin section of the far South- 
west, Christmas comes without the snow and 
ice and freezing blizzards of your northern 
lands. This great valley, which lies below the level of the 
sea, was once a most desolate and forbidding desert; but 
irrigation engineers and pioneer farmers had wrought their 
miracles of reclamation until all about us, that Christmas 
Eve, level miles of cultivated fields and pastures stretched 
away in the soft twilight to the Basin’s distant rim. 

Far away, across these reclaimed valley acres, the desert 
mountains were painted on the evening sky in tints of royal 
purple, with shimmering bands of silver and gold at their 
feet, and their higher, snow-clad peaks lighted with amethyst 
and salmon pink. The rows of tall eucalyptus trees which 
bordered the near-by fields, and the pepper trees, acacias and 
palms in the yard were bathed in the warm afterglow of a 
cloudless west. The hedge of ragged-robin roses that edged 
the drive beyond the lawn, in the deepening dusk became a 
shadowy wall against which, like coals of kindly fire, glowed 
the warm red flowers from which the old padres—so ’tis 
said—were wont to make their rosaries. 

My two friends had come to spend the holidays with 
us in our ranch home. One, the sheriff, was Western born 
and bred—a giant man with the soft voice and slow smile 
of those who have lived much in the lonely, silent places. 
The other, the engineer, with his grizzly hair, his soldier 
face, and his keen gray eyes, was of New England birth, 
but had won his title to the West by many years of ad- 
venturous service on the frontier. The reclamation of the 
King’s Basin desert had called them both, as that bold 
work had called so many of their kind. 














ROM within the house came the sound of music and 

merry voices, with now and then a burst of laughter or 
a glad shout from the youngsters who were romping with 
baby brother. Through the lighted windows, from where 
we three sat on the veranda in the dark, we could see a 
Christmas tree which, later on in the evening, would be 
trimmed with glittering tinsel, twinkling candles, strings 
of snowy popcorn, and colored stockings filled to burst- 
ing with candy and nuts, and hung with presents in 
packages of every shape and size. 

Slowly the engineer turned his face from the window 
to look out over the fields and pastures that now lay un- 
der the stars, shadowy and indistinct. ‘‘Can you men 
realize,” he said in a low tone, “‘that only ten years ago 
if we had been caught on this spot without water we 
would have perished from thirst?” 

I knew the mood in which my friend spoke—a mood 
common, I think, to all those who have fought amid the 
dangers and hardships of the firing line to make possible 
the advance of those who, in the army of occupation, do 
their part in the world’s warfare in comparative comfort 
and peace. It was a mood of worthy triumph in the vic- 
tory gained, tempered with the sad knowledge that those 
who enjoyed the fruits of that victory could never truly 
appreciate its cost. 

So might one who had spent a Christmas at Valley 
Forge feel, these days, at a Christmas banquet in the 
nation’s capital. 

Said the sheriff: ‘‘The people who are coming to live 
in King’s Basin now will never realize it.” 

“And,” I added, “‘to the children of these people the 
stories of the old desert days will be as idle tales—of 
slightly passing interest, perhaps, but having no vital re- 
lation to the times in which they live.” 


GAIN the engineer turned his face toward the gay 
Christmas scene within the house. With deliberate, 
painstaking care, as is his way, he filled his pipe. As he 
struck a match and held it for a moment in the still air 
before applying the tiny flame to his pipe bowl, he asked: 
“Do you know Jim Godfrey’s ranch in Number Seven 
District?” 

“Of course,”” I answered; ‘“‘it is one of the show places of 
the valley. I was over there last week—bought a team of 
mules from Jim. He certainly is well fixed.” 

I heard the sheriff’s quiet chuckle, and the engineer 
laughed softly. As the latter flipped the match into the 
darkness he said: ‘‘ Jim wasn’t very well fixed the first time 
I met him—seven years ago tonight.” 

“By the way, C. K.,” said the sheriff to the engineer, 
“did I tell you that Montana Joe comes out on parole to- 
morrow?” 

“Montana Joe released on parole!” I exclaimed indig- 
nantly. ‘‘Do you mean to tell me, Mobley, that they are 
actually turning that outlaw loose again? Why, he can’t 
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have served half his time! He was in for fifteen years, wasn’t 
it? You took him—let’s see—four, five zi 

“Seven years ago tomorrow morning,” murmured the 
sheriff with tantalizing deliberation. 

“Yes,” I ejaculated, ‘“‘and you caught him over in Number 
Seven District. Look here, you fellows, what has Montana 
Joe, the outlaw, to do with my prosperous friend, Jim God- 
frey? There’s a story in this somewhere. Come through.” 

“It’s C. K.’s story,” said the sheriff. 

“It’s Mobley’s story,”’ said the engineer. 

“‘T don’t care who tells it,”” I threatened, “‘but I’ll have it 
or you two will get no sleep tonight and no Christmas dinner 
tomorrow.” 

“Go ahead, Mobley,” said the engineer, with his quiet 
laugh. ‘‘ You see how desperate he is.” 

“Not me,” returned the sheriff. “‘ You know I can’t talk— 
and besides, you started it.” 

Whereupon the engineer told this tale of a Christmas in the 
desert—told it as we sat that Christmas Eve on the wide 
veranda of our ranch home, in the soft darkness of the still, 
semitropical night, in the heart of the reclaimed lands of 
the King’s Basin; and as he spoke there came to us the 
music of the Christmas merrymaking in the house: 














Cfir of the Yule 


By Lew SaRETT 


OFT of tempestuous wilderness 
You came, O fir—a swampland drear 
With tumult of snow and the wind’s stress, 
Where the lynx wail cuts a livid scar 
Through blanching night to the far dim star; 
Out of a solitude where year 
On patient year, above the feud 
Of clashing elements that swirled 
About you in a desolate world, 
You bore yourself with fortitude. 


Though all the raucous world shall knock 
Insistent knuckles on our door, 
And fumble snarling at the lock, 








Yield us, O stoic visitor, 
A measure of your unconcern; 
Yield us, who linger at your side 
Throughout this gentle Christmastide, 
Your spirit, calm and taciturn, 
A precious moment of release— 
The benediction of your Peace. 








“The day before Christmas, that year, I was riding from 
the intake at the river to Sharp’s heading on the main 
canal, and from there through what is now the Number 
Seven District to our headquarters at Kingston. 

“The boys at the heading told me about Montana Joe 
holding up the stage just out of Dry Wells; and they jollied me 
some on my chances of meeting him—figuring that he’d be 
making south in some hurry to put the Mexican boundary 
between himself and Mobley, here. I told them it would be 
all right, that Montana Joe and I were good friends—which, 
in a way, was true. Joe Wheeler, as we knew him before he 
went to the bad, ran a grading gang for me one summer up in 
Eastern Oregon. 
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“When it came along about four o’clock I had made, say, 
ten miles north of the line, and was figuring on getting to 
Kingston—which was little more than a camp then—aboyt 
midnight. I was pushing through a mess of small sandhills 
and hummocks, thinking what a cheerful Christmas Eve | 
was in for and wishing I was anywhere else in the world—ags 
a fellow will sometimes, you know—when my horse broke 
into one of those nasty little gopher holes, turned a half 
somersault, and landed me in a bunch of mesquite, | 
clawed myself out, invoiced my scratches, and turned to 
find poor old Jerry with only three good legs.” 


“TY PUT the horse out of his misery, took my canteen from 

the saddle, and was starting to back-track to Sharp’s 
when it struck me that it might not be a bad idea to have 
a look over the country. I climbed the highest hummock 
in the neighborhood and, sure enough, about a mile to 
the east and within a hundred yards of Number Five canal 
was a little cleared spot and a white dot which I knew must 
be a tent. 

“Well, sir, that’s where I first met our friend, Jim Godfrey. 
He had the sorriest looking outfit I ever saw. Man, butit 
was a fright! Four mules, so poor they could hardly stand; 
harness—mostly baling wire and rope; a shovel, an ax, and 
a wreck of a wagon that must have been held together by 
the kindness of providence—at least I couldn’t see anything 
else to keep it from falling to pieces. Jim’s other visible 
worldly assets were a bed, a trunk, a lantern, and some 
empty cracker boxes in an old twelve by fourteen tent; a 

little cook stove, a homemade table and a grub box 
under a brush ramada; a wife and three children.’”’ The 
engineer paused. Again he turned his face toward the 
window and contemplated the merry scene within the 
house. Then he added slowly: ‘‘The youngsters were 
about the ages of your three lads in there. 

“The Godfreys had had some kind of hard luck over 
on the coast somewhere,” C. K. continued, “and they 
had come into the desert to file on a quarter section 
and begin all over again. I thought as I took in the 
surrounding jungle of hummocks, mesquite, saltbush 
and greasewood, and sized up their outfit, that they sure 
were mighty close to the beginning. 

“But they were game, all right—clean grit through and 
through; never a whimper or a hint that they were up 
against it. Jim received me exactly as he would if I 
should drive up to their ranch tomorrow. And that sweet 
little wife and mother was just as cheerful and gracious 
in her hospitality then as she is today. As for those 
blessed youngsters, they seemed to be having the time of 
their lives getting ready for Christmas. I hadn’t been 
there twenty minutes before they were telling me what 
presents they wanted and what they expected to find 
when they woke up in the morning. The oldest boy, I 
remember, was all for a bicycle, a pair of roller skates, 
and a repeating air gun. That is, those were the really 
important items, you understand; the other things on his 
list he could manage to get along without. The second 
lad was dead sure that he was going to get a train of 
cars—electric—with track and station and everything, a 
sure-enough automobile, and a dozen or so other trifles. 
The youngest, a little girl, was all set for a doll that could 
talk and walk, and an outfit of dishes and household fur- 
niture, including a piano. The only thing that worried 
them at all was how would Santa Claus make his trip on 
the desert with no snow for his reindeer, and how would 
the old boy manage without any chimney. It wasn’t easy 
to hide what I was thinking about their Christmas pros- 
pects, but I played the game with them the best I could.” 


“AFTER a while they all went into the tent to plan once 
more where they would hang their stockings. Then 
Mrs. Godfrey said: ‘You see, sir, the poor little kiddies 
don’t understand. We have always made so much of 
Christmas. We haven’t found courage yet to tell them.’ 
And I saw her lips quiver as she turned away to fix up the 
frijoles and bacon for supper. And Jim, he jumped up 
and started off, muttering something about excusing 
him while he watered his mules. I watched the poor 
fellow lead the old wrecks away toward the canal and then, 
when Mrs. Godfrey’s back was turned, I slipped off into 
the brush—far enough away so I couldn’t hear the young- 
sters chatter. 

“T had just decided that I couldn’t stand it, and that it 
would be better all around if I was to sneak away and foot it 
back to Sharp’s, when a voice behind me said low, but mighty 
earnest: ‘Put up your hands! Quick! Stand still as you are!’ 

“T reached for the stars pronto, without even turning my 
head. Then I heard someone come close, and felt a gut 
boring into my back between my shoulders. When he had 
disarmed me and had stepped away a little he said ‘All 
right.’ And I whirled around. It was Montana Joe. 
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‘“COMING TOWARD THE CAMP WAS A REGULATION SANTA CLAUS—RED BREECHES, BOOTS, PACK AND ALL. 


FOR A MINUTE OR TWO WE WERE TOO PARALYZED 


__ “You should have seen his face when he recognized me! 
(le was struck dumb for a minute, then he grinned foolishlike 
and grunted: ‘Hell, C. K., why didn’t you say it was you?’ 
_ ““Why didn’t you give me a chance?’ I said. ‘ You better 
‘ind out who you're sticking up, before you get so fresh. 
Give me my gun.’ I started toward him, but he had me 
covered again in a flash. 

“Hold on,’ he said, and he wasn’t grinning this time. 
‘I'm not herdin’ mule skinners for you this Christmas Eve. 
I like you too well to give you your artillery just yet. You 
don’t seem to savvy the play. Suppose we palaver a bit. 
Ain’t you heard the news?’ 

“*Yes,’ I acknowledged. ‘The boys at Sharp’s told me. 
I Suppose you're going south into Mexico for your health.’ 

He grinned again. ‘I’m headed that way, all right. But 
I ain’t in no particular rush. You see, Mobley’s deputies 
are all makin’ medicine away over by Coyote Wells and the 
Sheriff himself is in Yuma—at least he was when I pulled 


off my little show day before yesterday 
evenin’. I figure Mobley’ll be due here 
somewhere about tomorrow noon. But 
what are you doin’ in this particular gar- 
den spot of the world? How many are 
there of you, and to what fortunate cir- 
cumstances am I indebted for this happy 
occasion ?’ 

“IT explained my presence, and could 
see that he believed me. 

“*Tough luck for Christmas Eve,’ he 
said, kind of thoughtful-like. ‘I’ve been 
thinkin’ all the afternoon that I wasn’t in 
for such a hell of a Merry Christmas my- 
self.’ Then he pulled himself together and 
asked: ‘But who’s the enterprisin’ hombre 
what’s aimin’ to make this here little oid 
desert blossom like the rose? I saw his 


TO MOVE 






” 


tent from back yonder and thought 
I might like to make his acquaint- 
ance—bein’ as it’s feedin’ time and 
only ten miles to the line, and 
Mobley such a long ways behind.’ 

“When I had satisfied him that 
Jim was a newcomer in the country 
and that he had heard nothing of what 
had happened to the Kingston stage, Mon- 
tana Joe studied a little, then made his 
proposition. ‘Look here, C. K.,’ he said. 
‘I ain’t denyin’ that I’m dog tired and 
hungry as a wolf. I sure been movin’ some 
since day before yesterday. And you 
know that I’ve got a lot of ridin’ to do, 
even after I cross the line. I want to stop 


(Continued on Page 103) 
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; ) “Poor Merrythought! How 
. sober he looks!” 


: ERRYTHOUGHT was 
\. M tired of Christmas. 

“T can scarcely believe 
it,” said Santa Claus. “I never 
heard of such a thing before.”’ 

“Neither did I,’ answered 
Merrythought, shaking his head 
until the tip of his scarlet cap 
wagged to and fro. “But it is 
true, Santa Claus. I am tired 
of Christmas.” 

Merrythought was a Brownie. 
He was not only a Brownie, he 
was Santa Claus’ very best workman as well. It was Santa 
Claus himself who said so, and surely he ought to know. 
All the year round Merrythought sat in the Snow Palace 
at the very tiptop of the North Pole, making toys for Christ- 
mas—toys for boys, toys for girls, toys for babies too.. 

It was the week before Christmas and all the other Brown- 
ies who help Santa Claus stood together in a corner of the 
workroom whispering about Merrythought behind their 
hands. 

“To think that Merrythought is tired of Christmas,”’ said 
Brownie Kindheart, who was in charge of the smallest baby 
dolls because of his gentle, friendly way. “Why, I think 
Merrythought’s dolls are the most beautiful of 
all. Their eyes are the bluest, and their cheeks 
are the rosiest, and their lips have the sweetest 
smiles. I don’t see how Merrythought can be 
tired of Christmas.” 

“Hesays he doesn’t like toys any more,” spoke 
up Nimbletoes, “but I never saw such fine jump- 
ing jacks as he has made this year. They leap 
and dance and fling their arms and legs about 
until I can scarcely stand still.” 

And Nimbletoes jumped up and down like a 
jumping jack till he lost his breath and had to sit 
down in the corner to find it again. 
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“T like his jack-in-the-boxes immensely,’’ said 
Brownie Mischief, smiling at the very thought. 

“Give me his rocking-horses,” said Fleetfoot, 
whose specialty was making roller skates and snow 
coasters and kites. 

“Poor Merrythought!” whispered gentle Silver- 
tongue, pointing to the corner where Merrythought 
sat alone. 

“How sober he looks! He used to grow happier 
and happier as Christmas drew near. He would 
sing at his work and smile to himself until the whole 
Snow Palace was in a good humor no matter how 
busy we might be.” 


me ES, indeed,’’ agreed Kindheart. ‘‘He was as 
merry as his name. But he says this year he 
has lost his feeling for Christmas. He used to love 
it—the toys and the candy and the surprises. But 
he doesn’t feel so now. He thinks children want 

too many toys. He has lost Christmas, he says.’’ 
“Lost Christmas!” exclaimed little Sharp- 
eyes, the errand boy. He was the Brownie 
who picked up pins and threaded needles and 
found the scissors for everyone else. ‘“‘ Perhaps 
I can find it for him. I will begin to look this 
minute. I’d look for a week without stopping 
rather than have Merrythought feel so sad.”’ 
“Ho! I know what to do,” cried Sweet- 
tooth, chief of the candy cooks. ‘‘I will makea 
new candy for Merrythought, a new chewy 
kind, that will keep him so busy he will for- 
get that he has lost Christmas. Now let 
me tell you Brownies what I mean to put 

in it,” 

‘a Sweet-tooth checked the items off on his 
fingers while the Brownies crowded round 
to hear: ‘‘Molasses—and sugar—and 
hickory nuts—and cream .. .” 

But Mischief slipped away and strolled over to the work- 
bench where Merrythought sat, his head on his hand. ‘‘ What 
is the matter, Merrythought?’’ asked Mischief kindly. 
“You look as if you had lost your best friend.” 

“T have,”’ answered Merrythought without rais- 
ing his head; ‘“‘or worse. I have lost Christmas. I 
don’t like Christmas any more.” 

“Dear me,’’ said Mischief with a little frown, 
“that is too bad. What you need is a change, Merry- 
thought. I am sure you need a change. Why don’t 
you ask Santa Claus to let you ride with him around 
the world on Christmas Eve?”’ 

“‘He wouldn’t take me,”’ answered Merrythought, slowly 
shaking his head. “‘ You know he always says that if he took 
one Brownie he would have to take all, and that if he took us 
all we would make so much noise that we would wake the 
children in their beds. I don’t want to go anyway. It would 
be nothing but toys, toys, toys. That is all children think of 
nowadays, at Christmas—how many toys they are to get.” 

“T don’t believe all children have so many toys,”’ said Mis- 
chief. “I think if you went with Santa Claus you would see 
some children who had very little Christmas indeed.” 

“Humph, I don’t,”’ answered Merrythought. ‘Think of 
that sleigh full of toys, enough for the whole world. And I 
am tired of toys, I tell you. I have made only one toy this 
year that I really like, and that is Lady Arabella.” 

“Oh, yes, Lady Arabella,” said Mischief, and walked off 
without another word. 


Lady Arabella was a big little-girl doll, and Merrythought 
had made her for little Princess Maud. 

It happened this way: Early in December Santa Claus 
had a letter from Princess Maud’s grandmother in which she 
said that she would like Princess Maud 
to have a big little-girl doll for Christ- 
mas this year. Santa Claus took the 
letter to Merrythought, his best work- 
man, and Merrythought sat himself 
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down and 
made Lady 
Arabella. 

Now Mer- 
rythought 
was so tired 
of curly hair 
and lace 
dresses with satin bows and pale blue kid shoes to match 
that he didn’t give Lady Arabella any of these. He thought 
to himself, ‘‘Perhaps Princess Maud is tired of fancy dresses 
too; perhaps she would like a plain, comfortable doll whose 
clothes she could not spoil no matter how hard she played 
with her.”’ So he gave Lady Arabella pretty blue eyes and 
pink cheeks, to be sure, and two long yellow braids tied with 
flyaway pink bows. But he dressed her in neat brown shoes 
and stockings and a plain, though fine, white frock. And 
over the frock he put a pink-and-white pinafore that covered 
her from top to toe; a good sensible pinafore that was not in 
the least like a lace dress with satin bows and pale blue kid 
shoes to match. The pinafore had two pockets—in one was a 
tiny handkerchief and in the other a purse, just large enough 
to hold a golden penny. Oh, Merrythought knew how to do 
things when it came to making dolls! 

Now you might think that Lady Arabella was too plain 
and sensible for a Christmas doll. But there was something 
about her that everyone liked. The toys liked her, the 
Brownies liked her—you remember that Merrythought liked 
her the best of all the toys he had made that year—and 
Santa Claus felt sure that Princess Maud and her grand- 
mother would be delighted with her too. 


OW when Mischief left Merrythought he went looking 

for Lady Arabella, and he found her seated on the 
window sill behind the curtain watching the reindeer romp- 
ing in the snow. Mischief slipped behind the curtain, too, 
and first of all he asked Lady Arabella if she had heard him 
talking to Merrythought just now. 

Yes, Lady Arabella had heard every single word. 

Then Mischief asked a very strange question indeed. ‘Do 
you know what a tantrum is, Lady Arabella?” asked he. 

‘“‘No, I never heard of a tantrum.” 

“Well, a tantrum is this,” explained Mischief, his 
face very sober, but his eyes twinkling with fun: 
“You want your own way, and you dance up and 
down and scream and cry and sometimes you lie on 
the floor and kick. Now, Lady Arabella, do you 
think you could have a tantrum?” asked he. 

“Yes,” answered Lady Arabella promptly, “I am 
sure that I could.” 

“‘Then let me whisper in your .ear,”’ said Mischief. 

And when he had finished whispering, he and Lady Ara- 
bella laughed and nodded at each other and laughed again. 

They had asecret, and presently you shall know what it was. 


It was late 
afternoon on 
Christmas Eve— 
the busiest mo- 
ment in the 
whole year at 
Santa Claus’ 
Snow Palace on 
the very tiptop 
of the North 
Pole. 
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The great sleigh stood in front of 
the door, the eight tiny reindeer har- 
nessed and in place before it. 

In and out of the palace ‘scurried 
the Brownies, packing the sleigh with 
the toys they had been at work upon 
for a long, long year. Mer- 
rythought stood by the 
reindeer, rubbing Dasher’s 
head, patting Dancer upon 
his furry nose. Santa Claus drew on his gloves. 
It was almost time to start. 

Suddenly Mischief, whose face had grown very 
red, called out, “‘Where is Lady Arabella? We 
have forgotten Lady Arabella!’’ 

Everyone looked at everyone else. It was true, 
quite true; they had forgotten Lady Arabella. 

Mischief, always as quick as a 
flash, darted into the palace, to 
come running out again, holding 
Lady Arabella by the hand. “I 
found her,”’ called Mischief. “I 
found her. She was hiding behind 
the curtain, on the window sill. 
But, look, Santa Claus, she is cry- 
ing! Lady Arabella is crying!” 





ND so it was. Lady Arabella 
was crying. In spite of her 
tiny handkerchief which she pulled 
from her pinafore pocket, the tears 
ran down her pretty pink cheeks, 
and the end of her little tiptilted 
nose was red. 

The Brownies stared at Lady 
Arabella and Santa Claus stared 
too. Such a thing asacryingdoll | ‘ at 
had never happened before. The a ee 
toys were always happy and excited on Christmas Eve, and 
looking forward to their new homes wherever Santa Claus 
might leave them. ‘‘ What is the matter, Lady Arabella?’”’ 
asked Santa Claus in his kindest voice. ‘Have you a pain? 
Are you hungry? What is the matter with you?” 

“T am homesick,’’ sobbed Lady Arabella. ‘‘I am home- 
sick and lonely too. I don’t want to go riding all aloney- 
loney-loney. I want Merrythought to go with me. I do, | 
do, I do!” 

“But you will not be alone,’ said Santa Claus in surprise. 
“There is a nice place for you beside Red Jumping Jack. 
Look and see! He will hold one hand and White Polar 
Bear will hold the other. I am sure you will 
not be lonely if only you make up your mind 
not to cry.” 

But Lady Arabella shook her head and 
danced up and down and cried louder than be- 
fore. “‘No, no!” cried Lady Arabella, shaking 
her elbows as if she would like to poke Red 
Jumping Jack and White Polar Bear. “I want 
Merrythought. I want Merrythought to go 
with me, or else I won’t go at all.”’ 

Here Lady Arabella threw herself on the 
ground and kicked with all her might and 
main. You could scarcely see her brown shoes 
and stockings, Lady Arabella kicked them to 
and fro so very fast. 

Now Santa Claus was like the Brownies. 
He was troubled to see Lady Arabella so un- 
happy. It was growing late too. ‘Dear me!” 
said Santa Claus, rubbing his nose with his 
great fur glove. ‘‘Dear me! Little Princess 
Maud won’t want a doll who has been cry- 
ing. Perhaps you had better jump in, Merry- 
thought, and go with us, after all.” 

“Yes, sir,”” answered Merrythought. 


if IS breath was quite taken away at the idea 
of going round the world with Santa Claus 
on Christmas Eve. But he managed to raise 
Lady Arabella to her feet, and together they 
quickly climbed into place in the sleigh. 

Mischief tucked the robe round Lady Ara- 
bella and patted her hand. Santa Claus gath- 
ered up the reins and cracked his whip, the 
——— gave three loud cheers, and the sleigh 
Was Off. 

Lady Arabella still behaved strangely. She 
wiped her eyes and smiled round at Merry- 
thought. She was not at all ashamed of having 
had a tantrum, though Red Jumping Jack and 
White Polar Bear each gave her a very scorn- 
ful look. Then she hid her face 
on Merrythought’s shoulder and 
laughed and laughed and 
laughed. 

And not until they were well 
out of sight of the palace was she 
able to sit around straight and 
look about her as she rode. 
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Now have you guessed the secret that Lady 
Arabella and Mischief had between them? 
Just think a moment and I am sure you will. 


On sped the sleigh over the snow, the moon 
and the stars glittering cold and bright in the 
frosty sky. Snow, snow, still more snow. Then 
the forests, dark and piney and sweet-smelling. 
Now and then a house. Up, up, up to the roof 
would go the sleigh, down the chimney Santa Claus 
would creep, then back again to his place and off, the 
reindeer seeming fairly to fly over the snow. Nowa 
village, now a town. 

And everywhere children in bed and asleep, their 
bedrooms dark or dimly lighted by a low night lamp. 
And everywhere ready and waiting for Santa Claus, 
though not always ready in just the same way. 
Sometimes there would be stockings hung by the chimney 
place, sometimes a little wooden shoe placed outside the door, 
sometimes a candle burning in the window to light Noél upon 
his way. But always Santa Claus knew what to do and just 
what presents to leave in every house. Into a big city 
dashed the sleigh, straight toward a great castle with turrets 
and towers and windows sparkling in the frosty starlight. It 
was the castle where Princess Maud lived, and now Merry- 
thought and Lady Arabella were forced to say good-by. 

“TI know you will make Princess Maud happy,”’ said 
Merrythought, kissing Lady Arabella’s pretty pink cheek. 

In return Lady Arabella threw both arms about Merry- 
thought’s neck. ‘“‘I am so glad that you could come with 
us,’ whispered she, hugging him close, “‘and do try to find 
Christmas again tonight if you can.”’ 

Then down the chimney went Lady Arabella and Santa 
Claus and the great pack of toys into the peaceful night 





“Oh, Belinda, do look in the oven! We can’t wait a minute longer.” 









Straight toward a 
great castle with tur- 
rets and towers and 
many windows 
sparkling in the al 
frosty starlight. It = 

was the castle where 
Princess Maud lived. 


nursery where slept the little Princess Maud, dreaming of 
the big little-girl doll she hoped Santa Claus would bring her 
that night. 

On went the sleigh. Merrythought crept next to Santa 
Claus and cuddled down close as the sleigh swept across the 
ocean with its dashing waves and snow squalls 
and great ships plowing silently along through : 
the black and icy water. There were chil- {jt 
dren on those ships. Do you think ~ ae 
Santa Claus passed them by? Not 
he! By special arrangement, down 
ori the decks he flung great sacks 
of toys, so that no child should 
wake on Christmas morning and 
find his stocking unfilled. 

Over the land 
again, Santa Claus 
stopping so often 
now that Merry- 
thought grew 
quite used to hold- 
ing the reins. 
Here were more 
children fast asleep, here were mothers and 
fathers trimming Christmas trees, and people 
trudging through the snow carrying presents 
and wreaths of holly and bunches of mistletoe. 

“‘Gay, isn’t it?” asked Santa Claus, smiling 
with all his might. ‘‘There is nothing in the 
world quite like Christmas and plenty of toys 
for everyone. Eh, Merrythought?”’ 





ND his face was so happy as he looked 
down at Merrythought that the little 
Brownie was ashamed to tell him how he really 
felt. So he buried his nose in the warm fur 
robe and only mumbled something about “too 
many toys.” 

But Santa Claus heard him and understood. 
He didn’t speak again to Merrythought. He 
only looked at him when they reached a poor 
house where all Santa Claus left for the little 
boy was a fire engine. He looked at him again 
next door, where the baby had only a monkey- 
on-a-stick. ‘‘Perhaps all children don’t have 
too many toys,’ thought Merrythought. “But 
they all have something. And I am tired to 
death of toys, just tired to death of them.” 

Now Santa Claus drove through the white 
countryside, on and on and on, until there was 
not a house to be seen. 

““Where can we be going?’”’ Merrythought 
asked himself. “This looks like the end of 
the world.” 

On and on and on, until, half buried in the 
snow, Merrythought spied a little brown house. 
There was a light in the window, though it 
was the middle of the night. 

“Somebody trimming a Christmas tree, I 
suppose,” thought Merrythought. ‘‘ More toys 
and tinsel and gold, no doubt.” 


(Continued on Page 61) 
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CHICAGO ART INSTITUTE THROUGH THE COURTESY OF ITS DIRECTORS 


Re Miraculous Draftof Taher: By Emil Culeen 





ORE than one of the American 
artists considered in this series 
have been of foreign extraction— 

I mean almost immediate foreign extrac- 
tion, for of course most of even the 
hundred per cent Americans have foreign 
ancestors. Most notable perhaps are Du- 
veneck and Twachtman, who, although they were born 
here, were of German parentage. But Emil Carlsen was 
both born and brought up in Copenhagen and did not 
arrive in America until he was nineteen, in 1872, having 
already been a student at the Danish Royal Academy. He 
is, however, claimed proudly as an American artist and was 
made an associate of the National Academy in 1904 and a 
full member in 1906. 

There seems to have been painting in the Carlsen blood, 
for his earliest teacher was his own cousin, while his mother, 
so small a lady physically that she never, he told someone, 
in all her life weighed a hundred pounds, was an artist herself. 
And in course of time Emil Carlsen was to become the father 
of Dines Carlsen, whom he himself taught. 

Like both Robert Spencer and Rockwell Kent, two others 
of the artists in this series, Carlsen experimented with archi- 
tecture, and his first task on reaching Chicago in 1872 was 
to make drawings for an architect there at twenty dollars a 














Emil (arlsen 


By E.V. Lucas 


week. When he left to open a school for mechanical drawing, 
he was offered twice that sum to remain, and he must have 
wished that he had, for his partner in the school absconded 
with what cash had been earned, and when Carlsen was 
forced to return to his old employer he could obtain a salary 
of only ten dollars! The situation was made the worse by 
the circumstance that his partner not only took the school 
receipts but the sum obtained for a picture by Carlsen, a 
large marine. It was the sight either of this picture or of 
some of his sketches of the ocean and of shipping that 
led a Danish sea painter named Holst to employ him as a 
“‘devil’’—an assistant to prepare the canvas for the master’s 
finishing touches. It is a humble calling sanctioned by the 
practice of some of the world’s greatest artists, and in the 
pursuit of it the “devil” has fruitful opportunities of learn- 
ing and improving. 

Holst seems also to have had odd ideas as to the ethics 
of property, for he sold one of Carlsen’s own pictures to a 


collector; when remonstrated with by its true creator 
he remarked cheerfully, “‘That’s all right,” and handed 
him five dollars. None the less, but for Holst, who 
soon after this went back to Denmark, Carlsen might 
have continued to be an architect’s drudge. We rarely 
recognize at the time the instruments selected by Fate 
for our advancement. 

Carlsen’s next step toward success was his appointment 
as a teacher in the Art Institute of Chicago, where he was 
well paid and had time to paint pictures which found put 
chasers. A Smuggler’s Cave dates from that period. His 
next was meeting with L. C. Earle, a connoisseur of art who, 
recognizing the young man’s gifts, but discerning a lack of 
something essential, urged him to resume his studies under 
some good instructor. Carlsen was sensible enough to take 
this advice and for the next few months he worked in classé 
in Denmark and in Paris; returning, when all his money ha 
gone, to New York in 1875 in a far stronger position. 

But though he at once established himself in a studio there, 
and began to be known, he had no good luck. Indeed, that 
dark chapter in the history of art in which are recorded the 
short sight and meanness of picture dealers is increased by 
not a few murky paragraphs from Carlsen’s experiences at 


(Continued on Page 97) 
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quisitely executed en grisailleon parchment, 

and delicately heightened with gold, in the 

opinion of eminent experts is in all probability 

the work of the Master of Zwolle, a Flemish 

painter and engraver who flourished during the latter half 
of the fifteenth century. 

Of the life of the Master of Zwolle little is known. He 
seems to have been at one time a goldsmith as well as a 
Painter and engraver. 

Passavant and several other authorities are of the 
opinion the real name of the Master was Johann of Koln, 
or Johannes de Colonia, and say that his style was formed 
by the influence of the school of Van Eyck, and that he 
must be the same man as is recorded in a book of memoirs 
of the fraternity of Agnetenburg near Zwolle as having 
joined the Brothers of Common Lot, about the year 1478. 
His name is entered as Johann of Koln, and he is 


“Tans beautiful Miniature Painting, ex- 
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described as being both a painter and an engraver, living 
with the community. 

If this picture has really been executed by the Master of 
Zwolle it is a rarity of the highest order, for very few of his 
paintings are now in existence. 

In any case, it constitutes workmanship of the greatest 
importance and interest, and can have been executed only 
by a supreme master of his art. _ 

The central picture depicts the scene at the Nativity. 
Joseph and the Virgin are kneeling in adoration of the Holy 
Babe, Who is lying, surrounded by golden rays, in the center 
of the stable on a truss of straw. On the right, descending in 
a burst of clouds, is a choir of over twenty angels singing the 
Gloria in Excelsis. 

Forming a border about the left side and base of this large 
picture are nine smaller ones depicting scenes from the life 
of the Virgin and the childhood of Christ. On the right side 
is the scroll with the following inscription in rustic capitals: 


“Gloria in ecelcis [sic] Deo et,” and in smaller Roman 
capitals “‘din [sic] terra paz hominibus.” The nine smaller 
pictures depict: 

1. The Annunciation. 2. The meeting of Mary and Eliza- 
beth. 3. This picture probably represents an apocryphal 
visit paid by Joseph and Mary to Elizabeth. Elizabeth, 
who is in the dress of a Flemish housewife with keys by her 
side, is coming forward to greet them. 4. The Adoration of 
the Magi. 

5. The Circumcision. A church interior, the Infant 
having just been handed over to the aged priest officiant, 
who has two assistants. 6. The Massacre of the Innocents. 
7. The Flight into Egypt. 8. Christ as a child among the 
Doctors of the Law. 9. Joseph and the Virgin are leaving 
the Temple, here represented as a beautiful fifteenth cen- 
tury Gothic building, with their newly found Son. The 
Virgin is apparently expostulating with Him for having left 
them, and He is answering. 
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“Let a little sunshine in, 
Let a little sunshine in, 
Clear the darkened windows, 
Open wide the door, 
Let a little sunshine in.”’ 


HE creak of Jessica’s rocking- 

| chair and her clear voice rose 

above the din of twenty children 

at play. When she rocked full-tilt for- 

ward her sturdy shoes made a clop-clop 
on the bare floor, and on the backward sway she twisted her 
small self against the chair arm to double its creaking. Had 
anyone asked her why she did this she would have answered, 
with a swift smile lifting her cheeks and sending a sunburst 
of tiny wrinkles out from her eyes, ‘‘’Cause it makes a 
nice noise.’’ But she would not have added that the clop- 
ping and the creaking were soothing to the mite ia her arms. 
Now, because it was less than a 
week till Christmas, Jessica’s days 
were not filled with making up 
stories and thinking up games for 
the younger orphans. They were 
far too excited to listen quietly or 
to play any game over half through. 
So Jessica had plenty of time to 
rock and sing to the fretful Italian 

baby. 


** Let a little sunshine in, 
Let a lit ——”’ 

















The assistant to the superin- 
tendent opened the door and 
stepped back for someone to enter. 
And there on the threshold stood 
the loveliest lady who had ever 
lightened the orphanage doors. 

Jessica’s song and the children’s 
noise, every sound in the play room, 
broke off short as if snipped with 
a pair of sharp scissors. The Lady 
was so much like the Right Royal 
Princess in one of Jessica’s stories 
that to see her standing there was 
just like looking at a picture in a 
book. 

Twenty pairs of eyes flared in 
admiration, and twenty mouths 
opened in eagerness. Was someone 
going to get adopted? Every heart 
in the room thumped hopefully, 
and Jessica prayed, “‘O dear God, 
please let her like Tony.” 


UT although the Lady smiled 

upon the children she did not 
come into the play room, as most 
visitors did. Jessica waited for a 
moment, motionless, expectant, 
but the Lady remained in the door- 
way. 

The little girl’s round face set 
with determination, purpose, and 
she carried the baby across the 
room and held him up for the Lady 
to see. 

“Please, ma’am; look at this one. 
He’s a real nice little boy. And 
he’s good, awful good.” 

“Oh, its poor eyes.” 

““Yes’m, his eyes aren’t pretty, 
cause they’re crossed, but they’re 
good. I mean they’re not sore or 
anything like that. See?” She tip- 
toed. The baby whimpered and 
burrowed for her shoulder. ‘‘He 
acts cross, Lady, but that’s ’cause 
he don’t eat right. We can’t hardly 
get him to eat. I guess it’s ’cause 
he’s got to see out both his eyes at 
once and it turns his stummick.” 


‘“‘WILL YOU STAY WITH ME, NOW, JESSICA? 
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“That will do, Jessica,”” reproved the assistant to the 
superintendent. Her tone, firm but gentle, was in perfect 
imitation of that used by the superintendent herself on pre- 
vious occasions when Jessica had made similar attempts to 
interest visitors in the cross-eyed Italian baby. 

““Yes’m,”’ answered Jessica obediently, but she added 
quickly to the Lady: ‘‘He’s got natural curly hair.” 
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The assistant to the superintendent frowned. 
Tony kicked and wailed. The Lady murmured, 
“You're a darling little girl.”” But she did not look 
again at the baby. 
It was wonderful to be called “‘a darling little 
girl’ and Jessica’s cheeks reddened with pleasure. 
But she did wish the Lady had liked Tony. She 
hugged the baby closer and carried him back to 
the rocking-chair. Creak-creak went the broken 
arm, clop-clop went the sturdy shoes, and Tony’s wailing 
narrowed to a thin whine. 

The instant the door closed behind the visitor and her 
guide the children crowded around Jessica. Many feet 
pedaled her rockers and many hands tugged at her chair 
arms. ‘‘Is she a queen, Jessica?’”’—‘‘Is that the Right Royal 
Princess?’’—‘‘ What dat, Jes’ca?””—‘‘Tell us! Tell us!” 

“A queen she is, kids, and right 
royal. She’s got a palace, and a 
crown, and scepter set with dia- 
monds as big as—as big as—your 
eyes, Amy. Andshe’s got airplanes, 
and automobiles, and a coach and 
four. She sleeps in a royal-purple 
velvet bed with quilts as soft as— 
as soft as—your curls, Tony.’’ She 
squeezed him. ‘“‘And she’s got 
ladies in waiting to wash her back 
with buckets of perfume, and she 
never fights when she has to take 
a bath. You hear that, Patrick 
Nolan? She never fights when she 
has to take a bath.” 

“‘ Aw, I wouldn’t neither if I had 
it in buckets of perfume.” 

“You would so! You like to be 
dirty. And,’ she went on, ‘‘she’s 
got servants to wait on her hands 
and feet, fan her, and feed her, rub 
her head when it hurts, and cook 
chocolate cake for her. You hear 
that, Robert Lee? Chocolate cake, 
just the color of you.” 


HAT little black boy grinned 

delightedly. He worshiped Jes- 
sica, and as for him emancipation 
was a lost cause, for he was her 
slave. 

Color, race, religion, age, meant 
nothing to Jessica. She practiced 
the philosophy she had propounded 
to the superintendent upon ap- 
proaching that dignitary for per- 
mission to change her name. She 
had just finished reading Lamb’s 
Tales From Shakspere and she had 
the book in her hand when she 
asked that henceforth she be called 
Jessica instead of Belle. 

“But, child, Jessica is not an 
appropriate name for one of your 
nationality. Jessica in the story 
was the name of the daughter of 
Shylock, the Jew.” 

“What is my nationality?’’ The 
little girl had asked. 

“Why, dear, you—you see——” 

““Yes, ma’am, I see.”’ Only ten 
or thereabouts, but the superin- 
tendent thought that she did see. 
“Please let my name be Jessica, 
‘cause nationality don’t count 
here.” 

And the superintendent, explain- 
ing to the board of directors why an 
orphan’s name had been changed 
on the record, said, ‘‘We might as 
well let her have the name she 
wants. She has as much right to 
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that as any, and since our 
Mrs. James died she has 
been a wonderful help with 
the younger children.” 

So thereafter she was 
Jessica, tending, loving, en- 
tertaining the younger or- 
phans. Since the day 
when Miz James, the night 
matron, had gone away in 
the ambulance the children 
had looked to Jessica and 
she had carefully imitated 
the ways of the motherly 
old soul who had dropped 
in harness. Had the night 
matron been a lighter 
sleeper than by habit and 
preference she was, she 
could have heard in the 
dark hours: 

“There, there! Don’t 
cry, dearie. Jessica’s here. 
Jessica’ll rub your legs. 
S’only growing pains, 
dearie. Miz James said if 
you didn’t have growing 
pains you’d be a dwarf. 
Then you would have 
something to cry about.” 
Or, ‘‘Why, Robert Lee! 
You crying? A big black 
boy like you, whose papa 
might’ve fought lions and 
elephants? Ghosts? 
Ghosts, nothing! You had 
abad dream. That’s what. 
Here, Jessica’ll make a 
witch cross on your 
blanket. Now then! Miz 
James said no ghost could 
come where there’s a witch 
cross. Go on back to 
sleep.””. Or again, “Why, 
what’s the matter, Mary 
Lou? Throat hurt again? 
Well, we'll fix it. Here! 
Jessica’ll wrap her nice 
warm stocking around it. 
There, now! Nothing’s 
better’n foot heat for a sore 
throat.” 


ND now it was less than 
a week till Christmas. 
All the play-room windows 
were smudged with moist 
circles where trickly noses 
pressed above O-shaped 
mouths breathing, “‘Gee!”’ 
“Oh!” “Lookit!’’ Great 
trucks rolled by piled high 
with evergreens. In the 
small windows at the back 
of automobiles red-berried 
holly wreaths dangled 
gayly. The people in the great green busses had their arms 
full of bundles, but they did not look tired. Those on the 
top-side seats, instead of being squint-eyed and tight-lipped 
because they had to sit out in the open, were smiling and 
talking to one another. 

Even from the orphanage windows it could be seen that 
nobody was exacting or cross about anything. 

Jessica kept a vigilant eye on the play room, rocked Tony, 
and sang every word of her beloved song at the very top of 
her voice. No crusader ever chanted more earnestly. The 
child: en chimed in on each ‘Let a little sunshine in,”’ a bit 
laie and quite off key, but cherubim and seraphim in ardor. 

Jessica knew she was singing too loud, making too much 
noise, but one feels so full to bursting just before Christmas 
that it’s very hard to keep such excitement inside one. She 
wanted to sing louder and louder, and rock faster and faster, 
and clop her feet harder and harder, even if it were heard all 
the Way to the superintendent’s office, or even to the board 
of directors’ room. Louder and faster and harder—it was 
fun! 

At the very loudest of the singing and the rocking and 
clopping the door opened again and the day matron inter- 
Tupted to say that Jessica was to go at once to the super- 
intendent’s office. 

Jessica plumped Tony on the floor and hurried to the 
washroom. Was she going to be scolded for being so noisy, a 
ig girl like her, a monitor for the younger orphans? She 
scrubbed her face and hands, gave her hair a few quick 
ackward strokes which served to make her look more sleek 
and shining than ever. 
im J unt outside the office door she stooped to tuck in her shoe- 
rings, smoothed the front of her dress, then knocked. 


THE GREAT 
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FRONT DOOR DID OPEN, AND KAY CAME FLYING DOWN THE WALK 


Being bidden to come in, she stood facing the superin- 
tendent—and the Lovely Lady. She was not going to be 
scolded. She curtsied to the superintendent, but her smile 
was for the Lady, who smiled back. But even when she 
smiled her eyes stayed cloudy. Jessica thought that was 
funny, but she did not have time to think about it now for 
the superintendent was speaking: “‘ Jessica, this lady has no 
little girl and she has invited you to go home with her, to 
stay for Christmas. Would you like to go?” 

Before Jessica could voice one of the many thoughts that 
were tumbling about in her head the Lady took her hand: 
“Please, Jessica. I like you and— 
and your song. I’ll try to give youa 
nice Christmas. Please come.” 

“Tl come.” 

The superintendent smiled and 
told her to run and get her things, 
and Jessica gasped, ““Now? Am I 
going right now?” 

“Yes, right now. And hurry, dear?’ 






ESSICA hopped all the way down 
the corridor and forgot to miss 
floor cracks. She was going home 
with the beautiful lady, the sweet 
lady, the queen lady, for Christmas. 
It was five days till Christmas. Five 
whole days. 

She stopped outside the play room. 
With hand on the door knob she 
stood balanced on one foot like a 
doubtful robin. No, she wouldn’t go 
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in and tell the kids. Some 
might cry. She was sorry 
to leave the kids. But they 
didn’t need her much at 
Christmas with so many 
visitors coming in all the 
time. The Lady did not 
have a little girl. She had 
said, “‘ Please come.” 

Jessica leaned against 
the door. She could hear 
the playing and the pro- 
testing, the tapof’Lizbeth’s 
crutch, Mary Lou’s cough, 
Tony’s whimper. She was 
going away from the kids 
for Christmas, but then 
there were lots of kids all 
together. There was just 
one lady all alone. The 
Lady had said she needed 
her and her song. 

She got her coat and hat 
from the wrap rack, her 
toothbrush from its nail 
with her name chalked over 
it, her galoshes, which were 
fastened together with a 
clothespin with her name 
printed on it; her night- 
gown she took from behind 
the pillow on her bed. 
These things she made into 
a bundle, a very neat com- 
pact bundle quite as Miz 
James had taught her. 
There was one thing she 
nearly forgot—her napkin 
ring. She stopped by the 
dining room for that and 
wrapped it in her handker- 
chief before she put it in 
her pocket. 


HE superintendent 

patted her and told her 
to be a good girl and not 
give any trouble. Jessica 
promised and set her rolled- 
brimmed hat well back on 
her forehead, settled the 
elastic under her chin and 
behind her ears, adjusted 
her bundle under her arm, 
and was ready. The Lady 
took her hand and led her 
down the snow-coated 
steps to a great shining 
automobile. The sight of 
the black man standing by 
the door brought what Jes- 
sica called a growing pain 
in her side, for he reminded 
her of Robert Lee. 

She glanced back at the 
Home. There were the 
play-room windows. Each pane was decorated with a Christ- 
mas candle made of paper. The visiting teacher had demon- 
strated how to draw them, cut them out, color them with 
crayons, paste them on the glass, and make a little splash of 
red paint for a flame. 

Jessica was glad that none of the kids was looking out. 
But it was nice to see the candles. 

The Lady told the black man that she wished to go shop- 
ping. That meant go into the stores. People would think 
her the Lovely Lady’s little girl, would think the Lady—oh, 
miracle of miracles—her mother! 

She wondered just how an own-little-girl would behave to 
an own-mother. More than she had ever wanted anything 
in her life she wanted 
people to think she was 
an own-little-girl. 

They went into the 
shoe store. Jessica’s face 
grew hot. Her heart beat 
hard against her ribs. 
Now it was coming—the 
miracle. The store man 
would think she was a 
little daughter. The Lady 
was holding her hand. Jessica 
drew so close that the Lady 
stooped and said, “Don’t be 
afraid, dear.” 

“*No, ma’am, I’m not.” Afraid? No, 
not afraid. Proud, thrilled, bursting. 


(Continued on Page 90) 
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land when Christmas was 

new the one thing that seems 
strangest of all is the absence of 
gifts and Christmas trees! If we 
are bookishly inclined, there are 
compensations: We can look 
through the bright-hued missals 
of the thirteenth and fourteenth 
centuries, with their wonderful pictures, depicting so graphi- 
cally the life of Christ. Or we can read through the old 
ballads and Christmas rimes. 

And if we have a bank balance large enough to please 
Santa Claus himself, we can make ourselves a present, if 
indeed we are lucky, of one—not more!—very scarce vol- 
ume of early Christmas carols. 

Christmas has been termed the 
rarest feast of all—but not so 
rare, to play upon the word, as 
the little volumes of carols pub- 
lished by the early English print- 
ers, Wynkyn de Worde and 
William Copland, in the early 
sixteenth century. Each of these 
precious books, only four of which 
have survived the relentless tooth 
of time, appears in a sole ex- 
ample, either in the British Mu- 
seum or in the Bodleian Library 
at Oxford. 

The earliest of the four— 
Christmasse Carolle newely en- 
printed—was issued in 1521 by 
Wynkyn de Worde. Nothing 
but the last leaf, unfortunately, 
remains. 

It is the prized possession of 
the University of Oxford. One 
of them only, after a brave fight 
with my English competitors, at 
a session of the now historic 
Britwell Court sales in London, 
did I succeed in wresting from 
them. 

It was entitled Christmas car- 
olles newely Inprynted. It came 
from the printing press of “Ry- 
chard Kele, dwellyng at thelonze 
shop under saynt Myldredes 
chyrche.”’ The year of its print- 
ing is not known, but it was at 
any rate before 1546. 

Let one of its early owners tell you why he 
preserved it. He has written his reason in the 
front of the book: 


This old Pamphlet was a part of a collection of 
Curiosities made by that famous Antiquary and 
Historian Mr. Roger Morrice late of Hoxton in the 
County of Middx decd . Wherefore, it having 
been preserved thus long from the devouring Jaws 
of Time, I thought it to be valuable purely for its 
Antiquity; and have accordingly carefully lay’d it 
up & preserved it for about or near to 30 years, that 


[: THE ancient days in Eng- 
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Britain. For, even in King Arthur’s time, according to the 
Ballad of Sir Gawain, which will ring familiarly in your ears, 


— a royal Christmas kept 
With mirth and princely cheare ; 
To him repaired many a knight, 
That came both farre and neare. 


With the laughing, chattering crowd you hastened to the 
lofty baronial hall, ablaze with its rush lights and the wel- 
come of the huge yule log crackling on the enormous hearth. 
With your lordly sixteenth-century appetite, in a day before 
dyspepsia was ever heard of, you sniffed expectantly and 
darted anxious looks toward the center of the room, where 
the dark oak table stretched its mighty length. Old Thomas 
Tusser gives us a good account of what it groaned with: 


December, 1925 
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Brawn, pudding and souse, 
and good mustard withal, 

Beef, mutton and pork shred 
pies of the best, 

Pig, veal, goose, and capon 
and turkey well dressed, 

Cheese, apples and nuts, jolly carols to hear, 

As then in the country is counted good cheer. 





By the way, it was Thomas Tusser who wrote what are 
probably the two best-known lines on Christmas: 


At Christmas play and make good cheer, 
For Christmas comes but once a year. 


But where was the glorious boar’s head all this time, with- 
out which no Christmas feast would be complete? Yonder it 
came, surrounded by baked 
apples whose bursting skins sent 
out little spouts of steam, and 
borne proudly aloft on its salver 
by the faithful butler. You re. 
called at once the text of the 
ancient, half-Latin carol: 


Caput apri differo 
Reddens “‘laudes’’ domino. 


The bores heed in hand bring I 

With garlans gay and rosemary, 

I pray you all synge merely 
Qui estis in conutuio. 


The bores heed I vnderstande 

Is the ‘‘ chefe’’ seruyce in this lande 

Loke where euer it be fande 
Seruite cum cantico. 


Be gladde lordes bothe more and 





lasse 
For this hath ordeyned our stewarde 
To chere you all this Christmasse 








The bores heed with mustarde. 











After you had polished off all 
the food in sight, with your share 
of the ‘‘wilde boare,”’ you still 
could smack your lips over 
“plum-puddings, pancackes, 
apple-pies and custard.” But 
perhaps you refused these, and 
waited for the mince pies. These 
delicacies were baked in oblong 
form, in remembrance of the 
manger at Bethlehem. The meat 





CANTERBVRY 
CHRISTMAS: 


A True Relation of the Infurrection 


What a pleasant task to gather books 
relating to Christmas, all the way from 
the successor of Caxton, the first Eng- 
lish printer, to Charles Dickens, prac- 
tically of our own time! These books 
are the collector’s darlings, for they have 
the qualities that are dearest to his 
heart—rarity, and charm of subject. 


used in them was mutton, to represent the shep- 
herds’ flocks; the spices called to mind the frank- 
incense and myrrh. 


Merry Villagers 


in CANTERBU RTI on Chriftras 
day Lal, wich the great hart 
that befell divers per- 
fons thereby. 





it has been in my Hands. And that it may not be 
thrown away as an imperfect and good-for-nothing 
Piece after I am dead and gon [sic], is what is 
designed in my Writing of this Recomendation of it. 


Written by a Citizen there,to his 


friend in London. 





Sam. Marriott. Octob'® 15. 1733. 


The Ancient Festival 








HAT an exceedingly pleasant task to gather 

books relating to Christmas, all the way 
from the successor of Caxton, the first English 
printer, to Charles Dickens, practically of our 
own time! 

These books are surely the collector’s darlings, 
for they have the qualities that are dearest to his 
heart—rarity, and charm of subject. 

In order to appreciate the earliest volumes 
about Christmas in England it is necessary to 
know something of the ancient observation of 
the festival. 

Picture yourself in one of the great houses of 
England in the sixteenth century. You have 
passed through the stately portals, hung with 
holly and mistletoe. You are one of the jolly 
throng assembled from the length and breadth of 


Christmas carolles newely In- 
prynted came from the printing 
press of ‘“Rychard Kele, dwellyng 
at the longe shop under saynt 
Myldredes chyrche.’ The year of 
its printing is not known, but it 
was atany rate before 1546. ““This 
old Pamphlet was a part of a.col- 
lection of CuriositieS made by that 
famous Antiquary and Historian 
Mr. Roger Morrice late of Hoxton 
in the County of Middx decd .. .” 


LONDON, 
Printed for Howmphrey Harward. 1648, 





ND then the wassail bowl, with its hot spiced 
ale. At its advent the host rose up with the 
time-honored toast, the words of the carol: ‘‘God 
rest you merry, Gentlemen, let nothing you dis- 
may!”’ 

Suddenly, above the hubbub of the feast, rang 
clear upon the frosty night air the voices of the 
villagers, singing as they approached. 

“The waits! The waits!” the guests shouted. 
For at that season men and boys dressed in 
“antick”’ garb and went caroling from door to 
door the night through. Theservants flung open 
the doors and bade them enter, and the merry 
crew began their round of song with: 





Wassail and wassail all over the town, 

The cup it is white and the ale it is brown; 
The cup it ts made of the good old ashen tree, 
And so ts our beer of the best barley. 

To you a wassail! 

Aye, and joy come to our jolly wassail. 


O maid, O maid, with your silver headed pin, 
Pray open the door and let us all in, ; 
All for to fill our wassail bowl and so away again. 
To you a wasscil! 

Aye, and joy come ta our jolly wassail. 


(Continued on Page 42) 
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HE lure of playing with marionettes has 
claimed old and young for many centuries. 
There are three kinds of marionettes. One 
type consists of a head and empty dress slipped upon 
the hand of an operator, who animates the puppet 
with his thumb and two fingers. It is to this type 
that Punch and Judy belong. 

Another typeis the doll oper- 
ated from below by means of 
rods. The third type, the true 
marionette, is a puppet oper- 

I ated from above by means of 
strings or wires. 

To this third type belong my 
own dolls and virtually all mod- 

ern marionettes which astonish 
their audiences so 
by imitating prac- 
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tically all the move- 
ments of human 
beings, even toopen- 
ing and closing their 
eyes and mouths; 
by walking, danc- 
ing and fighting; by 
visibly breathing, 
by picking up and 
carrying smallob- 
jectsand by seem- 
ingly smoking, 
with real smoke 
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coming from their 
mouths. 
Within the past few years America has witnessed 
a remarkable revival of the marionette theatre. To 
my knowledge, there are about sixteen marionette 
companies operating in the United States, all run 
by educated people. There are several marionette 
schools, one of them having recently been con- 
ducted in connection with Columbia University in 
New York. 


ITHIN the past few years about four books 

dealing with marionettes have been published 
in this country. In Germany there is a monthly 
puppet magazine called Das Puppentheater, and in 
an astonishingly large number of schools there are 
classes that make and produce their own marion- 
ette shows. In some they teach foreign languages 
by allowing the pupils to produce 
French, German and 
Spanish marionette 
plays. 

Ever since the pub- 
lication of a small 
book entitled Tony 
Sarg’s Marionette 
Book, I have carried 
on an extensive cor- 
respondence with 
hundreds of children 
and adults who desire 
information regarding 










puppets. 


puppet plays. Also, 
I have accepted 
many invitations to 
witness marionette 
performances given 
by school children. 
Witnessing these 
performances, I re- 
alized the difficulties 
the young show peo- 
ple were unable to 
Overcome. The 
many questions I re- 
ceived by letters 
suggested to me the 
writing of this arti- 
cle, in the hope that 
in so doing I would 
be able to help those 
who have already 
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They did not know how 
to make their own puppets, or how 
to make them walk, or where to get 
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7\@ HOW TO MAKE AND OPERATE 
s A MARIONETTE THEATRE - 
® BY TONY SARG © 
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fallen under the 
spell and strange 
fascination that 
puppets have for 
all who play with 
them. I also 
hope to help 
them overcome 
those very difficulties 
that might discourage 
them in the beginning. 
I venture to foretell 
that any of my young 
_ readers, following the 

instructions here given, 

will not only be able to 


have a very enjoyable experience but will afford 
much pleasure to their friends and relatives. Who 
knows? With a little practice and great care and 


wood. 


enthusiasm, themarionette might even 
prove to be a source of income. 

The modeling of the heads seems 
to give amateurs the most trouble, so 
I will take that question up first. I 
want to discourage anybody from try- 
ing to carve heads and hands out of 
It is an exceedingly difficult 
process, requiring expensive tools, 
much skilland special wood. Istrongly 
recommend getting a small tin of wood 
putty, which can be bought at any 
hardware store. Itis asoft wood-pulp 
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height. 
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head strings 
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over the first wire. 








putty that may easily be modeled into any 
shape and which when dry becomes as hard 


For the little theatre I have in mind, I rec- 
ommend puppets of about eight inches in 
It is always a good plan to make a 
pencil sketch of your puppet first to’see whether 
you are getting the head in the right size and 
proportion. To make the puppet’s head two 
pieces of wire are required. 
First, twist together one piece of wire the 
actual width of the head required, having two 
small loops at either end, to which the 
are to be attached later. 
Next, loop the second wire (BB, Figure 1) 
The wire BB has a 


(A, Figure 1.) 


loop at the lower 
end by which the 
head is to be 
fastened to the 
body. 


INK the two 
pieces, Aand 
B, together (Fig- 
ure 1) and then 
cover them with 
wood putty, 
leaving the three 
ends of the wire 
ropes showing, 
as is indicated 
in Figure 2. 


My advice is to model an egg-shaped head with 
a nose; and instead of attempting to model eye- 


brows, lips, ears, and 
so on, simply depend 
upon painting the 
face for your effects. 
I advise water colors 
for painting; the 
colors should be 
fairly strong. For 
eyes, cut two black- 
headed pins off to 
make them short 
enough and _ insert 
into wood putty 
before it becomes 
hard. If you have 
no black- 
headed pins 
you may paint 
the eyes and 


to make them shine. 
store v@ll do for hair, or unraveled silk or rope 
may be used; or one may buy coils of red, 
black or white hair from a theatrical make-up. 
store, from which wigs could be made and 
attached with glue to the heads. (Figure 3.) 

For the shoulders, secure a piece of wood 
shaped like Figure 4 and bore a little hole at A. 
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then put a drop of gum or shellac on them 


Wigs from a ten-cent 
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Now put a piece of 
wire through the 
loop of the neck you 
have modeled, and 
twist it so that it 
forms another loop; 
then pull the two 
loose ends through 
the hole of the shoul- 
der piece marked A, 
bending the two ends 
sideways and secur- 
ing tightly with aoe 

adhesive tape. (Fig- 

ure 5.) it . 

Use another piece of wood for the hips (Figure 6) 
and with small tacks attach this hip section and 
the head and shoulder section to a middle section 
of cloth or muslin as in Figure 7. This forms a 
hollow stocking for the middle part of the puppet, 
which gives flexibility to the doll, helps it to bend 











and also aids it in walking, 
which is the most difficult 
feat for a marionette to 
perform naturally. 
The legs should 
be whittled from 
a round piece of 
wood and provided 
with carefully 
made joints at 
. knee and ankle. 
The top of the leg is of cloth, stuffed with cotton, 
with acloth end by which the leg may be attached 
with tacks to the hip section. It is advisable to 
make the thin joint pieces B out of strong leather 
or trunk fiber to avoid breakage. (Figure 6.) 
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HE arms are hollow sleeves attached to the 

shoulders and having a hand at theend. Make 
all holes with a fine drill and use wire instead of 
nails in such a manner that you form a little loop 
over the knee for the leg strings, C. The hands 
should be modeled in wood putty, leaving a good 
bit at wrist to attach loose sleeves with glue or 
tacks. Feet also should be modeled in wood 
putty, preferably with the shape of actual shoe. 
High-heeled shoes are not recommended. 

After this construction is completed the puppet 
should be dressed. Do not use heavy broadcloth, 
but, preferably, silks or sateens. Clothes should 
always be loose enough not to impede any action. 
Forexample, trousers should fit loosely around the 
knee so that theleg bendseasily. Always keep the 
neck free so that the head can turn easily; the loops, 
though, should be concealed as much as possible. 

So much for the construction. Now let me ex- 
plain how to operate a marionette. 

A device called a controller is used 
to animate a marionette (Figure 8). 
The main controller, held in the left 
hand of the operator, is constructed 
of two strips of wood made in the 
shape of a cross. One strip may be 
about 9 inches long, the other seven. 
The ends are carefully cut into with 
a fret saw to allow the strings to be 
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attached. Near A there should be a small peg 
or nail standing upright, over which the foot con- 
troller can be slipped when not in use. (Note the 
small hole for this purpose in middle of foot con- 
troller, F.) 

The foot controller, held in the right hand, is a 
separate strip of wood about 7 inches long to which 
the knee strings are fastened and which has a hole 
in the center to fit over peg on controller. When 
the doll is not working, the puppeteer slips the foot 
controller onto the peg, thus freeing his right hand 
to assist in moving the head and hand strings. 
Near C and D of the controller small holes should be 
pierced, through which a piece of cord with a knot 
on each end should be run. This forms a loop, K, 
large enough to allow the hand of the puppeteer to 
be slipped under it, and it is used for hanging up 
the puppet when not in use. 

The stringing of the doll should be done with 
black carpet thread or, better still, with Japanese 
silk trout line. The principal strings are those from 
either side of the head; from the center of the back; 
from the hands and from the knees. Hand strings 
could be attached to the wrists. These are sufficient 
to animate the arms as well. All these strings, with 
the exception of the knee strings, are attached to 
the main controller. Those from the sides of the 
head are attached to the endsof the armsofthe cross; 





those from the hands are fastened to the short end 
of the cross. The back string is fastened to the op- 
posite end of the long piece of the cross. The knee 
strings are fastened to the ends of the foot con- 
troller (Figure 8). 

Repeated practice in operating a doll is what 
brings results. My advice to beginners is to string 
the puppet at a convenient length so that the pup- 
peteer can practice with the puppet right on the rug 
of the room. A rug is better than a polished floor. 
(Figure 9.) Start by seating the puppet in a chair 
the right size for him and try to make him move 
his head and body without falling off the chair. 


SE a a ae PY OTE 


You will soon discover 
that owing to the hollow 
middle section of the pup- 
pet, you will very easily 
be able to make him sit 
very upright or slump 
completely by simply 
lifting and lowering the 
whole controller. 

Try this several times, 
and when you have mas- 
tered it, tilt the front 
part of the controller 
downward as you drop it 
for the slump. This will 
cause the head to drop forward (Figures 10 and 11). 
Then see how far you can let the puppet’s body 
swing forward without falling off his seat. Now bend 
the puppet forward and turn his head right and left. 
This is accomplished by tilting the main controller 
in such a way that the back string becomes taut and 
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all the others loose, which will cause the 
doll to lean forward. Then turn the head 
by a tilting movement of the bar to which 
head strings are attached. As the bar is 
tilted up and down the head will turn from 
side to side. 

Now marionettes do not walk well, but 
walk they must. The right hand controls 
the walking by twisting the foot control 
back and forth. First one foot lifts, 
then the other, while the left hand 
holds the main controller and fol- 
lows the forward movement. Try to 
make the puppet’s feet touch ground 
after each step; if you have diffi- 
culty in doing so it sometimes helps 
to weight the feet with lead. 


ITTLE by little, with much prac- 
tice, one learns to operate a 
marionette skillfully. One has to 
discover for oneself the range of ac- 
complishments, and surprises are 
in store for the experimenter. 

To make a puppet laugh, slump . 
the puppet forward. Then take hold 
of the back string and, during the 
period of laughing, jerk the back 
string simultaneously with the 
laughter, which gives an amusing effect. To 
make him cry, always have him seated and try to 
pull one of the hands right across the eyes while 
leaning the puppet forward (Figure 12), then 
produce loud sobs and lift controller slightly up 
and down, keeping it tilted downward; this gives 
the effect of convulsions of the body. Anger could 
be shown by letting puppet stamp its foot and swing 
arms violently. It is of great importance to learn 
that when two puppets converse on stage a great 
deal of movement should be given to the puppet 
talking, while the listening puppet remains quite 
motionless. Great confusion is caused if this is 
not strictly adhered to. 

Puppet animals are always very amusing and I 
will give brief instructions how to make a cow. 
All four-legged animals could be modeled after the 


(Continued on Page 145) 
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The supreme example of Christian militarism in the Holy Land is the Crusades. 





on one side and historic Christianity on 
the other is sufficiently appalling in any 
country, but it is natural that the disharmony 
between the two especially should shock the 
pilgrim in Palestine. Here the life of Jesus seems in many 
a place so vivid and so close at hand that one keenly feels 
the jar in passing from memories of him to the churches, 
creeds and rituals which are supposed to represent him. 
When one has lived for even a few weeks in Palestine in- 
tent on following the Master’s steps, every landscape be- 
comes vocal with some news of him, and one understands 
the meaning of that Syrian Christian in America who says 
that whenever he opens his Bible it reads like a letter from 
home. The vineyards with their watchtowers, such as 
Jesus saw, still are here!; public, noisy mourning when 
death befalls still is a familiar scene?; donkeys frequent 
the roads, piled high with grass which tomorrow will be 


‘Matthew xxi, 33 2Matthew ix, 23 


EDITOR’S NOTE—Bible references are to the American Standard 
Revision. 


To contrast between the spirit of Jesus 























“cast into the oven’”’!; stones and flowers, grapes, thorns, 
figs and thistles, which he used in teaching, are every- 
where, and in innumerable small, revealing ways the land 
lights up the gospels. As for the Master himself, he looms 
impressively real and commanding against the background 
of his native land, at once more human in the circum- 
stances of his life and more divine in his quality of 
character. 

The same land, however, which deepens faith in Christ 
awakens shame for Christianity. A more appalling con- 
trast does not exist in history than the antithesis between 
these two, and a Christian, often shocked and penitent, 
must face here the undeniable evidence of historic Christi- 
anity’s three chief exhibitions in the Master’s land— 
monasticism, militarism and mummery. 


It was natural that in the days when asceticism was in 
its ascendancy hermits and monks should flock to the 
Holy Land. Even before Constantine made Christianity 
the imperial religion and crowned with churches the 
nas ee nny rem soe 





ia 


, HA Nolet es ty $ 





ie 


eo 


eS gt e 


Mssiciaibdi Nem 











December, 1927 Dece 
oA 
Pileri 
3) aS 
Palesti; 
XI— Christ and Christianity poe 
in Palestine b obyai 
s daug 
RB 2 befor 
»y » with 
H B = inlo 
a Ar 
ARRY EMERSON fF, 
F =» unde 
OSDICK » and 
4 Glor' 
Span 
IMustrated by H. J. Soulen Poul 
mem 
* confi 
sacred sites of Jerusalem, the story of BM and 
Palestinian anchorites began. Some f _ retre 
time in the latter half of the second BR car i 
century Narcissus, Christian bishop of and 1 
Jerusalem, unable longer to sustain the i 
struggle against rancor and malevolence, 
left his see and retired to a solitary life i 
in the wilderness, and Hilarion of Gaza, © 
born about 291 a.p., made a great name or W 
for himself by his austerities in a hut of stun 
“chips and broken tiles.”” This move- went 
ment toward the ascetic life, whether in seein 
the lonely sufferings of hermits or the this, 
communal severity of monks and nuns, testi 
swept into its current the whoie church, arou 
and Egypt, Palestine and Syria became, unce 
in particular, the habitat of those ven- slee 
erated ‘‘athletes of piety.’’ All over § she | 
Palestine today one sees the memorials [9 dow: 
of their presence, sometimes in solitary # whe 
caves high in the cliffs of arid wadies, [) felts 
sometimes in monasteries once famous f) it, a 
and populous but now tended by a few F try 
bedraggled monks. min 
: warl 
HE sort of life which these hermits’ } __ the: 
caves and monasteries represent was broc 
too highly honored in its time to escape y 





detailed description and he who canf) _ the 
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endure the gruesome record may fill and 
with vivid pictures the framework which slan 
still remains. One hermit passed ten orig 
years in a suspended tub; one lived in hea 
a cistern on five figs a day; one passed sort 


sixty years without seeing or speaking she 


to a human being; one lived for thirty wal! 
years on one meal a week; one by des- kee 
perate devices kept himself awake F the 
twenty-one hours daily; one habitually and 
practiced standing like a crane upon one 
leg until he fainted. Such was the Chris- § A 
tian asceticism which reigned through- 
out the East. a hea 
Indeed, it was a few miles from Pal- § the 
estine’s northern border in Syria that F mn 
the most venerated of the anchorites, tere 
Simeon Stylites, lived upon his pillar, 4 
and the ruined pillar and the church me 
afterward built round it are saic to be rh 
visible still. He long had practiced the 7 
most rigorous austerities until, as one : J 


adoring disciple cried, ‘When he walks 
vermin drops from his body,” but that 
was not enough. He tried burying him- 
self up to his neck in the ground, but 
after a summer of that he mounted his 
pillar, gradually raised its height from 
four to forty cubits, stayed there for 
thirty-six years, and became one of the 
most venerated figures in Christian 
history—‘“‘that great miracle of the 
world,” as one admirer wrote of him, 
“that angel upon earth,” as another 


(Continued on Page 119) 
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The Spanish Prisoner 


HE Fenimores are in Spain. Colonel 
Erskine Fenimore, who has been a 
promoter of California real estate, 
which left him more than flat financially, 
had received one of the famous ‘‘Spanish 
prisoner”’ letters and without notifying his 
= son and daughter had put out for the land of 
seforitas and bullfights to accumulate a fine new fortune 
by aiding the legendary prisoner and the prisoner’s lovely 
daughter. But Colonel Fenimore is scarcely on the high seas 
before Glorietta, his daughter, and Freddie, his son, together 
with Major Sidney Poulson, an Englishman who is very much 
in love with Glorietta, are in pursuit. 

Another American gentleman—Huckins by name—is also 
hurrying to the aid of the prisoner and Colonel Fenimore 
undertakes to sidetrack Huckins. This causes innumerable 
and troublesome delays for both Fenimore and Huckins. 
Glorietta and her party are taken in hand by a young 
Spaniard, whose interest in Glorietta is resented by Major 
Poulson. Major Poulson suspects the Spaniard of being a 
member of the trickster gang but Glorietta puts unbounded 
confidence in him; as a consequence, one night when she 
and Major Poulson are being taken to some mysterious 
retreat where her father is supposed to be detained, their 
car is held up and Major Poulson is attacked by brigands 
and rendered unconscious. 














XITI 


LORIETTA FENIMORE wondered afterward whether 

it was that she had fainted from the nervous exertion, 
or whether, scrambling up the sharp slope, she fell and was 
stunned. At any rate, she clearly recalled that a sharp flash 
went across her eyes and, just as she lost consciousness, she 
seemed to hear a thousand voices, deeply murmuring. With 
this, she had a surviving sense of being hurried along, unpro- 
testing, faster, faster. When she came to her senses, all 
around her it was dark. There was not a sound. In that 
uncertainty which accompanied the _ half-waking, half- 
sleeping senses, the young woman’s first thought was that 
she was in bed, perhaps at the hotel. But she put her hand 
down and felt her dress, and knew that she was lying some- 
where fully clothed. As her hand wandered to the side it 
felt something uneven, roughand sharp. Her fingers clenched 
it, and knew it to be straw. She lay there for some time, 
trying to reconstruct the incidents that were swirling in her 
mind. She recalled Major Poulson, lying senseless; and the 
warning of the thickset man, in broken English: ‘Get into 
the automobile, senorita, and wait!’’ Then, of going to the 
brook for water, and of falling. 

“But where am I now?—and where is the major?’”’ were 
the first two coherent thoughts. Glorietta rose on one arm 
and tried to look around. A single shaft of uncertain light 
slanted across her vision. She rose and looked toward its 
origin, and made out with difficulty a window above her 
head—or what seemed to be a window—with bars of some 
sort. Finally her eyes adjusted themselves to the gloom, and 
she felt certain she was in a room. To make certain, she 
walked in one direction till she came to a wall, and then, 
keeping her hand against it, continued along the four sides of 
the rectangle. It was a room of some kind, without question, 
and one without any furnishings whatever. 


T FIRST Glorietta felt no sense of disaster. She was still 
too hazy about it all. But as her mind clarified, her 

heart began to thump with fear—fear for herself and fear for 
the major. A great throbbing cry arose within her and she 
instinctively gave it ut- 
terance: “Sidney!” 

There was a dull echo of 
her own voice, first. Then : 
a dead silence. : Cag ake me 
Then it seemed ROME 5 Wt AP Ne a 
as though a yikes 
muffled answer 
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came. But the last might easily have been a miragelike 
answer to her hopes. She waited a while and then called 
the major’s name again. This time there was no mistake 
about it. There was a reply, very faint, and quite obviously 
not in the room where Glorietta was. Then, as she was con- 
sidering pacing the four sides again, seeking an opening 
somewhere, a clearer voice said: 

“Glorietta! Is that you?” 

“Yes. Is it you, Sidney?” 

“Yes. There seems to be a wall between us. I am lying on 
the ground. There’s a sort of slit beneath the partition. 
Can you gauge where my voice is coming from?” 

“T think I can. Can you hear me distinctly?” 

“No, not distinctly. See if you can come toward me.” 

She found the place at last. By dropping on her knees in 
the straw, on the wall side where Poulson’s voice seemed to 
come from, and running her fingers along the ground—en- 
countering sometimes earth and sometimes what seemed to 
be rotted planks—Glorietta finally came to the spot. She 
lay flat on her stomach, put her face to this place, and spoke. 





a9 





“That’s right!”’ came back plainly. ‘‘You’ve found it, 
dear girl. I’m sticking my fingers underneath. See if you 
can touch them!” 

With a sob of sheer joy, Glorietta touched the major’s 
fingers. Life seemed to come rolling back to her, in a full 
tide, at that little contact. She was no longer alone! And 
here was positive proof that Poulson was alive. 

“Sidney—are you—are you all right?”’ 


= Re got alump on the side of my head as big as a cricket 
ball. And I feel a bit shaken up. Otherwise I’m as fit 
as a fiddle. You are not hurt, yourself?”’ 

“Not in the least. I think I must have fainted. Have you 
any idea where we are?”’ 

“No. But I know I didn’t walk here. We both must have 
been carried. Consequently, we can’t be very far away from 
where the automobile was held up. I haven’t been robbed of 
a single thing, and my watch is still going. Is there any light 
at all in your side?”’ 

“Just a sort of window above my head, that seems to be 
barred.” 

(Continued on Page 37) 








‘‘HE HAS SHOT OUR BULL, OUR LOVELY BULL! 




































































HANG HIM!’’ CRIED THE MOB 
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It was Johnny McKewp’s idea to give people a wreath 
a of peers) for Christmas. Though he _ a ribbon From the Baby Tourist, the 
a around his tummy (because he thinks it has a cheering Mayor of Kewpieville, and 
ee effect) he is rather shy about having his picture taken. 
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The wide variation of evergreens in form, color and height makes them always interesting. 
J p 4 ’ 


Everercens for the Small Place . 


HEN we are planning the surroundings 
W of our homes we almost always think 
first of evergreens. Nor is this at all 
strange, for of late years evergreens have come 
increasingly into use for decorative plantings. In 
fact, as a Class of plant material, they are extremely adapt- 
able in landscape compositions. Their wide variety in height, 
form, color and degree of hardiness makes them important 
adjuncts to our garden schemes. 
We enjoy the fresh green of their new growth in summer, 








as well as their shade and shadows; we are especially pleased 

with their warm note of color in winter, for the landscape is 

so bleak and bare without them. Nor may we overlook the 
’ delightful pictures they create when bedecked with snow and 
; sleet. 


Sabu pears ce 


a Now the achievement of this very effectiveness depends 
upon two things: First, the selection of our material, and 
second, how we combine the various items one with another. 
The selection is very wide indeed and the possible combi- 
nations almost infinite in number. All the material here 
mentioned is obtainable in the better nurseries. 
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By H. STUART ORTLOFF 


It is of course impossible to describe a particular plant for 
each particular situation, but the selection of our material, 
whether we live in California or Maine, will be governed by 
a few simple rules of design and cultural necessities. First, 
the plant in question must be hardy in the particular 
locality and it should thrive in the particular type of 
soil in which it is to be used. This means, in general, 
that north of New York you will not plant the reti- 
nisporas, English holly or tender broad-leaved plants, 
and that in the Middle West you will try the ericaceous 
plants, such as the rhododendron and kalmia, only 
under very special circumstances. Secondly, the plant 
used must be in good taste. Stick to the solid greens 
and avoid blues, yellows and variegated foliage. These 
things have their place but it is not the small suburban 
property. They need a very broad setting and careful 
handling if they are not to appear cheap and garish. 
Thirdly, the plants you select must develop into the 











The foundation planting is not an arboretum or a flower garden. 
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Nowadays we use specimens but rarely, and 
then only when they fill a definite need. 





form and shape that you desire. In other words, 
design your planting with some thought of its sky 
line. Where you want a sharp, pointed effect be 
sure to have it, but where you want low, harmoni- 
ous flowing lines achieve these also. 

Since the foundation planting is probably the first 
thing the owner of a small place will do about his 
grounds, we may well consider first the funda- 
mental theory of its design and the practical appli- 
cation of that theory. The sole purpose of the 
foundation planting is to enrich and emphasize the 
architectural design of the house. It has no 
meaning in itself. It is not an arboretum or a 
flower garden, and therefore our selection of ma- 
terial is very limited. 

In arranging the foundation planting we will 
probably wish to place an accent plant at either 
side of the front door, at the corners of the building, 
or opposite the porch columns. We will wish to tie 
these plants in with low, spreading masses, but we 
will probably not care to plant across the entire 
front of the house. Here and there the foundation 
should show for the simple purpose of giving sta- 
bility to the appearance. The house cannot rise 
from a billowing mass of foliage, and it should not 
look as though it did. 

The little sketch which we present herewith 
shows such a planting. Concentrated on either side 
of the door and at the sides and corners of the 
building, it gives just the right amount of foliage 


(Continued on Page 107) 
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“Ha-ha,” said Eeyore bitterly. “ Merriment and what not. Don’t apologize. It’s just what would happen.” 


The Search for Small 





counting his pots of honey when there 
came a knock on the door. ‘‘Fourteen,”’ 
said Pooh. ‘‘Comein. Fourteen. Or was it 
fifteen? Bother. That’s muddled me.” 
“Hallo, Pooh,”’ said Rabbit. 
“Hallo, Rabbit. Fourteen, wasn’t it?” 

‘“What was?” 

““My pots of honey what I was counting.” 

“Fourteen, that’s right.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“‘No,”’ said Rabbit. ‘‘Does it matter?” 

“T just like to know,” said Pooh humbly. ‘‘So as I can 
say to myself, ‘I’ve got fourteen pots of honey left’—or 
fifteen, as the case may be. It’s sort of comforting.” 

“Well, let’s call it sixteen,’ said Rabbit. ‘‘ What I came 
to say was, have you seen Small anywhere about?” 

“T don’t think so,” said Pooh. And then, after think- 
ing a little more, he said, ‘‘ Who is Small?” 

“One of my friends-and-relations,”’ said Rabbit care- 
lessly. 


Preous was sitting in his house one day 














This didn’t help Pooh much, because Rabbit had so Pig/et. 


many friends-and-relations, and of such different sorts 

and sizes that he didn’t know whether he ought to be look- 
ing for Small at the top of an oak tree or in the petal of a 
buttercup. 

“‘T haven’t seen anybody today,’ said Pooh—‘“‘ not so as to 
say ‘Hallo, Small’ to. Did you want him for anything?” 

“*T don’t want him,” said Rabbit. ‘But it’s always useful 
to know where a friend-and-relation 7s, whether you want 
him or whether you don’t.” 

“Oh, I see,’’ said Pooh. “Is he lost?” 

“Well,”’ said Rabbit, “‘nobody has seen him for a long 
time, so I suppose he is. Anyhow,” he went on importantly, 
“I promised Christopher Robin I’d Organize a Search for 
him, so come on.” : 

OH said good-by affectionately to his fourteen pots of 
honey and hoped they were fifteen; and he and Rabbit 
went out into the Forest. 

“Now,” said Rabbit, “‘ this is a Search, and I’ve Organized 
it SE 

“Done what to it?’’ said Pooh. 

“Organized it. Which means—well, it’s what you do toa 
Search, when you don’t all look in the same place at once. 
So I want you, Pooh, to search by the Six Pine Trees first, 
and then work your way toward Owl’s House, and look out 
for me there. Do you see?” 


(A New Winnie -the-Pooh Story) 


By A. A. MILNE 
Illustrated by Ernest H. Shepard 


“No,” said Pooh. ‘I mean, Yes,’ said Pooh. 

“Then I’ll see you at Owl’s House in about an hour’s 
time.” 
“Ts Piglet organdized too?” 
“We all are,” said Rabbit, and off he went. 

As soon as Rabbit was out of sight, Pooh remembered 
that he had forgotten to ask who Small was, and whether 
he was the sort of friend-and-relation who settled on 
one’s nose, or the sort who got trodden on by mistake; 
and as it was Too Late Now, he thought he would begin 
the Hunt by looking for Piglet, and asking him what 
they were looking for before he looked for it. 

“And it’s no good looking at the Six Pine Trees for 
Piglet,” said Pooh to himself, ‘because he’s been organ- 

dized in a special place of his own. So I shall have to look 
for the Special Place first. - I wonder where it is.” And he 
wrote it down in his head like this: 


ORDER OF LOOKING FOR THINGS 


1, Special Place. (To find Piglet.) 

2. Piglet. (To find who Small is.) 

3. Small. (To find Small.) 

4. Rabbit. (To tell him I’ve found Small.) 
5. Smallagain. (To tell him I’ve found Rabbit.) 


“Which makes it look like a bothering sort 
of day,” thought Bear, as he stumped along. 

The next moment the day 
became very bothering indeed, 
because Pooh was so busy not 
looking where he was going 
that he stepped on a piece of 
the Forest which had been left 
out by mistake; and he only 
just had time to think to him- 
self, “I’m flying. What Owl 
does. I wonder how you stop?” 
when he stopped. 

Bump! 

“Ow!” squeaked something. 


He had started round a gorse bush for exercise. 


“That’s funny,”’ thought Pooh. ‘I said ‘Ow!’ without 
really oo-ing.”” 

“Help!”’ said a small high voice. 

‘“That’s me again,” thought Pooh. ‘I’ve had an Accident, 
and fallen down a well, and my voice has gone all squeaky 
and works before I’m ready for it, because I’ve done some- 
thing to myself inside. Bother!” 

“Help—help!” 

“There! I say things when I’m not trying. So it must be 
a very bad Accident.” He thought that perhaps when he 
did try to say things he wouldn’t be able; so, to make sure, 
he said loudly, “‘A Very Bad Accident to Pooh Bear.” 

““Pooh!”’ squeaked the voice. 

“Tt’s Piglet!” cried Pooh eagerly. ‘‘Where are you?” 

“Underneath,” said Piglet in an underneath sort of way. 

“Underneath what?” 

“You,” squeaked Piglet. “Get up!” 

“Oh!” said Pooh, and scrambled up as quickly as he 
could. ‘Did I fall on you, Piglet?” 

“You fell on me,” said Piglet, feeling himself all over. 

“‘I didn’t mean to,” said Pooh sorrowfully. 

“T didn’t mean to be underneath,” said Piglet sadly. ‘‘ But 
I’m all right now, Pooh, and I am so glad it was you.” 

“‘What’s happened?”’ said Pooh. ‘‘Where are we?” 


“T THINK we're in a sort of Pit. I was walking along, 
looking for somebody, and then suddenly I wasn’t any 

more, and just when I got up to see where I was, something 
fellon me. And it was you.” 

“So it was,”’ said Pooh. 

“Yes,” said Piglet. ‘Pooh,” he went on 
nervously, “do you think we’re in a Trap?”’ 

Pooh hadn’t thought about it at all, but 
now he nodded. For suddenly he remembered 
how he and Piglet had once made a Pooh 
Trap for Heffalumps, and le 
guessed what had happened. 
He and Piglet had fallen into 
a Heffalump Trap for Poolis! 
That was what it was. 

“What happens when the 
Heffalump comes?” asked Pig- 
let tremblingly, when he had 
heard the news 

“Perhaps he won’t notice 
you, Piglet,’”’ said Pooh encour- 
agingly, “‘because you’re a Very 
Small Animal.” 
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“But he’ll notice you, Pooh.” 

“He'll notice me, and I shall notice him,” said Pooh, think- 
ing it out. “ We'll notice each other for a long time, and then 
he'll say ‘Ho-ho!’” 

Piciet shivered a little at the thought of that ‘‘Ho-ho!”’ 
and his ears began to twitch. ‘“‘Wh-what will you say?” he 
sked 
“7, 1 tried to think of something he would say, but the 
more he thought the more he felt that there zs no real an- 
swer to “‘Ho-ho!”’ said by a Heffalump in the sort of voice 
this Heffalump was going to say itin. “I 
shan’t say anything,’”’ said Pooh at last. 
“I shall just hum to myself, as if I was 
waiting for something.” 

“Then perhaps he’ll say ‘Ho-ho!’ 
again?’ suggested Piglet anxiously. 

“He will,’”’ said Pooh. 

Piglet’s ears twitched so quickly that he 
had to lean them against the side of the | 
Trap to keep them quiet. 

“He will say it again,”’ said Pooh, “‘and 
Ishall goon humming. And that will Up- 
set him. Because when you say ‘Ho-ho!’ 
twice, in a gloating sort of way, and the 
other person only hums, you suddenly find, 
just as you begin to say it the third time, 
that-—_that—well, you find ——”’ 

“What?” said Piglet. 

“That it isn’t,’ said Pooh. 

“Isn't what?” 


OOH knew what he meant, but, being 

a Bear of Very Little Brain, couldn’t 
think of the words. ‘Well, it just isn’t,” 
he said again. 

“You mean it isn’t ho-ho-ish any more? ”’ 
said Piglet hopefully. 

Pooh looked at him admiringly and said 
that that was what he meant—if you went 
on humming all the time, because you 
couldn’t go on saying “‘Ho-ho!”’ for ever. 

“But he’ll say something else,” said 
Piglet. 

“That’s just it. He’ll say, ‘What’s all 
this?’ And then J shall say—and this is a 
very good idea, Piglet, which I’ve just thought of—J shall 
say, ‘It’s a trap for a Heffalump which I’ve made, and I’m 
waiting for the Heffalump to fall in.’ And I shall go on hum- 
ming. That will Unsettle him.” 

“Pooh!”’ cried Piglet, and now it was /is turn to be the 
admiring one. ‘‘ You’ve saved us!”’ 

“Have I?” said Pooh, not feeling quite sure. 

But Piglet was quite sure; and his mind ran on, and he 
saw Pooh and the Heffalump talking to each other, and he 
thought suddenly, and a little sadly, that it would have been 
rather nice if it had been Piglet and the Heffalump talking 
so grandly to each other, and not Pooh, much as he loved 
Pooh; because he really had more brain than Pooh, and the 
conversation would go better if he and not Pooh were do- 
ing one side of it, and it would be comforting afterwards 
in the evenings to look back on the day when he answered 
aHelfalump back as bravely as if the Heffalump wasn’t 
there. It seemed so easy now. He knew just what he 
would say: : 

HEFFALUMP (gloatingly): Ho-ho! 

PIGLET (carelessly): Tra-la-la, tra-la-la. 

Dt ia (surprised, and not quite so sure of himself): 
o-ho! 

PIGLET (more carelessly still): Tiddle-um-tum, tiddle-um- 
um. 

_ HerraLump (beginning to say Ho-ho and turn- 

“| i awkwardly into a cough): H’r’m! What’s 

all this? 

Pi LET (surprised): Hallo! This is a trap 

by made, and I’m waiting for a Heffalump to 
all into it. 

HerFALUMP (greatly disappointed): Oh! 
(And then, after quite a long silence.) Are you 
sure ? 

PIGLET: Yes. 

_ HerraLump: Oh! (Nervously.) I—I thought 
it was a trap I’d made to catch Piglets. 

PIGLET (surprised): Oh, no! 

Herr ALuMP: Oh! (A pologetically.) I—I must 
have yot it wrong, then. 

PIGLET: I’m afraid so. (Politely.) I’m sorry. 
(He goes on humming.) 

HEFFALUMP (backing away rather awkwardly) : 
Well —well, I—well, I suppose I’d better be get- 
ting back. 

PIGLET (looking up carelessly): Must you? 
Well, if you see Christopher Robin anywhere, 
you might tell him I want him. 

HEFFALUMP (eager to please) : Certainly! Cer- 
tainly! (He hurries off.) 

_ Poon (who wasn’t going to be there, but we 
Jind we can’t do without him): Oh, Piglet, how 
rave and clever you are! 





He stepped on a piece of the Forest 
which had been left out by mistake. 





““Where are you?”’ “Underneath,” 
said Piglet in an underneath sort 


of way. 
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PIGLET (modestly): Not at all, Pooh; not at all. (And 
then, when CHRISTOPHER ROBIN comes, POOH can tell him all 
about it.) 

While Piglet was dreaming this happy dream, and Pooh 
was wondering again whether it was fourteen or fifteen, the 
Search for Small was still going on all over the Forest. 
Small’s real name was Very Small Beetle, but he was called 
Small for short when he was spoken of at all, which hardly 
ever happened except when somebody said, ‘‘Where’s 
Small?” He had been staying with Christopher Robin for 
a few seconds, and he had started round 
a gorse bush for exercise, but instead of 
coming back the other way, as expected, 
he hadn’t, so nobody knew where he 
was. 

“T expect he’s just gone home,” said 
Christopher Robin to Rabbit. 

“Did he say Good-by-and-thank-you- 
for-a-nice-time?’”’ said Rabbit. 

“He’d only just said how-do-you-do,” 
said Christopher Robin. 

“Ha!” said Rabbit. After thinking a 
little, he went on, “Has he written a letter 
saying how much he enjoyed himself, and 
how sorry he was he had to go so sud- 
denly?” 

Christopher Robin didn’t think he had. 

“Ha!” said Rabbit again, and looked 
very important. “This is Serious. He 
is Lost. We must begin the Search at 
once.” 

Christopher Robin, who was thinking of 
something else, said, “‘ Where’s Pooh?”’— 
but Rabbit had gone. So he went into 
his house and drew a picture of Pooh go- 
ing on a long walk at about seven o’clock 
in the morning, and then he climbed to the 
top of his tree and climbed down again, 
and then he wondered what Pooh was do- 
ing, and went across the Forest to see. 


T WAS not long before he came to the 

Gravel Pit, and. he looked down, and 
there were Pooh and Piglet, with their 
backs to him, dreaming happily. 

“‘Ho-ho!”’ said Christopher Robin loudly and suddenly. 

Piglet jumped six inches in the air with Surprise and 
Anxiety, but Pooh went on dreaming. 

“Tt’s the Heffalump!” thought Piglet nervously. ‘Now 
then!’’ He hummed in his throat a little, so that none of 
the words should stick; and then, in the most delightfully 
easy way, he said ‘“Tra-la-la, tra-la-la,”’ as if he had just 
thought of it. But he didn’t look round, because if you 
look round and see ‘a Very Fierce Heffalump looking down 
at you, sometimes you forget what you were going to 
say. 

“‘Rum-tum-tum-tiddle-um,”’ said Christopher Robin 
in a voice like Pooh’s. Because Pooh had once invented 
a song which went: 


Tra-la-la, tra-la-la, 
Tra-la-la, tra-la-la, 
Rum-tum-tum-tiddle-um. 


So whenever Christopher Robin sings it, he always 
sings it in a Pooh-voice, which seems to suit it better. 

“‘He’s said the wrong thing,’’ thought Piglet anxiously. 
“He ought to have said ‘Ho-ho!’ again. Perhaps I had 
better say it for him.”’ And as fiercely as he could, Piglet 
said, ‘‘Ho-ho!” 


at 


“How did you get there, 
Piglet?’’ said Christopher 
Robin in his ordinary 
voice. 

‘“‘This is Terrible,’ 
thought Piglet. ‘‘First he 
talks in Pooh’s voice, and 
then he talks in Chris- 
topher Robin’s voice, and 
he’s doing it so as to Un- 
settle me.” 

And being now Com- 
pletely Unsettled, he said 
very quickly and squeak- 
ily, ‘This is a trap for 
Poohs, and I’m waiting to fall in it, ho-ho, what’s all this, 
and then I say ho-ho again.”’ 

“‘What?”’ said Christopher Robin. 

“A trap for ho-ho’s,” said Piglet huskily. “I’ve just 
made it, and I’m waiting for the ho-ho to come-come.”’ 





“Pooh!” he cried. “‘ There’s some- 
thing climbing up your back.” 


OW long Piglet would have gone on like this I don’t 
know, but at this moment Pooh woke up suddenly and 
decided that it was sixteen. So he got up; and as he turned 
his head so as to soothe himself in that awkward place in the 
middle of the back where something was tickling him, he saw 
Christopher Robin. 

“Hallo!” he shouted joyfully. 

““Pooh!”’ shouted Christopher Robin. 

Piglet looked up, and looked away again. And he felt so 
Foolish and Uncomfortable that he had almost decided to 
run away to Sea and be a Sailor, when suddenly he saw 
something. 

“Pooh!” he cried. ‘‘There’s something climbing up your 
back.” 

“T thought there was,”’ said Pooh. 

“It’s Small!” cried Piglet. 

“‘Oh, that’s who it is, is it?”’ cried Pooh. 

“Christopher Robin, I’ve found Small!” cried Piglet. 

‘Well done, Piglet,’’ said Christopher Robin. 

And at these encouraging words Piglet felt quite happy 
again, and decided not to be a Sailor after all. So when 
Christopher Robin had helped them out of the Gravel Pit, 
they all went off together hand in hand. go% 

And two days later Rabbit happened to meet Eeyore in 
the Forest. 

“Hallo, Eeyore,” he said, “what are you looking for?”’ 

**Small, of course,” said Eeyore. “Haven’t you any 
brain?”’ 

“Oh, but didn’t I tell you?” said Rabbit. 
found two days ago!” 

There was a moment’s silence. 

“*Ha-ha,”’ said Eeyore bitterly. ‘‘Merriment and what not. 
Don’t apologize. It’s just what would happen.” 


“Small was 


















“How did you get there, Piglet?” said Christopher Robin. 
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Give the family a chance to join you in loosening the purse strings and startling your house with a new room. 


New Bedroom for a (hristmas Gift 


your house which must be refur- 
nished sometime, what better 
remembrance could you have of 
this Christmas than to do it now, 
making this room so fine and 
new that it will give you and 
your house real joy on Chrisimas 
Day? Some big achievement 
like this is often so much more 
worth while as a result of com- 
bined family efforts than are the 
less seriously considered Christ- 
mas odds and ends upon which so 
many families find they have frit- 
tered away their individual re- 
sources, and nearly as much time 
and money to boot. So give the family a chance to join you 
in loosening the purse strings and startling your house with 
a new room. 

Perhaps you have been casting appreciative glances at the 
lovely bedroom shown above, and I’m sure you'll agree with 
me that any family is lucky who has a shabby bedroom which 
could claim this special scheme of furnishing as a Christmas 
present. The very paper on the walls breathes a festive Christ- 
mas spirit, with its crisp festoon designs of “‘lime-drop”’ green 
disposed on a ground of white. The delicate mahogany beds 
with their graceful, finely reeded posts and their decorative 
canopies seem especially typical of Christmas, when nothing 
can be too fine or beautiful. And the accents of cheerful holly- 
berry red sign and seal the room the season’s own. 


L: YOU have a shabby room in 





By ETHEL Davis SEAL 





Such a bedroom owes its charm to a very clear-cut scheme 
that is extremely easy to duplicate. The bedspreads are made 
of plain organdie in lime-drop green, trimmed with two-inch 
ruffles. These ruffles, gathered by machine and sewed on the 
unflounced organdie spreads at the turn of the mattress at sides 
and foot, cross each other and continue to the outer edges of 
the organdie spreads, where a similar ruffle is used as an edge 
finish around the four sides of each spread. The bedspreads 
are made long enough to provide the extra turn needed for the 
covering of the pillow, which is laid flat. A white slip, edged 
with a three-inch ruffle, is used under each bedspread, as the 
organdie is too sheer to be used alone. The canopies are cov- 
ered with green net, and on the net valances there are rufi!es of 
green glazed chintz a tone or so deeper than the green o/ the 
spreads, but of the same cool, crisp color. The window ireat- 
ments are simple, and combine valances of the deeper !ime- 
drop green glazed chintz with side drapes of white net w10se 
edges are ornamented with the narrow ruffles of glazed chintz. 
While the organdie ruffles used on the bedspreads are finished 
with fine-stitched hems, the ruffles of glazed chintz usc! on 
the bed valances and the window side drapes are pinke! on 
upper and lower edges. And although the window valances 
are shaped in an unusual manner, inspired by a pagoda i” the 
wall-paper design, they may be planned to have a straight 
upper edge and a scalloped lower edge if a more simple treat- 
ment is preferred. 

The wing chair, of an especially comfortable type, is Cov- 
ered in a white-grounded cretonne showing a design of deep 
rose red and green. Grounded as these two colors are on wiuite, 


(Continued on Page 100) 
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failed as a landscape archi- 

tect in the prison town, 
Stillburn, is startled by a most 
interesting offer from Dutch 
Engel, a convict who has just re- 
ceived a pardon. Barrett, to occupy his time, had taken an 
interest in beautifying the prison ground, and Dutch Engel 
had been his right-hand man. Engel got the credit and now 
that he has been pardoned shows to Barrett a letter which he, 
Engel, has received asking him to come to a far-away town, 
Binchester, and start life anew as a landscape specialist. 

Barrett needs the job. Engel scoffs at it. Barrett at first 
refuses to put himself in Engel’s place, but after Engel has 
gone he finds that the pardoned convict has left the railroad 
ticket and the letter from Engel’s well-wisher for Barrett’s 
use. The letter to Engel is signed by one A. B. Carter. 

Driven to desperation, Barrett leaves for Binchester—as 
it were in Dutch Engel’s shoes—to meet the mysterious 
A. B. Carter and to avail himself of an opportunity to make 
something of his chosen profession. 

A. B. Carter is an elusive individual. He keeps in touch 
with Barrett—supplying him with money to get started— 
only by letter. 

And then Barrett employs as a secretary and assistant a 
Miss Laura Wynne, who from the first day of her engagement 
appears to suspect Barrett of masquerading. 


IV 


ITH Engel’s dossier and photographs in his hand, 
Alan Barrett moved to meet Laura Wynne just within 
the doorway. He did not pause to consider the impulse 
that moved him; it seemed as if there were no other course 
open to him. ‘I’m sorry if it disappoints you, Miss Wynne, 


Na BARRETT, having 
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but I feel I’ve got to tell you that I’m really not Dutch 
Engel. You’ve made a false inference, quite natural under 
the circumstances, even if it isn’t very complimentary to me.” 

Behind the startled widening of her eyes, he fancied that 
he read disbelief, and his affronted self-regard whetted the 
ironic sharpness of his tone. 

“It’s quite true, really. If you think it over, you'll realize 
that you’ve just been guessing. You saw me in the station 
at Stillburn, and I suppose I must have looked a good deal 
like a man just getting out of prison. That was hospital pal- 
lor, as it happens. Engel himself is sunburned like a farmer. 
I suppose the warden and chaplain at the prison told you that 
you’d probably find Engel in the landscape line here.” 

He laughed at her expression, but it wasn’t a very cheerful 
sound. The degree of his disappointment puzzled him; after 
all, why should it matter what this girl had thought about 

him—what, in spite of his asser- 
tions, hesawthatshestill thought? 

“I’m really Alan Barrett,’’ he 
said. “Engel merely turned over 
this chance to me. I’d taken an 
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interest in his work with the 
prison gardens, and he knew 
that I needed a job. He 
didn’t want it. You don’t 
believe me yet, but if you'll 
just look over these ——’”’ 

She took the documents without a word, but the change in 
her face puzzled him, vaguely pleased him. He saw, unmis- 
takably, relief in the quick glance that lifted from the photo- 
graph to meet hisown. ‘‘I—I don’t know how on earth you 
guessed what I thought,’’ she said slowly. Color deepened in 
her cheeks. ‘‘I think I never really believed it, even at first. 
I can only say I’m sorry; I know you’re hurt. But ——” 





TRANGELY, Barrett was no longer conscious of his 
wounded self-esteem. He laughed almost light-heartedly. 
““No offense taken,” he said. “I told you it was a perfectly 
natural mistake, and it’s mostly my own fault. I’m mas- 
querading as Dutch Engel and profiting by it. I can’t help 
myself, to be sure, but that letter you pieced together” — 
he chuckled at the slight movement of her shoulders—‘“‘oh, 
that’s quite all right. You did it with the best of intentions.” 
“*T felt like a sneak,”’ she said warmly. ‘‘I hated myself.” 
“Don’t.” Barrett grinned. He explained as briefly as 
he could the circumstances under which he had come to 
Binchester, his involuntary acceptance of the anonymous 
favor intended for Dutch Engel, his contradictory theories 
as to Laura Wynne herself, the chance reference in the 
dossier which had finally settled his doubts. He saw her 
face change at mention of Thaddeus Wynne’s name; it 
stiffened; there was bitterness in the tight line of the lips. 
“Yes, my father,” she said quietly. ‘“‘He took it rather 
seriously.” ‘ 
(Continued on Page 110) 
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“‘OH, DON’T ‘PRESIDENT’ THE CHAP, HUBBARD. 





IT’S AFTER BANKING HOURS’”’ 
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would populate a great city renew their 
subscriptions each month of December 
| for themselves and for their friends to whom 
such a Christmas gift is genuinely welcome. 
As Christmas gifts, subscriptions for the 
LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL have deservedly 
gained in popularity year after year, for the 
very simple and palpable reason that it is 
impossible to obtain any greater value for 
the money. 

Year after year we strive to raise the standards wherever it is 
possible todoso, and each year we like to think that we have definitely 
made progress in at least one important direction that will clinch 
the belief of the millions we serve that we have achieved a new record 
in making a magazine of surpassing beauty and worth. 

For 1928 we can confidently promise you that our editorial pro- 
gram will deserve as great if not greater faith than you have ever 
placed in it before. To begin with, we have never before been able to 
present in one year such a splendid run of important serials, every 
one of which will be an event in the book-buying world months after 
you have read the novel in the JOURNAL. Here isa list of the authors 
whose serials will run in order beginning next month: 


ARTHUR TRAIN 


J wouter readers to a number that 











DOROTHY COTTRELL 

JOHN GALSWORTHY JOSEPH C. LINCOLN 

SOPHIE KERR ALBERT PAYSON TERHUNE 
CLARENCE BUDINGTON KELLAND 


All these names save one are familiar to millions of American 
and English readers of books and magazines. Dorothy Cottrell 
alone of the seven is unknown. 

Nothing from her pen has ever been 
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To Assure a Slapp yy New car 


from you. And when you add to Singing Gold novels by Gals- 
worthy, Train, Lincoln, Terhune, Kelland and Sophie Kerr, novel- 
ettes by Booth Tarkington and George Weston, the charming art 
and verse of Oliver Herford every month, and a new series of six 
paintings by Norman Rockwell, you are at least beginning to get the 
measure of the sort of bargain you will purchase when you subscribe 
again for next year’s LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL. 

Nor yet have we begun to exhaust the headlines for our 1928 
editorial program. In the field of biography, in which the JOURNAL 
has maintained undisputed leadership for many years, we will give 
you two items of supreme importance: First, the Memoirs of Cosima 
Wagner, the now ninety-year-old widow of the greatest of all com- 
posers, Richard Wagner; and second, Rembrandt and His Times, 
by Hendrik Willem Van Loon, author of The Story of Mankind. 

Mr. Van Loon’s article will be illustrated in color with Rembrandt 


masterpieces that have never before been reproduced in any maga- 
zine or print. 


N ADDITION to these two great biographies for next year there 

will be an extremely important short biography of Mrs. Abraham 
Lincoln by Ida Tarbell, containing many hitherto unpublished facts 
concerning Lincoln’s married life. There will also be a series of six 
short biographies of great American college presidents by M. A. 
de Wolfe Howe. 

An immensely important new feature that will carry on through- 
out the 1928 JOURNAL will be an enlarged Home and Garden depart- 
ment, providing practically every month a full-color reproduction 
of the sort of home garden that is within the reach of the average 
small-home owner. Such a color feature, as we are planning and 
executing it, will be wholly unique in the magazine world. In work- 
ing out this new Home and Garden 
department we will greatly enlarge 














But her serial, Singing Gold, is a 
work of genius. It is as charming a 
story as the editors of the LADIES’ 
HOME JOURNAL have ever been priv- 
ileged to read. It came to us from 
the back of beyond with no other 
foreword or introduction than a 
little noteof apology from the author 
for having presumed to send it to 
her favorite of all magazines. 


published before. She is a beginner. | 


NLESS we are greatly mistaken 
we shall hear more in the way 
of enthusiastic praise from Singing 


Gold than from any story we have 
published in the JOURNAL for many 
years, and rarely before have we 











For a Good “Beginning 


O NOT FAIL to get the January 

JOURNAL or you will miss the be- 
ginning of Arthur Train’s stirring serial, 
The Horns of Ramadan. Learn also in 
next month’s JOURNAL from Grace §&. Rich- 
mond and Elizabeth Shepley Sergeant 
whether or not it is necessary for great 
women to be ruthless. 


and expand everything in our edi- 
torial program that relates to home 
planning, home financing, home 
building, home furnishing and home 
beautification. 

With our finely equipped new 
interior-decoration studio we will 
continue giving you every month a 
full-color page, every detail of which 
has been planned and executed by 
the LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL staff. 

Likewise there will be expansion 
and improvement in our fashion and 
cookery departments, a new pic- 
torial series on child care by Dr. S. 
Josephine Baker, a new series on 
the character training of children 

















by Myron M. Stearns and a series 





risked such a sweeping statement 
in an editorial forecast. 

If there were not hundreds of other reasons to justify you in sub- 
scribing for the twelve great issues of the 1928 LADIES’ HOME JourR- 
NAL, and all you were to get for your money were the opportunity 
to read Singing Gold at a cost of half what the book will sell for 
later on, we are positive we would not hear a murmur of regret 


on the Misfit College Student by 
Charles A. Selden. 

Though we have scarcely mentioned more than one-half of the 
total editorial contents planned for next year, we are not unhopeful 
that what we have related will create a feeling that it will be your 
great loss not to make sure of your subscription now for all twelve 
issues of the 1928 LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL. 


==, 
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The Little Woman Who Made a Great War 


N THE pier at Liver- 
pool a crowd was mill- 

ing, all agog tocatch a 
glimpse of an incoming pas- 

ae senger from the United States, per- 
fais even to touch her hand; that would be 
an honor. Here she came at last, a woman, no 
bigger than a minute, “just as thin and dry 
as a pinch of snuff,’ as she said of herself; 
drab and weary after forty years of struggle; 
never a beauty; anything but cosmopolitan 
as to clothes, since fame sometimes strikes so 
swiftly that the smitten one does not have 
time to rearrange the setting to correspond 
with great expectations. The mob divided to 
leave a passageway for her—yes, and for her 
husband; they bowed and waved handker- 
chiefs and smiled and called enthusiastic 
greetings as she passed, still startled to find 
herself so illustrious a person in a foreign land. 
On to Scotland she went, people running 
everywhere to catch a glimpse of her as rumor 
of her coming flew before; Edinburgh Ca- 
thedral jammed because she was to be there. 
“‘What pleased me most was that it was not 
mainly from the literary or the rich or the 
great, but the plain common people. The 
butcher came out of his shop, the miller dusty 
with flour, the blooming comely young mother 
with her baby in her arms, with that hearty, 
intelligent, friendly look, as if they knew we 
should be glad to see them,’”’ Harriet Beecher 
Stowe wrote home. They had come to look 
at the most loved, the most hated, certainly 
the most talked-of woman in the world. 

England imitated and magnified the wel- 
come of Scotland. The Duke and Duchess 
of Sutherland gave her a spectacular party, 
where the great philanthropist, Lord Shaftes- 
bury, presented her an address from the 
women of England. ‘Oh, isn’t it funny to 
see poor little me with all the great ones of 
earth!”’ she said. 

France was excited. 

And why, why all the excitement? 

Because this woman was to America and 
Europe and Asia the apostle of the under dog. 
Every under dog knew and listened. She 
herself had been an under dog, under poverty, 
under grim views of life, and now she was 
under dog triumphant. What she had written 
did not need to be a fact. It was that in- 
finitely greater thing, a symbol. 

All the world was reading Uncle Tom’s 
Cabin. More than that, it had gripped them. 
It was not merely a best seller; it was a 
stirrer of hearts to a whole generation of the 
eighteen hundreds. It came nearer to being a 
conflagration than a book. 








Lyman Beecher—a Father of Brains 


HE eighteen-fifties in these United States 

had their forces at work. Intrepid defi- 
ance of fate to do its worst brought folk to 
colonize a continent of unknown terrors and 
hardships and made them also venturesome 
in ideals; and ideals had to be hardy peren- 
nials, practical, ready to meet daily battle for 
existence, or they stood no chance in a pio- 
neer land. Somberness and endurance and 
hard work went along with the seventeen 
hundreds and made the eighteen hundreds. 


By ALICE AMES WINTER 


Contributing Editor, the Ladies’ Home Journal 


“They never expected to find truth agreeable. 
Nothing in their experience of life had ever 
prepared them to think that it would be so.” 
Mrs. Stowe herself diagnosed it in Old Town 
Folks. They “regarded human existence as a 
ghastly risk.” 

Of a truth, much as we covet in these 
easy-going days some of the insistent virtues 
of our Puritan forbears, they were an un- 
comfortable crowd to live with. You may see 
and hear old Jonathan Edwards, the very 
incarnation of them, leaning over his pulpit 
to hurl at a cowering congregation: “The God 
that holds you over the pit of hell, much as 
one holds a spider or some loathsome insect 
over the fire, abhors you and is dreadfully 
provoked.”’ 

Of the lineal descendants, in the spirit, of 
Jonathan Edwards was Lyman Beecher, con- 
stantly eaten into by the terror and majesty 
and insistence of the doctrines of salvation 
and destiny; with his loins always girt to 
restless energy; fighting and being smitten 
and rising exultant to fight again the battles 
of the church in Connecticut, in Boston, and 
out in the Ohio Valley in days when Cincinnati 
was a frontier town. Once, when he was away 
from his Connecticut congregation for a short 
time, a preacher of gentler faith came in, and 
Beecher returned to rage at the results. 

He was married three times. Roxana, the 
first wife, was the mother of our Harriet and 
of Henry Ward. He boasted of his seven 
sons and four daughters, and with reason, 
for he was said to be “the father of more 
brains than any man in America.” The 
United States was breeding great families 
after its own democratic mold, out of the soil 
and of real living—Adamses, Lees, Pinckneys, 
Beechers. All his boys were to achieve dis- 
tinction in the church, and the day was to 
come when, grown a little vague in his mind 
from age, he was to sit below the pulpit of his 








most famous son, Henry Ward Beecher, 

and listen to eloquence far greater than 

his own, discoursing of doctrines that in 

his keener days would have roused him 
to militancy. An astonishing family indeed; 
but of course one could not expect much of 
mere females. He said, “I wish Harriet had 
been a boy. She would do more than any 
of them.” 

Of such inheritance and tradition was born 
Harriet Beecher, in Litchfield, Connecticut. 
It was a true New England rambling house, 
with a true New England elm in front, and an 
attic. Days began early and were packed to 
the brim. There was cooking and cleaning and 
piling wood to do, quinces and pumpkins and 
onions to be harvested and stored, corn to be 
shelled, beef and hams to be cured, and very 
little money. Father was up and away in 
every kind of weather, saddlebags across the 
back of his nag, to carry the gospel as far as a 
horse could travel; he came home to play the 
fiddle and start a family orchestra and organ- 
ize nutting parties or fishing expeditions. But 
always, among all these real things, theology 
was the realest of all, and eating and work- 
ing were mere incidents of the passing day. 


cAt Lane Seminary 


YMAN BEECHER deliberately trained 
this brood of children to logic and dialec- 
tics, starting an argument on some knotty reli- 
gious point, and then pointing out their mode 
of attack. Pilgrim’s Progress and The Arabian 
Nights and some torn sheets of Shakspere were 
about all the light reading Harriet could find in 
the attic. To the child of these twentieth- 
century years the bringing up of a hundred 
years ago is about as remote as the Crusades. 
Harriet Beecher’s life is a whole picture and 
history of a great past epoch. It marched. 

Father Beecher had a try at Boston, but the 
lure of the opening West sang in his ears like a 
pean. Destiny was in the making out there, 
and wherever destiny was making, there he 
would preach the gospel. He lifted his family 
to the outskirts of Cincinnati. Lane Theolog- 
ical Seminary, over which Lyman Beecher 
presided, had a precarious time of it in its 
struggle to train young theologians for the 
pulpits of the West. 

Harriet grew to young womanhood. Her 
inner life was like the outer, with cold and 
moods and discouragements and lassitudes 
and vital exquisite intellectual interests. If 
ever, one would think, romance ought to have 
been drawn to a girl as by a magnet, it would 
have been in the case of this small Harriet; 
but even marriage came with a touch of the 
coercions of life. Prof. Calvin Stowe taught 
at Lane Seminary, a man of Hebrew and 
Greek, quite as much of a theologian as her 
father, and a man also of discouragements 
and a curious mystic turn, who had had un- 
seen playmates in his childhood and still ex- 
perienced the unknown. If you have read Old 
Town Folks, you have met him in Horace. 
When things got too bad at the seminary—as 
they did—he was inclined to go to bed and 
give it all up as a bad job, until Beecher came 
in, loudly elated, bringing in his train a dozen 
(Continued on Page 156) 
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**THIS MORNING SOME OF OUR PEOPLE 


XIV 


RTURO complained of this 
gently as they stood in the 
cloister for a few moments at 

parting, upon their return. Twi- 
light had fallen, the air was still; 
the only sound they heard, except 
a gurgle of water in the pink mar- 
ble fountain, was a lonely melody played upon a 
reed pipe far away and high above them, on a 
cliff side rising behind the narrow town. It was the Pasto- 
rale; and Arturo’s sigh was as wistful as the tune. 

“You were so kind last night,’”’ he said. ‘“‘It was heaven 
for me, even before you sang. Today you drop me over the 
precipice again. I never can know what I do to displease 
you.” 

“Nothing at all, Arturo.” 

““Then why do you treat me so?” 

“*Good gracious!” she exclaimed. ‘‘It seems to me I treat 
you pretty well. You saw how I snubbed that poor little 
Giuseppe Bastoni, merely because you were waiting to speak 
to me. I thought he made it pretty plain that he was of- 
fended, and of course that’s the end of me for both him and 
his brother. Well, I did that for you, didn’t I?”’ 

“‘But if you did, you seem to resent that you did it,’’ Ar- 
turo said. ‘‘ You have found some fault with everything I 
have said. If I say, ‘It is fine weather,’ you say, ‘It is bad 
weather’! When I ask why you believe so, you begin to 
whistle and you whistle for half an hour!” 

“*Then don’t ask me why I believe it’s bad weather. That’s 
simple, isn’t it?” 

“Ah!” he said. ‘‘The sun could be so bright if you would 
let it! Why can’t I please you a little?” 

Claire looked at him seriously. ‘‘ You do.” 

“‘T can’t think so today. Yesterday I could. It is an eter- 
nal up-and-down!” 

“No,” she said. “I like you as well today as I did yester- 
day. I’m always pleased with you, Arturo.” 

: “Is that all?’ heasked. “‘ Just ‘pleased’? Just you ‘like’?”’ 

















“@\H, DEAR!” she said and she shook her head despair- 
ingly. ‘There it is! Whenever I give you the chance, 
you say things like that! I spend half my time with you 
trying to keep you from asking such questions.”’ 
“Yes, I do,” he answered. “I am afraid it is what you 
have wish’.” 
“What is?” 


laire Ambler 


By BooTH TARKINGTON 
Illustrated by Henry Raleigh 


Arturo looked at her steadily, with dark, sad eyes. ‘‘ Yes, 
I think it is true. You have wish’ that I should want to ask 
such questions but that I should not ask them. I think you 
like men to be in love with you but not to trouble you by 
telling you. Isn’t it true?”’ 

“What!” she cried; but even in her own ears the indig- 
nation she put into her voice had a sound somewhat en- 
feebled. Confronted with so simple yet exact a statement of 
fact, she was at a loss; and, indeed, she felt both helpless 
and foolish. She could find nothing better to do than to em- 
ploy a stencil that she herself knew was too worn with 
coquettes’ usage to be an adequate defense. “‘I never heard 
anything so unjust in all my life!” 

“Then you do wish me to tell you?” 

“To tell me what?”’ she said impatiently; but in the same 
instant she understood her mistake and that he would reply, 
*‘Tlove you!”’ She stepped back from him quickly, her hands 
fluttering in hasty gestures of negation. ‘‘No!: I don’t mean 
that; I don’t mean to ask you such a question. Arturo, 
please ——’”’ 

“Then what I said of you is true.” 

“Oh, dear me!”’ And she uttered some incoherent sounds 
of petulant distress; then fell back upon another and even 
more useless stencil: ‘Arturo, don’t you understand?” 

“Tam afraid so,” he said quietly; but there was 
something in his voice that made her catch her 
breath. ‘‘Youneedn’t be disturbed. I will not say 
what you fear I would say. I will never say it.” 

“cc Arturo ST ee 

“That is all,”’ he said. 

Then they stood facing each other, not speak- 
ing. Her stencils had not aided her; she knew 
herself accused but defenseless before the accusa- 
tion; and helplessly, in her confusion, she found 
nothing at all to say. She had a sensation as of 
becoming smaller; and Arturo as he stood be- 
fore her, slender but vague in the twilight, with 
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tragedy in his dark and gentle eyes, was like a 
tall judge of her. 

The white columns of the cloister and the out- 
lines of the marble fountain, in the wan light, were 
to remain in her memory as a background like the 
architectural shapings of a shadowy judgment seat 
where she had been unable to clear herself of a 
true charge. But Arturo was an unreproachful 
judge. Orbison had spoken of him as Hamlet; and 

just such a sorrowful dignity invested the young Italian in 
this parting with the American girl; for a parting it was—a 
final one. Foreseeing Providence has been kind in not mak- 
ing us, also, foreseeing; and so we do not know what is to 
remain most keenly in our memories. Claire’s thoughts were 
more annoying than acutely painful and were principally oc- 
cupied with herself; she no more knew that for years after- 
ward she was unavailingly to remember Arturo Liana as he 
stood looking at her now in the gray cloister than she knew 
that this was the last time she would ever see him. 


E BOWED to her gravely, and left her. ‘‘Oh, well —” 
she murmured; and she sighed a deep sigh, in which 
naturally a little anger mingled with other emotions; for she 
could not be put at a disadvantage and remain wholly un- 
resentful. “Well, it’s what I get!”’ she thought, meaning 
that she had been punished for obeying a too virtuous gen- 
tleman’s suggestions. 

Then, going into the long corridor in the interior of the 
hotel, she discovered this gentleman seated alone at a small 
tea table where he was lingering with some cold cups and 
saucers and the end of a cigarette. 

She immediately placed herself in a chair opposite him at 
the table. “Well, what was the matter?” she asked. 

“When, Miss Ambler?” a 

“‘When I did what you’d told me I ought to do. 

“My dear young lady!” he objected. “I have 
too many culpabilities of my own; I don’t tell 
people what they ought to do.” 

“You told me,” she said sharply. “Certainly 
you did. And I do wish you wouldn’t call me@ 
‘dear young lady,’ Mr. Orbison. You’re not my 
uncle; you're not old enough.” 

“I’m afraid I am,” he said, smiling. ‘At least 
I’m afraid I feel so.” 


(Continued on Page 30) 


Decembe 


Tt 
W, 
know | 
substan 
ners, bt 
or supp 
that C: 
item fo 
call for 


conven 


You 
allow t 
it, hot, 
of sucl 
soup 0} 
ferent 


Nov 
such 1 
saving 
of the 
Wome 
quired 
ingred 
Be Soup. 

else d 
really 
of th: 
® tious ; 





soup r 
home 1 
are tl 
spotl 
p  faciliti 


the hi 


An 
buy ( 
table 
what 
tables 
ent | 
from | 


“S81 















































December, 1927 


| Women know the Food Value 
of this Soup! 
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eties that you would be proud to see them come into 
your kitchen. Meat—in a rich, bracing broth that 
stimulates the taste and gives its true vigor. Cereals 
—body-building—healthful—satisfying to the ap- 
petite. Fresh herbs and skillful seasoning—the chal- 












lenge of Campbell's famous French chefs to your sense 
of flavor. 


After eating a plate of soup with so much in it, you 
are conscious that you have had a filling dish. Which is 
exactly why you select a really good vegetable soup. 
The value of Campbell’s Vegetable Soup is so well 
appreciated that its popularity has grown with aston- 
ishing strides. 


a a i 


See that your family gets plenty of vegetables. For 
in vegetables, nature stores mineral salts which are 
essential in proper bodily growth and development. 
Children, especially, require these salts for normal bone 
and muscle structure. Well-made vegetable soup sup- 
plies these needed elements, because so little of them is 
lost in the cooking. Loss of mineral content is a com- 
mon fault of vegetables boiled for the table, for the 
cooking water has been discarded. Supply yourself 
today with Campbell’s Vegetable Soup and see what a 
regular standby it becomes for your table. For this is a 
“steady duty” soup—one that women like to have on 
hand always. With it in the pantry, the main part of 
luncheon or supper is always ready in a few minutes. 
And Campbell’s Vegetable Soup is just as much in 
demand for the longer meals. 


And the next time you are preparing this soup for 
the table, take a moment to glance at the label and read 
the list of all the different and delicious Campbell’s 
Soups which is printed 
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there for your refer- 
ence and convenience. 






















Women find this a 
real help to them in 
planning their meals. 
Remember it when 
you are thinking up 
those new ways to 
give variety to your 
menus. The complete 
list of soups on the 
Campbell’s label will 
give you many a sug’ 
gestion. 12 cents a 
can. 
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, W HEN WOMEN buy a hearty soup, Campbell's 

Vegetable is their most frequent selection. You 

» =know how often you require a soup that contains 

substantial, solid food. Not only as part of your din- 
ners, but also as the principal dish of many a luncheon 

» or supper. More and more every day, women realize 

| that Campbeil’s Vegetable Soup is an indispensable 
item for their pantry, because so many of their meals 
call for this generous quantity of nourishment in such 
convenient form. 

You simply add an equal quantity of water and 
allow the soup to simmer a few minutes before serving 
it, hot, savory, delicious, on your table! The miracle 
of such ease and convenience is all the greater in a 
soup of this kind, where no less than thirty-two dif- 
ferent ingredients are blended. 

7° Ft F F 

Nowadays women are quick to take advantage of 
such real helps. Especially when they know that 
saving themselves means no sacrifice in the quality 
of the food which they place before their families. 
Women realize how much time and expense are re- 
quired to market, prepare and cook so many different 
ingredients as are contained in Campbell’s Vegetable 
Soup. They have the good judgment to let some one 

§ else do this for them and thus relieve them for the 
» really necessary tasks. So their families get the benefit 
q of this richly nutri- 

— tious and invigorating 
= soup made outside the 

ut- home in kitchens which 
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(Continued from Page 28) 
“No, you don’t,” she returned quickly. ‘You haven’t 
been watching me like an uncle—not a bit—and I haven’t 
been like a niece being watched!” 

“I beg your pardon,” he said with some awkwardness, and 
returned to her opening question. ‘‘ What was the matter 
when?” 

“T think you’re evading. You know perfectly you did tell 
me what you thought I. ought to do—what you and Mr. 
Rennie and Arturo Liana’s mother thought I ought to do. 
You told me this morning and infuriated me. You said that 
if I had any decency I’d be nice to Arturo and drop the 
baron and Giuseppe.”’ 

“No, I hi 

“Yes, you did, absolutely. So I’ve done it. You saw me 
freeze Giuseppe Bastoni when I left you this afternoon to 
join Arturo. You were looking—I saw you were; and I 
snubbed Giuseppe the worst I know how. He knew I meant 
it, and he and his brother will understand perfectly that it’s 
permanent. I think he was in a cold rage when I went by 
him. Then I looked back to see if I had done what I meant 
to, which was just to please you, and I saw I hadn’t. You 
looked like the sirocco! Does it make you bitter to have a 
girl try to please you?” 





HE DID not reply at once; and she took a cigarette from 
a silver case lying open before him on the table, and 
lighted it herself, as he seemed unaware. “Well, does it? 
What was wrong with what I did?”’ 

“T’ll tell you,” he said thoughtfully. “‘I didn’t propose a 
line of conduct for you this morning. You said I’d been 
watching you and asked me what I saw. Among other 
things, I said I hadn’t been able to understand how any girl 
could give such fellows as the Bastoni any ground for con- 
ceiving, however mistakenly, that they were perhaps rivals 
with so splendid a young man as Arturo Liana. But what- 
ever harm there was in it had been done; I didn’t suggest 
an attempt to undo it by making those two wolfish creatures 
more poisonously young Liana’s enemies than ever.” 

“What?” she cried. 

““Why, yes,” he said calmly. ‘‘That was what you must 
have accomplished. Don’t you see it?”’ 

She looked at him almost fiercely. “I did exactly what 
you as much as told me to. You’ve just admitted you re- 
proached me with giving the Bastoni a chance to think they 
were Arturo’s rivals. Well, I snubbed Giuseppe, practically 
in Arturo’s presence. Now you attack me for making him 
his enemy instead of his rival. No, I don’t see it!” 

“T’ll try to make it clearer, Miss Ambler. The truth is, 
the Bastoni have the reputation of being pretty bad hats. 
You naturally wouldn’t have known that; but there’s no 
doubt of it; and there are quite a number of other bad 
hats in the place they come from and the villages between 
Raona and there. You know most of the landowners don’t 
go to their own estates unless they’re heavily armed and 
guarded by the carabinieri; it isn’t altogether a safe neigh- 
borhood except for foreigners like us—they let us alone be- 
cause we increase the revenue. Well, the Bastoni know what 
their own reputation is; and that they’re fairly notorious 
among the Italians for selling spurious antique jewelry to 
foreigners and as associates of the other 
bad hats—and young Liana is an Italian. 

Don’t you see what conclusion this 

Giuseppe would come to in his mind? 
You’d formerly been most gracious to 
him and his brother. Then 
abruptly, with Liana present, 
you snub him and go to Liana. 
Of course he’d think Liana 
had been saying things about 
him to you and ruined him 
with you. That’s why I seemed 
disturbed when you looked 
back at me. Don’t you un- 
derstand, Miss Ambler?” 


LAIRE’S head drooped 

and so did her eyelids; she 
slowly crushed her cigarette 
down into an ash tray upon the 
table. “‘You do think I'ma 
fool,’’ she said in a low voice. 
“Tt seems a little unjust when 
I did only what I thought you 
wanted me to. J didn’t want 
to do it. Do you think I wanted to go 
away from you and walk with Arturo? I 
suppose you'll tell me now that you 
didn’t suggest my being nice to him, 
either!” 

“No,” Orbison said. ‘I didn’t.” 

She looked up slowly, “No?” 

“T didn’t suggest your doing anything 
at all,” he insisted. ‘‘Certainly not that 
you be ‘nice’ to a young man obviously 
suffering on your account—not unless 
you meant to accept him. Naturally, 


RENNIE THOUGHT 
HER VOICE HAD 
SHAKEN A LITTLE; 
AND ORBISON HAD 
A DISTURBING 
IMPRESSION THAT 
HER HAND HAD 
TREMBLED WITHIN 
HIS CLASP 
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if you didn’t mean to do that, your being ‘nice’ to him 
would only increase his torture.” 

“Well, then,” she said, smiling suddenly, ‘I’ve pleased 

you about that, at least. I was the very devil to him! When 
we got back from our walk just now we had rather a scene; 
he virtually denounced me as a trifler. Then he 
stalked off, and I don’t know when he'll be back. 
That is to say, my being ‘nice’ to him because 
you suggested it merely made us both wretched 
and on that account I’m sure you’re pleased 
with me at last, Mr. Orbison!”’ 

“Pleased with you at last!’’ he repeated in a tone 
ironically rueful; and he laughed. ‘‘ Much you bother 
yourself whether I’m pleased with you or not!” 

“No,” she returned. ‘‘That won’t do,’’ She put 
her forearms on the table and leaned toward him, 
keeping her gaze gravely and unwaveringly upon 
his. ‘‘I’m serious; it won’t do. You know how much I 
care to please you and I know you know it.”’ 

“T don’t,” he protested; and as his pallid cheeks once 
more showed color in response to words of hers, pain came 
into his eyes, and he had the look of a man who struggles, 
but struggles feebly, through lack of strength. ‘I don’t 
know anything of the kind. It’s nonsense, and you 
mustn’t ” He contrived to utter another laugh. ‘‘ You 
are an astonishing young woman, I must say! Is your con- 
ception of ethics based solely upon the pleasing of the near- 
est available man?”’ 

“Go on,” she said, not moving, nor letting her eyes fall 
from his. ‘‘‘The nearest available man,’ you say. Very 
well—insult me all you please! We both know that pleasing 
you is all I care about; but you don’t know that I’ve already 
pleased you more than anyone else ever did. J know it, though; 
and do you think that while I have that in my mind I’ll ever 
give up going on trying to please you? Do you?” 

He seemed to struggle with an increasing pain. 
my word, I don’t know what you’re talking about.”’ 

“Yes, you do,” she said and her eyes grew brighter; her 
voice was tremulous but happy. ‘‘ We both know.” 

“Indeed I—I ” Stammering, he made an effort to 
rise from his chair; but he had no strength, and, in 
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difficulties with the table, could not at once get upon his 
feet. His sister, coming into the corridor at that moment 
ran to help him. 
“Charles!” she cried. “You might have fallen! Why 
didn’t you ask Miss Ambler to help you?”’ ’ 
Claire answered her, but kept her eyes upon 
_» the flushed and panting invalid. “He kney | 
wouldn’t,”’ she said. ‘‘ Not to help him get away!” 
And at that the stout and hearty Miss Orbison, 
after a sharper glance at both of them, iookeg 
seriously disturbed. xv 


LAIRE was to see this troubled look upon 

the ruddy face of the English spinsier re. 
peated frequently. ‘‘What’s the matter witi that 
woman ?”’ the girl asked her mother one day in their 
small salon. “She looked so reliable and solid when 
they first came here—not that she looked happy, of course. 
if you caught her off her guard when her brother wasn't 
looking—but anyhow she hadn’t that fretting expression 
you see about her eyes and mouth so much lately. It can’t 
be because Mr. Orbison’s health is*worse, because it isn’t: 
he’s just the same.” 

Mrs. Ambler sighed. “I shouldn’t think one would need 
to seek far for the reason a sister would look troubled with 
a brother in that shattered condition—especially when the 
brother’s as lovely a man as hers is. I’ve discovered that 
since we’ve begun to see so much of them. He is lovely.” 

“Yes,’’ Claire said absently. “But I meant something 
different —that expression she’s got just lately.” 

“‘T haven’t noticed it.” 

‘“‘Perhaps she only has it when she looks at me. Mother, 
you don’t think ——”’ 

“T don’t think what?” 

Claire had paused, gazing out of the window dreamily; 
and her mother repeated the question. 

“What is it I don’t think?” 

“You don’t think that sometimes—they avoid us?”’ 

““Good gracious!’’ Mrs. Ambler exclaimed, highly amused. 
“They don’t get much chance! You’ve taken pretty good 
care of that, I must say! We go to the refectory when they 
do; we come out to the corridor when 
they do; we go cut to the garden with 
them; we’re everywhere that they are, 
at the same hour and in the same place. 
If we were a house party of four we 
couldn’t well see more of them, and so 
how could they avoid us, even if they did 
want to, poor things!”’ 

“Yes; but that’s the point: Do 
think they want to?”’ 

“‘T haven’t seen any sign of it. They’re 
always cordial and he’s always interesting. 
e Where'd you get the idea?”’ 
‘ Claire shook her head. ‘‘I don’t know, 
unless it’s that troubled expression she 
: has when she looks at me. Once or twice 
b I’ve thought she wanted to speak to me 
alone; but she doesn’t. Then of course 
there’s another thing rather queer.” 

“What is it?”’ 

“Well—it could hardly be a coinc:- 
dence.” 

“What couldn’t?”’ 

Claire looked at her mother search- 
ingly. ‘‘Have you noticed how much 

more constantly she’s with him than 
she was at first?’”’ 

*“Is‘sher’’ 

“‘She’s with him absolutely «ll the 
time he’s out of his room. Sh used 
to leave him, for an hour or so, quite 
often; but now she never doe:. It’s 
as if she didn’t want to leav» him 
alone—alone with anybody ec'se. | 


you 


haven’t been alone with him «ince | 

don’t know how long!”’ 

" Y DEAR child! Why should 
you be alone with him? It 

strikes me you say some prett\’ per- 


sonal things to him under conc itions 
that might almost be called sem! 
public! I don’t know much more you 
could do if you were alone wit! him; 
and the poor man himself looks trou- 
bled enough when you do it, as it is! 
“Yes, but ——”’ Claire said 
dreamily. ‘‘Do you think perhaps she 
has a kind of sisterly jealousy 0! me? 
“No, I don’t,” Mrs, Ambler replied 
with emphasis. ‘She isn’t that type 
at all. She’s a good woman, gener 
ous, I'm sure; and she thinks of 
nothing in the world but her brothers 
welfare. By the way, speaking of 


(Continued on Page 125) 
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Why the N@w, 
( vinplete WNoopsuRy 
acial shows such 


J immediate and 
gratifying results 
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Cfollow. these three simple steps for one week 
— you will actually see your skin responding 


Wring a cloth from hot water and hold it against 

the face to thoroughly open the pores. Then 
massage Woodbury’s Cold Cream well into the 
skin with an upward and outward motion, cover- 
ing the face and neck thoroughly with the cream. 
Notice how gently it penetrates into the pores and 
softens and loosens the embedded dirt and dust 
particles. 


With a clean soft cloth remove the surplus 

cream, always with an upward motion. 
Now, wash the face and neck thoroughly with 
warm water and Woodbury’s Facial Soap, working ~ 
the creamy lather well into the skin so that it will 
dissolve and wash out the soiled cream which 
otherwise would remain in the pores. Rinse 
thoroughly with warm water, then finish with a 
dash of cold water or a small piece of ice wrapped 








... after all, the zatural way 1s 
the best way to keep the skin lovely and glowing —soft and radiant 


NE hears so much and reads so much 
these days about the care of the com- 
plexion. That ever-interesting subject of how 
to keep the beauty of youth with its radiant 
color, firm muscles and fine-textured skin! 
And authorities agree that immaculate skin- 
cleanliness is so important. That, only when 
the nores as well as the surface of the skin are 
completely cleansed, can Nature achieve that 
transparent fineness, that glorious freshness, 
tha: warm, glowing color we call a beautiful 
con slexion. So believable! 
__ ~ompletely cleansed” —here again author- 
Itic. agree that this is not a question of using 
Soi: or cream. But that both are necessary. 
Sou: of blandness and purity. Cream especially 
prey cred for use with it. Quite naturally. 
ond, as you know, in the new Complete 
Wo. {bury Facial the use of creams and soap, 
for ‘he first time, is ideally combined in one 
treatment. Indeed, Woodbury’s Creams have 
becn especially prepared for use with Wood- 
ury’s Facial Soap to insure that exquisite 
cleanliness which is the basis for all natural 
beauty of the skin. 
Ir your own home, now, you can indulge in 
the luxury of a scientific facial—a Woodbury 
Facial. To preserve and protect the beauty 


Copyright, 1927, by The Andrew Jergens Co. 





that is yours, you need only follow these three 
simple steps faithfully— 


First, apply Woodbury’s Cold Cream, a 
cleansing cream that melts at skin tempera- 
ture, reaching every pore, softening and loos- 
ening embedded dust and dirt particles. Fol- 
low this with Woodbury’s Facial Soap and 
warm water, its bland, creamy lather dis- 
solving away the cold cream that remains in 


in one thickness of cloth. 


And now the final step. With the tips of your 

fingers, apply lightly Woodbury’s Facial Cream 
which tones the skin by supplying just the right 
amount of natural moisture without loading or 
clogging the pores. This finishing cream is grease- 
less and gives that soft, velvety texture so much 
desired. 


new freshness, loveliness—the charm of “A 
skin you love to touch.” 

Your drug store or toilet goods counter can 
supply you with the new Complete Woodbury 
Facial—Woodbury’s Facial Soap and the Wood- 
bury Creams especially prepared for use with it. 

Write today for a trial set of the new Complete 
Woodbury Facia/. It contains enough of the soap 
and creams for seven generous treatments, also one 
of the new Tressettes, an ingenious band that will 
hold your hair back while you are creaming your 
face. Notice from day to day the improvement in 
the texture of your skin. After the first week, use 
the Complete Facia/ once or twice a week, keeping 
your skin clear and healthy in between times with 
Woodbury’s Facial Soap, as directed in the booklet 
around every cake. Send now for your trial set, 
enclosing 25c in stamps or coin. 


May we send you this generous trial set? 


—containing enough of the Woodbury Facial Soap and Creams 
for seven complete treatments. A Tressette for holding your 
hair back while creaming your face is also in- 
cluded in this set. 





HERE’s THE Coupon! 





~~ 


the pores, and preventing blackheads and 
enlarged pores. And, finally, Woodbury’s 
Facial Cream—smooth and greaseless— 
leaving the skin cool and refreshingly moist. 


That is the new Complete Woodbury 
Facial. So pleasing. So immediately effec- 
tive. So gratifying in its results. 

After the very first treatment you will 
feel the healthy glow of the awakened, 
stimulated skin. Your mirror will reflect a 


Tue AnpDREwW JerRGENsS Co. 
1823 Alfred St., Cincinnati, Ohio 


For the enclosed 25c (stamps or coin) please 
send me the Seven Day Trial Set‘of the new 
Complete Woodbury Facial, a Tressette, and 
your booklet, “A Skin You Love to Touch.” 


If you live in Canada address The Andrew Jergens 
Ltd., 1823 Sherbrooke St., Perth, Ont. . 
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The Youngest Generation: By S.Josephine Bakes M.D. 





HERE are two things 
that the fathers of young 
babies like to boast 
about. One is the amount 
the baby weighed at birth, if 
this happens to be over seven pounds, 
and the other is the large size of the 
baby’s head. The first seems to reflect 
some sort of virtue on the parents and 
the second implies that this particular 
baby is foreordained to possess unusual 
mental powers. It is always a distasteful 
task to shatter pleasant delusions and, 
after all, it does not make a great deal of 
difference if fathers continue to boast 
about the size of their babies so long as 
mothers know that mere weight and size, 
whether it is of the baby’s body or his 
head, has very little relation to health 
either mental or physical either now or 
in the future. The one clear-cut evi- 
dence of a baby’s health is an even, 
steady and continuous gain in weight. 

It does not make any real difference 
how much the baby weighs at the time 
of birth unless there is a definite indica- 
tion of some disease or such a dispro- 
portion between the baby’s height and 
weight that undernourishment’ seems 
certain. For little babies and big babies all have an 
equal chance to be well and the actual size of the head 
does not matter at all so long as it is in proper relation 
to the rest of the body. And, best of all, there is no reason 
why every mother should not be able to find out for herself 
if her baby is growing normally. 

In order to determine some standard for the height and 
weight of a baby at the time of birth, it has been necessary 
to measure and weigh hundreds of thousands of babies. As 

















You do not need complicated apparatus to measure the baby. 
A table,a tape measure and a book are all that are necessary. 


Tack the tape measure, with its one-inch 
end even with edge of table; place this end 
against the wall and lay baby on table 
so thathis head rests lightly against wall. 





Weigh the baby on the same day and 
hour each week. The best hour is 
just before or just after the bath. 


PHOTOS, BY MURAY 

When the baby is from six to seven 

months old he will begin his efforts 
to sit erect without support. 


Il—Watching the Baby Grow 


a result of this it has been found that the average weight is 
about seven pounds and the average height about nineteen 
inches. In the minds of many mothers this average has come 
to mean normal, and when their babies do not measure up to 
this standard, there is the feeling that something is radically 
wrong. Here again isa delusion that needs to be scattered 



















The head and chest measurements should be almost the same 
during the first year. 


The size of the abdomen should be the same as that of the head 
and chest until the baby is one year old. 


When walking about with the baby, hold him upright against 
your chest with his back well supported. 


At from three to four months of age he will begin to hold his 
head up without support. 





into thin air. If the baby does weigh 
seven pounds its height should be nine. 
teen inches, but if the weight falls below 
that figure the height should also dimin. 
ish in a corresponding degree to indicate 
normal development. And if the Weight 
is over seven pounds the height should 
be correspondingly greater. The points 
to remember are, first, the relation be. 
tween height and weight and, second, the 
rate of increase in weight and height. 
During the first few days of life there 
is always a loss of weight, but that should 
be regained at the end of ten days, and 
from then on the weekly weighing and 
the monthly measuring will tell you jf 
the baby’s feeding is suitable and if the 
right growth for health is taking place. 
During the first six months the baby’s 
normal gain in weight is much more rapid 
than it will be later. From the first to 
the fourth month you may expect the 
baby to gain from six to seven ounces 
each week. From the fourth to the sixth 
month the weekly gain should be from 
four to five ounces. From the sixth to the 
ninth month this increase will rarely be 
more than three to four ounces a week 
and after that until the end of the first 
year two or three ounces a week gain will be all you should 
expect. Bottle-fed babies do not gain as much in the 
early months as breast-fed babies do, but later the gain is 
about the same. If bottle-fed babies do not gain regularly it 
is usually a sign that more milk should be added to the 
formula. If breast-fed babies do not show the same measure 
of regular gain in weight, it may be an indication that they 
~~ 


+. 


(Continued on Page 154) 


Place your hands gently on the baby’s knees so he will lie 
out quite straight and set the book against the soles of his feet. 


While baby is growing tall and gaining in 
weight, there is a regular gain in the size 
of head, chest and abdomen. Measure 


circumference of head once each month. 
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re you O Skinfy 
soward your BEGuty 


The business of 
keeping Youth and 
Beauty on Tiptoe 
is one of the Arts 
of Life! 


r AO guard in all its unspoiled freshness 
that lovely gift called Youth; to con- 
trive to look twenty until one is thirty- 

five; and thirty years young when one is—well, 

beyond the guessing age—to be fleet as Diana, 
racing with the years! What could be for any 
woman a more thrilling pursuit? 

But only the brave deserve the fair—ness! 
You must follow the aim of beauty coura- 
geously, with perseverance and patience! You 
can’t be a skinflint toward your beauty, tak- 
ing care of your skin just now and then! You 
can’t give yourself a furious facial today, 
neglecting it tomorrow. 

The cultivation of beauty must be recog- 
nized as one of the fine Arts of Life! 


grt snoc KED @s ‘ 





Strange as it may seem, however, few 
women have grasped these A B C’s of beauty 
culture! Recently we asked hundreds of 
Women in two average American cities to tell 
us how they take care of their skin. The 
answers were shocking! 


Scores admitted they’d love to look young 


and pretty, but they just don’t seem to know 
how! ‘hey pursue no beauty course with half 
the }urpose with which they learn to cook or 
pla ridge! 

_ Others declare they know, but admit they 
fory Piqued by a guilty conscience, they 
pursue an orgy of beauty cultivation once 


or twice a month, only to lapse spinelessly 


bet n. 


Pp (OR DEARS, how short-sighted! Giv- 
ing the skin some simple form of daily 

care is as important as brushing one’s teeth! 

Almost as easy! Ten times as much fun! 


The woman who has a spark of imagination 
finds keeping herself in the bloom and fresh- 
ness of an English garden, as inspiring as 
planning a new frock! Indeed, she even takes 
Pleasire in devoting a few moments each day 
to this richly rewarding end! 


_If you'll follow for just a few weeks the 
simple program outlined here, we’re sure 
you'll be better looking, more attractive, 
more vital than when you began. And if you 
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haven’t acquired a soft, firm, beautiful skin, 
why—we’ll send you the Moon or anything’ 
you like, parcel post prepaid! 

Perhaps you think your face is really clean! 
But is it? Examine your chin and nose in a 
magnifying mirror. You'll get a jolt that will 
send you skipping to the cold cream jar! Your 
skin needs a thorough, fundamental cleansing 
to free the pores of their deep accumulations 
of oil, powder, perspiration and dust, caked 
at the very roots. So at least twice a day 
your skin must be freed by the gentle min- 
istrations of a pure cleansing cream. 

For this try Pond’s. You will delight in the 
fragrant lightness of its touch and the pur- 
poseful manner in which its pure fine. oils, 
melting and spreading, go after the dirt in the 


ou rr Oe. 
+ 





depths of your pores! Use it generously, ap- 
plying with light upward and outward strokes. 
And for removing the Cream do you know 
about the perfectly exquisite Tissues you can 
buy now in any store? Pond’s just simply 
had to make them. For the women we talked 


to fairly begged us for tissues soft and fine 
enough. And, goodness knows, they needed 
them—for they were removing cold cream 


Bh pIiP INA Oc, 





. “ 
with bath towels and washcloths arid“even 
~ their‘best linens! We felt wé must put a stop 


to that! So now you can buy tissues of such 


. good quality. and so ample that they absorb 


all oil and moisture instantly, never rolling 
up into horrid little balls! 


ERE’S another thing that-only a few 
women know about yet! These same 
women we interviewed gave us still another 
idea. They said, “What can you tell us that 
feels as fresh to the skin as a dip in a moun- 
tain pool?” We couldn’t answer that ques- 
tion then. But we can now. ‘ 
Pond’s new Skin Freshener, used when you 
first get up in the morning, gives you just this 
very sensation! There never was such a de- 
licious awakening, such refreshment for the 
skin! 





Pond’s Two -Creams—to 

cleanse and protect—are 

chosen by distinguished 
women everywhere. 


Pond’s Skin Freshener 

—delightful for toning, 

freshening and firming 
the skin. 


_ Pond’s Cleansing Tis- 
sues—as soft as fine old 
linen—exquisite for re- 

moving cold cream. 


SPONSORED 


H. M. THE QUEEN of SPAIN 


THE DUQUESA DE ALBA 


MRS. FELIX DOUBLEDAY 


by 

H. R. H. THE DUCHESSE DE VENDOME: 
. H.R. H. EULALIA, INFANTA of SPAIN 

THE MARCHIONESS of QUEENSBERRY 


THE PRINCESSE EUGENE MURAT 
LADY LOUIS MOUNTBATTEN 


THE COUNTESS of OXFORD and ASQUITH 
MRS. W. K. VANDERBILT 


MISS ANNE MORGAN 


MISS MARJORIE OELRICHS 


33 


Ing | 
f. 


> 


And you'll love it just as much, too, when 
you come in—weary—at the end.of the day, 
with your skin feeling as thick and drawn as 
the topdfadrum! — 


Patting new life into your face with the 
delicious‘ Pond’s Cleansing ‘Cream; removing 


- ‘the cream with the new Pond’s Tissues, soft 


as a butterfly’s. kiss; giving -your skin a final 
refreshment, with the new Pond’s Freshener 
—this will simply’ make your face over for 
the-evening—and your spirits, too! 

Another thing, This new Pond’s Freshener 
contains a special healing ingredient quite its 
own, which prevents any little roughness or 
soreness of the skin. So you need not fear its 
frequent use. 


7 ERE you ever so lovely as now? You 
look and.feel as smooth and. fair as a 

lily. Oh! But wait! There’s one more touch 
—the lily must be given an added pearliness, 


- a frosty glow,~before she faces the world and 


stoops to conquer it! - - De 


* Brush your skin ever-so lightly. over with 
the tiniest bit on your .finger tips of that ex- 
quisite finishing Cream Pond’s also-makes. Of 
course you know it—Pond’s Vanishing Cream. 
Feather-light, it gives your-skin an alabaster 
glow, an almost miraculous fieness and 
smoothness. 


Now you’re ready for your favorite rouge, 
your lipstick in a harmonizing shade, and 





your powder tinted to blend both with your 
natural coloring. Never did they go on so 
smoothly, so naturally—cling so long! 


Your skin looks perfectly lovely now, in its 
soft sheen of renewed youth. For these four 
products made by Pond’s are all the most deli- 
cate skin requires to keep the fresh, firm, un- 
lined quality of youth. 


If you use them faithfully every day, if you 
follow directions carefully, these same youth- 
ful looks may be yours, just as surely, in your 
maturer years. Send for the new Pond’s 
products. Read the offer below. 


NEW 14¢ OFFER—Send a dime and ¢ cents 
in stamps for samples of Pond’s Two Creams, 
Pond’s new Skin Freshener and Pond’s new 
Cleansing Tissues—enough of the latter two to last a 
week. Fill out and-mail the coupon. 


Tue Ponp’s Extract Company, Dept. Z 
107 Hudson Street, New York City 


Enclosed find dime and 4 cents in stamps 
for samples of Pond’s Two Creams, Skin 
Freshener and Cleansing Tissues. 


Name 





Street Mi a 2! 
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Floor fashion finds no higher expression today than that so superlatively shown in the 
latest creations of Armstrong’s designers — the new Embossed Inlaids. This dainty 


c4An Gmbossed Hoor in 
Rich Tapestry Gffect 


NCE more Armstrong’s designers offer 
something new for underfoot—an old- 
world tapestry motif in varied, softly 
blended colors. 

“I never saw such an exquisite floor!” women 
exclaim as they admire the feathery, hand-tooled 
effect, the subtle embossed texture. For never 
before has there been a floor material that 
would lend itself to such beautiful and unusual 
floor designs as does the new Embossed Inlaid 
Linoleum—an exclusive patented development 
of Armstrong’s designers. 

These new Armstrong Floors—decorators and 
architects call them the last word in linoleum 
floor design—have a texture you can see and feel. 
It’s real. But watch it under the play of sunlight 
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Above, Embossed No. 3151. 
Left, Embossed Inlaid No. 6028. 


or lamplight. Then it has a magic beauty unlike 
any other floor you know. 

Skilful combining of colors emphasizes this 
art texture, makes for freedom in design, for re- 
lief from ordinary machine-like pattern. Colors 
inlaid to the heavy burlap back assure perma- 


boudoir corner displays one of these exquisite floors—a rich tapestry 
effect, design No. 3056, actually embossed in low relief 


nence—floor beauty that won’t fade out or scuff 
off. A waxed surface that you can renew easily, 
that you can dust up jiffy-quick, promises spick- 
and-span floors with but little trouble. And the 
modern way of laying—cementing over builders’ 
deadening felt—guarantees a built-in floor to fit 
your room, quiet, warm, and good for a lifetime. 

Your local department, furniture, or linoleum 
store is now showing the newest Armstrong 
Embossed Inlaid Floors. The merchant will tell 
you the pleasant news that though these floors 
look more costly, they cost no more than the 
dull, uninteresting floors most people have appar- 
ently regarded as inevitable. 

New enlarged edition of Hazel Dell Brown’s 
popular book, “The Attractive Home—How to 
Plan Its Decoration,” is now ready. Full color 
illustrations. The latest hints on decorating. 
Free offer of Mrs. Brown’s personal help in deco- 
rating your home. Write to Armstrong Cork Com- 
pany,Linoleum Division, 2630 Mary St.,Lancaster, 
Pa., enclosing 10c in stamps. (Canada, 20c.) 


ARMSTRONG’S LINOLEUM 
for every floor in the house 


EMBOSSED ... jJASPE.. 
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Any house is deprived of half the joys of Christmas if it is not allowed to vaunt gay wreaths of holly or scarlet tmmortelles. 


Garlanding the Ftouse for (hristmas 


NY house will have good cause for feeling it- 

self neglected if Christmas dawns without 
having brought to it its share of cheery and 
sweet-smelling Christmasy delights—long ropes 
of laurel or ground pine on banister and cornice, 
festoons of holly or spruce on sconce and mantelshelf; jugs 
of hc'ly and bayberries on deep window sill and table; and, 
Wher: it may be glimpsed from the very threshold, a Christ- 
mas tree laden with the joys of real festivity —gleaming gar- 
land. of new tinsel, handfuls of starshine flung on its happy 
tous, tiny packages wrapped in shiny gold and silver 





pape: |, sparkling balls of green and red, ropes of snowy pop 
Corn ::ome-popped and threaded too. Indeed, any house is 
dep: .. ed of half the joys of Christmas if it is not allowed to 
vaui: gay wreaths of holly or scarlet immortelles at every 
sun’. windowpane, mistletoe above some doorway, and 


tall 1d candles to be lighted when the bulgy stockings 
are 1 \packed. 

I ', you must plan for the portal of your house. To 
pro\. that Christmas bides within, fasten a wreath of 
Spruce, accented by a cluster of gray-green cones, on 
your outer front door; or a flat bunch of holly may 
be s uffed under the knocker. And on each side of 
the door, on the step or the ground, a small green- 
tublied fir tree may proclaim the Christmas season. 
Often in the far rural districts a small fir tree is 
nailed to the house gate; in cities cheery holly 
Wreaths are hung instead on the iron balustrades 
that border the entrance steps. 

In:ide your house, in the hall, you may run ropes 
of green on the inner or outer side of the banister, 
Just below the handrail. Allow the garland to follow the 
Curve of the handrail, rather than to be looped. At the 
end, a piece of the green may hang straight down as an 
accent. If there is a ceiling light, this might be the 
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place to suspend the sprig of mistletoe; if there are wall 
sconces, a spray of holly or other Christmasy green may be 
laid back of the lights, in the curve of the brackets. Anda 
formal little tubbed fir may be set in the corner, sentinelwise. 
In the living room, where the whole family gathers, you 
will want to make a special effort for a festive appearance. 
Besides hanging a wreath in each window, and planning for 
the Christmas tree as the dominating spirit of the room, you 
may place a rope of laurel along the mantelshelf—or else just 
beneath its ledge, in which case the rope of green may be 
continued on each side to within a few inches of the hearth. 
Ropes of ground pine or laurel may be fastened above the 
windows, sprays of holly or other green may be laid in the 
curved arms of the wall brackets, and the flower bowls may 
be filled with Christmas greens. And if you have planned 
exciting gifts of furniture for the different members of 
the family—a butterfly table for mother, a small up- 
holstered armchair for Sue, a sewing box for Auntie 
Nan, and a high chair for little Bobbie—these may be 
placed under an especially festive Christmas tree, along 
with the children’s toys. 

And you will want Christmasy decorations in the 
dining room in honor of the holiday feast. A tiny 
trimmed Christmas tree may hold the central place in 
the middle of the table, a long rope of laurel may be 
laid along the wainscot top, a flat spread of holly may 
be put in the center of the sideboard between the lighted 
candles, wreaths hung in the windows, and flat festoons 
of green used for tie-backs on the curtains. 

But in planning all your Christmas decorations, let me 
sound one word of warning in the interest of the fineness of 
your decorative effects: Do not crowd your trimmings, do 
not interfere with the natural and uncluttered spaces of the 


(Continued on Page 100) 








Physical Perfection 
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EAUTY 


That Schoolgirl 


Complexion 


If you wish to gain them, follow nature’s laws—and, above all, this 


natural rule in skin care which has proved its effectiveness to the world 














In Paris, too, 
It’s now Palmolive 


Today in France, home of cosmetics, 
Palmolive is one of the two largest 
selling toilet soaps, having sup- 
planted French soaps by the score. 
French women, the most sophisti- 
cated of all women in beauty culture, 
by the thousands have discarded 
French soaps and adopted safe and 
gentle Palmolive. 















Palmolive Soap is untouched by human hands until 
you break the wrapper — it is never sold unwrapped 





IGHT living, right diet and proper exercise 

are the factors leading experts urge for physi- 

cal perfection. For skin perfection these experts 
urge natural ways in skin care. 


Thus, on expert advice, the artificial beauty 
methods of yesterday have largely been discarded. 


The rule for natural beauty, according to the 
day’s most eminent specialists, is the most simple 
of all rules in modern beauty culture—the skin 
cleansed thoroughly of beauty-destroying accumu- 
lations every morning and every night. 


The rule to follow if guarding a good 


complexion 1s your goal 


That means soap and water; but NOT just 
“any” good soap. A true complexion soap is 
meant. Others may prove too harsh. So, 
largely on expert advice, thousands use gentle 
Palmolive in this way: 


Wash your face gently with soothing 


KEEP THAT 


SCHOOLGIRL 


Palmolive Soap, massaging the lather softly into 
the skin. Rinse thoroughly, first with warm water, 
then with cold. 


If your skin is inclined to be dry, apply a touch 
of good cold cream—that is all. Do this regularly, 
and particularly in the evening. 


Use powder and rouge if you wish. But never 
leave them on over night. They clog the pores, 
often enlarge them. Blackheads and disfigure- 
ments often follow. They must be washed away. 


Avoid this mistake 


Do not use ordinary soaps in the treatment 
given above. Do not think any green soap, of 
one represented as of olive and palm oils, is che 
same as Palmolive. 


And it costs but 10c the cake! So little that 
millions let it do for their bodies what it does 


for their faces. Obtain a cake—then note the : 


difference one week makes. The Palmolive-Pcet 
Co., Chicago, Ill. 


COMPLEXION 


Decemt 


“The 
with a ti 
are sev! 
Straw 01 
don’t be 
see if 1 
barrels : 

Glorie 
before I 
easily e1 
it was n 
row to: 
must th 

There 
not thit 
bornnes 
major | 
heart. 
childish 
when h 
all, the 
of Cerv 
her. SI 
herself 


UDI 
bur: 
think o 
YO 
even re 
splendi 
“Oh 
don’t y 
silly v2 
superh 
“Ro 
excited 
though 
would: 
myself 
when | 
feeble! 
“Did ' 
ON 
listenis 
a | 
Pouls 
I'm g 
ae 
But 
broug!] 
The 
feeble 
face h 
glare | 
a) Be 
ita. 
men— 
rected 
are so 
so mu 
you n 
not | 
fear; | 
you | 
your 
patie: 
troub 
we d 
hurt 
the ¢ 
what 
was a 
and 
skins 
regre 
impr 
sary, 








ce ithe 


Laat oii 





December, 1927 


“The same in here. I seem to be in an empty room, 
with a table top in the center, mounted on barrels. There 
are several other barrels and kegs scattered around. 
Straw on the floor. Glorietta, this is a predicament! But 
don’t be afraid, dear girl. Wait a minute! I’m going to 
see if I can reach that little window by building up the 
barrels against the wall.” 

Glorietta waited what seemed to her to be several days 
before Poulson’s voice came to her again: “I reached it 
easily enough. It wasn’t quite so high as it seemed. But 
it was no use. The bars are iron, and the spaces too nar- 
row to squeeze through. Don’t lose heart, dear girl, I 
must think this out a little further.” 

There was a long silence. Meanwhile, Glorietta was 
not thinking of ways of escape. The fact that her stub- 
bornness had led them both into the very trap which the 
major predicted was being laid for them, tore at her 
heart. She recalled, with quivering lips, the futile and 
childish willfulness she had shown toward the major 
when he insisted upon accompanying her. Worse than 
all, the shame of her weak belief in the good intentions 
of Cervello, against all the apparent indications, crushed 
her. She knew, in her soul, that she had deliberately let 
herself be victimized by the romance of occasion. 


UDDENLY, almost in a fury against herself, Glorietta 
burst out, ‘‘Sidney, why don’t you tell me what you 
think of me! It would be a relief! Tell me!” 

“You know what I think of you, Glorietta,’’ came the 
even reply. “I’m frightfully in love with you. You’rea 
splendid girl.” 

“Oh, don’t say that, Sidney,” she pleaded. ‘“‘Why 
don’t you tell me what you must be thinking—that my 
silly vanity has led us into this mess? Please don’t be 
superhuman, Sidney.” 

“Rot, Glorietta,” was the calm reply. “‘ You’re getting 
excited. That won’t do. There’s nobody to blame, 
though I’d rather, when we get away from here, you 


wouldn’t tell anybody what an incompetent ass I proved 
myself when I let some brute smite me from behind, just 
when I had the situation well in hand. By George, that was 
feeble!” Suddenly the major’s voice fell to a whisper. 


“Did you hear a voice, or two voices, then?”’ 


“No,” Glorietta whispered back. They were both silent, 


listening. 


“Tt’s outside. I’m certain there’s somebody near,” said 
Poulson, at last. ‘‘ We'll know soon, if they’re coming here. 
I'm going to get up now, and look around some more. 


eS 


brought her to her feet, trembling. 


The door creaked and swung open, and a blaze of light— 
feeble enough, for it came from a queer kind of lantern, held 
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The Spanish Prisoner 


(Continued from Page 19) 

















‘“*“MAJOR! ARE YOU ALL RIGHT? LOOK AT ME!”’ 


laugh. The other man responded with a hearty guffaw. Then 
the man with the lantern continued: ‘‘ We wish to say that 
we shall now be forced to ask you and the Englishman to 
stay in this room for a short time, after which you shall both 
be free to go where you like. I am sure the Englishman will 
not be sorry to be with you, sefiorita.” 

After speaking these last words, with a leer of gallantry, 
the interpreter turned and left the room. Glorietta heard a 
fumbling, as of a key in a rusty lock, and then the sound of 
Poulson’s voice came to her. 

In another moment the major, rubbing his eyes, came 


But Glorietta heard no more. A sound outside her door into the room. 


‘*Glorietta!’’ was his first utterance. “I can’t see you; 
this light blinds me. Are you here?” 
“*Here, Sidney!’’ She came forward and grasped both his 


face high by one of two men, and yet it seemed like asudden hands. He gave them a little squeeze. Then he turned to 


glare from a searchlight in the darkness—blinded her. 
‘Tam so sorry, senor- 
ita,” began one of the 


the two men and began to speak in Spanish. Glorietta knew 
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what he was saying. He was calling down upon their 
heads the anathema of the British Empire, and including 
sundry threats of what would happen to their captors 
when he was able to reach the nearest consul. In reply, all 
he got was a sardonic grin from Sefior Juan Corcega, the 
bigger and fatter of the two bandits. 

“By George, that was silly of me, Glorietta!” grumbled 
the major. ‘“There’s no use threatening these ruffians. 
They’ve got the whip hand, and they’re in the wildest 
part of Spain. Wait, I can do better than that!”’ 

The major’s voice suddenly became extremely dulcet 
and cajoling. He delivered himself of a discourse which, 
whether it was grammatical or not, was clearly understood 
by Corcega, who nodded good naturedly throughout the 
harangue. 

** Bueno!”’ said the fat man simply, when the major had 
finished; and immediately he went out, hauled his com- 
panion with him unceremoniously, and shut the door. A 
grating noise indicated that the door was locked. 


“(\H, SIDNEY!”’ gasped Glorietta, ‘“‘there was just a 
moment, there, when I think you could have 
knocked them both down. And I—I would have helped 
you.” 
“T thought of it myself,” replied the major dryly, i 
“but I saw something which you probably didn’t see. All 
the time I was talking, the bigger brute had his hand on 
his knife. Ugh! These fellows are deadly with the 
cuchillo, Glorietta. No, it would have been suicide. And 
a foolish suicide, because I believe they really mean to 
dousno harm. The fat swine admitted everything, coolly 
enough, with that one word of his. I charged him with 
being every sort of crook in the calendar, and told him we 
knew his game perfectly—to hold us locked up until they 
finish with your father.”’ 
Glorietta sighed. Then the major, reaching out in the 
dark and finding one of her hands, pressed it encourag- 
ingly, and said: “I suppose we’d better be sitting down. 
hadn’t we? I’m sorry I can’t offer you a chair. The apart- 
ment is not well furnished yet. You see, I’m buying my 
furniture on the pay-out-of-income plan, and I haven’t any 
income.” 
““Sidney, you’re a wonder. You can actually joke about it! 
Oh, I’m so glad you’re here with me! I couldn’t have borne 
it another minute alone.” 
The major affected not to hear, but went on gayly, “‘Lack- 
ing chairs, I can offer you some very good straw. It hasa 
doubtful odor, but it’s that sort of straw, you know—Spanish 
straw. Spain is a wonderful country for odors. For ex- 
ample ——”’ 
“TISTEN!” A heavy door had creaked protestingly, and 
afterward slammed. Very faintly there came to the two 
pairs of alert ears the sound of voices. ‘‘ Wait!’’ whispered 
Glorietta. She stretched out at full length, and listened at the 
crack along the parti- 
tion. In a moment she 








men—and then he cor- 
rected himself to: ‘‘We 
are so sorry to give you 
somuch pain. Wemean 
you no harm, you shall 
not be hurt. Do not 
fear; within a few hours 
you shall be back at 
your hotel, if you are 
patient and give no 
trouble. It is even that 
we did not intend to 
hurt your companion, 
the commandant. But 
what could we do? He 
was armed with a pistol, 
and we prefer whole 
skins. Our very deep 
regrets that this short 
imprisonment is neces- 
sary, senorita.” 


"THERE was a prac- 
tical sincerity in the 
tones that offered a vast 
relief to Glorietta. She 
felt relieved enough to 
become indignant. 
“You have no right to 
treat us this way. Don’t 
you know that you will 
be likely to go to prison 
for this?” 

“Qué dice?” asked 
the stouter of the two 
men, to his companion. 

‘She says we shall go 
to prison for this,” ex- 
Plained the other, in 
































clutched Poulson. ‘‘Get 
down here, Sidney, and 
listen. Tell me what 
you hear—I don’t dare 
trust my own ears.”’ 

A few moments after- 
ward the major whis- 
pered back: ‘‘That’s 
your father’s voice. By 
George, he’s in the next 
room with those two 
scoundrels!”’ 

‘“Yes, that’s my 
father! Oh, Sidney, 
grab me and keep me 
from screaming! It’s 
dad! In the very next 
room! And I can’t 
reach him!”’ 

“Easy, little woman,’ 
Major Poulson made 
reply. ‘Don’t make a 
single sound. Your 
father will take care of 
himself.”’ 

Stretched out at full 
length on the straw, the 
man and woman, with 
an ear at that narrow 
slit which was made by 
the falling away ofa sill 
board, heard the com- 
manding voice of 
Colonel Erskine Feni- 
more: 

“‘Now, gentlemen, I 
don’t see what all this 
darned mysteriousness 








Spanish, with a staccato 


**‘NOT ON YOUR LIFE, KID! I TRIED THAT ONCE’”’ 


is about. Seems to me 
we could have been just 
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* How many ways 
do you serve 
this delicacy ? 


Dainty appetizers and cocktails 
—appetite-tempting soups—de- 
lightfully refreshing salads. Patties 
—omelettes—dozens of delicious 
vegetable and main course dishes. 
Really, there’s no end to the num- 
ber of ways you can serve Cali- 
fornia Canned Asparagus. 


And no matter how often as- 
paragus comes to your table, it 
always brings a variety and deli- 
cacy that make the simplest meal 
an “occasion.” 

Convenient ?—it is ready to use 
just as it comes from the can. 
Surprisingly economical, too—no 
trimming, no waste, and now costs 
less than it has for years. 

Order a supply of both tips and 
long spears today. Try some of the 
many suggestions in our recipe 
book. Then serve asparagus often 
for the healthful variety it will 
give you. 


Heres a delightful December dish 
ASPARAGUS OMELETTE 


Beat 4 egg yolks until light. Fold 
in stiffly Gaia whites. Heat 114 
tablespoons butter in skillet, pour in 
eggs. When set, place in oven § min- 
utes. Add California Canned Asparagus 
tips which have been heated and drained. 
Fold omelette and serve with parsley and 
remaining tips. 
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Canners League—Asparagus Section, Dept. 127 
451 Montgomery St., San Francisco, California. 

Please send me, free of charge, your recipe book 
** Asparagus for Delicacy and Variety”’. 
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as comfortable back there in Barcelony. 

But if you want to come down to busi- 
—shoot!”’ 

ness—shoo XIV 


HEN Colonel Fenimore and the priest 

arrived in Teruel, they did not go toa 
hotel, as the American expected. Instead, 
accommodations had been arranged in a 
private house in the new part of the city— 
that is to say, that part which lies outside 
the old fortifications. 

With much ceremony, the priest came 
to the colonel about midafternoon, and 
told him to get ready to come to the place 
where the transaction was to be consum- 
mated. The unknown place proved to be 
the least desirable in which the colonel had 
ever practiced commerce. First, they 
drove a long distance from the boarding 
house, and into a country which seemed to 
Fenimore, as it had seemed to his daugh- 
ter and the major, a fine location for a 
hold-up. The colonel clung to his bag and 
hoped harder. It turned cloudy, and the 
gloom of the surroundings was accen- 
tuated. Finally they arrived at a deserted 
shepherd’s hut, where the colonel was 
bade to make himself at home until his 
guide could get in touch with the principal 
through whom the business was to be 
done. The colonel was thus left alone, in 
this wilderness, for nearly two hours. 

At last it was dark. The guide re- 
turned and motioned the colonel to follow 
him. He could not see the path, and 
stumbled along over stones and roots un- 
til they arrived at their destination. ‘‘We 
are here!” exclaimed the guide. ‘Please 
to walk within!’’ The colonel walked 
within what seemed, so far as he could 
make out, to be a warehouse, and was in- 
troduced into a room, straw-covered, with 
several barrels strewn about, an impro- 
vised table in the center, on which were 
two tallow candles, shedding a garish 
light. Another man, unknown to the colo- 
nel, had joined them outside, and entered 
with them. The priest now introduced the 
third man. ‘“Sefior Felipe Garcigoya— 
Colonel Fenimore.’”’ Then he explained 
to the colonel: ‘‘This gentleman does not 
speak English. I will tell you what he 
says, and I will tell him what you say.” 

“All right, all right,’’ grumbled the 
colonel, staring around into the gloom. 
“But you can ask him first, for me, what 
the dickens all this monkey business is 
about? Looks to me as though we could 
have talked business in some office some- 
where, without coming out here like a lot 
of crooks.” 


HE priest translated the remark. The 

piggish eyes of the other man showed no 
emotion, but he waved a hand and re- 
torted: ‘‘Tell the American gentleman we 
are suspect. We must be careful. Does he 
not understand that Sefior de Santa Clara 
was a fraudulent bankrupt, and this money 
which he has on certificate of deposit in 
the United States, should have been used 
to settle his debts? Tell him that if this 
transaction comes to the police, we shall 
all be put in prison. Is he a fool that he 
does not understand that?” 

When the words were interpreted, the 
colonel shivered. He had not thought of 
the matter in just that light. His think- 
ing in the matter, indeed, had been incom- 
plete, as it sometimes was when he needed 
money. He really had not thought of 
Santa Clara as a fraud—that is a harsh 
word—but as a man in trouble—er—pos- 
sibly a man trying to—er—make the 
best of a business crash. It was too late 
to consider, now. He swallowed hard and 
replied: ‘‘I understand.” 

“Senor Garcigoya has the bag here,” 
went on the interpreter, “which contains 
the secret pocket with the certificates of 
deposit. We have obtained this bag at 
great trouble from the court official who 
had it in charge, on promise to pay him 
from what you shall give us. Do you 
understand?” 

“Yes. But ——” 

Suddenly the third man leaned over and 
pounded his fist on the table so sharply 
that the candles tottered, and the colonel 
nearly went backward from his barrel. 


The owner of the big fist spoke in Spanish, 
peremptorily. 

“He wants you now toshow themoney!”’ 
said the interpreter. 


Luckily, the three men did not hear the 
little “oh!” which was uttered by a young 
woman lying on the floor of the next room 
with her ear at a slim aperture, drinking in 
every word and syllable. They could not, 
of course, see the man who was near her, 
nor see him reach out and touch the young 
woman meaningly. 

“Oh, what do you suppose they will do 
when they know?” whispered Glorietta, in 
that next room. 

“Quiet, quiet,” whispered back the 
major. ‘Don’t worry.” 


The colonel fumbled his watch chain 
nervously, and coughed. Then he said, re- 
gaining his old commanding tone: ‘I told 
you I had something just as good as money. 
Yes, and better! You may never have 
heard of me, but you can ask anybody 
west of the Mississippi who I am. Feni- 
more—why, everybody in Southern Cali- 
fornia knows Fenimore! I’ve got the 
daisiest little real-estate development of 





the Coast, understand. In a few years 
it’ll be a hive of industry and a heaven of 
homes ae 

The man with the piglike eyes uttered 
an imprecation and laid his fist on the 
table again. 

“He wants to know why you don’t 
show the money,”’ suggested the priest. 

“Not money. Stock!”’ said the colonel. 
“Thirty thousand dollars’ worth of stock 
in the Bellemary Development, Incor- 
porated—and I’ve got ten thousand more 
to put on top of that, if you haven’t any 
courage!” 

“Stock, stock, stock!’’ repeated the man 
with the fist. ‘“‘What is this word stock?” 

“Tt is an English word. It means—I 
have head of livestock—cattle—horses,”’ 
explained the bewildered priest. ‘He 
speaks so fast I cannot follow him. It is 
about his stock.” 

“Look it up in your dictionary, fool!” 
commanded the leader. 





OLONEL FENIMORE gazed curi- 

ously while the interpreter thumbed a 
pocket dictionary —English-Spanish—un- 
handily. “It means—it means a bird with 
long legs,’’ he stammered. ;“‘ Ah, no, sefior! 
That is another word. It means—ah, as I 
said !—cattle and sheep. Alivestock. Cattle 
and sheep.”’ 

The other Spaniard shook his head in 
amazement. ‘‘You are a fool, Urbano. 
Always a fool. First, you say he possesses 
birds with long legs, and then cattle. You 
do not understand! Oh, if only that clever 
young Arturo Cervello were here! He 
could understand!” 

At that moment the body of Glorietta 
Fenimore, in the next room, twitched 
violently. She understood only the words 
“‘ Arturo Cervello’’—but that was enough. 
Those two words sank into her heart like 
two knives, and she felt crushed, humili- 
ated to sickness. It was Cervello, then, 
without the shadow of doubt, who had 
deliberately led them into a trap! There 


seemed little doubt of it before. There was 
no doubt of it now. He was a member of 
the Spanish Prisoner gang! 

Judging from the tone of the leader’s 
voice, Garcigoya was becoming impatient. 
He uttered some favorite oath and bawled 
to his interpreter: ‘‘Tell him to show us 
the money. We have no time to waste. 
Birds with long legs are all very well, but 
we want to see his cash. Tell him to open 
his bag and show us! Make it plain to 
him, Urbano, that we will stand no non- 
sense.” 

“The sefior asks me to tell you, Sefior 
Fenimore, that he wishes you to produce 
the thirty thousand dollars in money you 
have brought. He says we are in great 
hurry, and he will stand no tricks. You 
had better open your bag.” 

“Thirty thousand dollars in money!” 
exclaimed the colonel. “I did not say I 
had thirty thousand dollars in money. | 
will show you the stock, indorsed in blank, 
and I will make it payable to anyone you 
name. Of course, I don’t hand it over till 
I see those certificates of deposit in your 
suitcase. That’s fair, I guess.’’ The colonel 
opened his bag and took out a bundle of 
crisp paper, which crackled authoritatively 
as he unfolded one of the certificates. 
“There!” said the colonel, beaming upon 
his Bellemary stock with the eye of a 
proud parent, “I guess that’s as nice a 
proposition as you ever saw. Here’s the 
blue print of the development. Those 
corner lots ought to sell for fifty thousand 
dollars apiece when we get our stride. 
Every ten cents you put into i 

Suddenly the colonel stopped speaking. 
The door of the room had swung open, 
and a tall man, clean-shaven, very erect 
and with gleaming eyes, appeared. He 
held a pistol at arm’s length. 





" HAT is happening? Somebody else 
is speaking in Spanish!” whispered 
Glorietta to Major Poulson. 

“Wait! Don’t make a noise. I'll tell 
you,” was the reply. ‘“‘He says—wait — 
it’s the jefe! He says he has come to place 
them under arrest!”’ 

It was, indeed, the jefe de policia of 
Barcelona. There was somebody else be- 
hind him, to whom he said quickly: 
“Stand here! See that nobody gets out!” 
Then the jefe shouted in clear tones: 

“Juan Corcega, I arrest you in the name 
of the king and the police authority, for 
larceny. Urbano Balmes, I arrest you for 
the same offense. Do not move, or I will 
kill you where you stand! Sefor Feni- 
more, go outside! Wait for me.” 

“T have done nothing, Sefor Jefe,” 
Balmes began to whine. ‘“‘I have done 
nobody any harm. I was merely ——”’ 

“Shut your mouth!” ordered the jefe. 
“You have a knife in your faja, Balmes. 
a it on the floor! Take off your faja, 

so!”’ 

Sullenly the big man let the knife fall 
through his fingers to his feet. ‘‘ Not there! 
Kick it away!” shouted the jefe. 

Corcega made a move as though to kick 
the knife. Instead, with a tremendous 
spring, he knocked the barrels from be- 
neath the improvised table top, sending 
the candles and the lantern flying. The 
room went dark. The pistol cracked 
once—there was a cry of pain. To the 
listening ears in the adjoining room, it 
seemed as though several men were scul- 
fling at the doorway whence Colonel Fen!- 
more had just gone out. The air sizzled 
with oaths. The word “‘traidor’’—traitor — 
crackled out; then another sharp cry of 
pain. Then all was quiet. 


XV 


“TT’S no use!” said the major bitterly, 

after frantically clutching at every 
part of the door, without finding a grip for 
his fingers. ‘‘This old Spanish oak is like 
steel, and there isn’t a cleat or a knot hole 
I can find. If the room had been built for 
a prison cell, it couldn’t have been more 
efficacious. If we only had one of those 
barrels that are in the next room, I could 
reach the window.” 


(Continued on Page 40) 
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ABOVE 


“1 HAD BEEN TROUBLED with con- 
stipation, which resulted in stomach 
trouble, for many years. It hardly seemed 
likely that I could find anything that 
would help me. Finally a friend of mine 
who knew my condition, told me what 
Fleischmann’s Yeast had done for him 
and advised me to give it a good trial. I 
started eating three cakes every day and 
kept it up. I began to feel better after only 
a short time. My improvement contin- 
ued until I was completely well. I felt 
better, looked better, and found that I 
could eat things that before had caused 
severe indigestion. Fleischmann’s Yeast 
has literally done wonders for me and I 
find that, by eating it regularly, I can keep 
the good health it brought me.” 

F, A. Jerer, Former Secretary of State, 

Boise, Idaho 


“I was run down and nothing 
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Miss Marie Ursanek, Wyandotte, Mich. 


seemed to help me—” 


i \ "Wyandotte, Mich. 

UP To THE TIME when I began to notice advertise- 
ments in the magazines about the remarkable properties 
of Fleischmann’s Yeast nothing seemed to help me. 

“‘Like many others, I had got into a run down condition. 
I felt exhausted after my day’s work was over. 

“I decided to give Fleischmann’s Yeast a trial. If I were 
to write ten sheets they still would not be enough to ex- 
plain what wonders Fleischmann’s Yeast did for me. 

“Today I am in excellent health, and hope to continue 
that way by using three cakes of Yeast every day—regu- 
larly.” Marie Urbanek 


Ne in any sense a medicine, Fleischmann’s 

Yeast is a pure corrective food—every bit 
as fresh and wholesome as any 
vegetable from the garden. 
l'leischmann’s Yeast possesses 
to a remarkable degree the 
power to cleanse and stimulate 
the intestines. It causes easy, 
natural and complete elimina- 
tion of food wastes. 


As a result your blood 
Stream is purified. Your di- 

















gestion and assimilation are improved. Your } 


complexion soon reflects the radiance of health 
regained. 


Day by day, Fleischmann’s Yeast tones up 
your whole system. You feel as if you had re- 
discovered youth. 

Order two or three days’ supply of Fleischmann’s 
Yeast at a time from your grocer. Keep it in any 
cool, dry place. And write today for a free copy of 
the latest booklet on Yeast in the diet. Address 
Health Research Dept. G-93, The Fleischmann 
Company, 701 Washington St., New York. 
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“DURING a particularly busy summer in 
Chicago I began to lose that soft, clear 
complexion which is a woman’s most 
valued asset. Sallowness developed. I 
became haggard and tired. 

“My maid saved the situation. She be- 
gan to appear at my bedside each morning 
with a cake of Fleischmann’s Yeast dis- 
solved in a glass of milk. Soon I ate my 
three cakes every day. 

“Before long that tired feeling disap- 
peared, and I regained my soft, clear com- 
plexion. I am glad that Fleischmann’s 
Yeast is available and fresh in every city 
where I play.” 

Sopuie Tucker, New York City 
(the “ International Singing Comedienne’’) 




















This easy way 
to recapture Health 


Eat three cakes of Fleischmann’s Yeast every day, a cake 
before each meal or between meals. Eat it plain, in small 
pieces, or drink it dissolved in water—hot or cold—or eat 
it in any other way you prefer. For stubborn constipa- 
tion physicians recommend drinking one cake dissolved 
in a glass of hot water (not scalding) before meals and at 
bedtime. (Train yourself to regular daily habits.) As 
your system is strengthened by eating yeast, you can 
gradually discontinue dangerous cathartics. 
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“DUE TO the confining nature of constant work as a 
calender operator I became run down. I was consti- 
pated. My head ached continually. I ate little and 
slept less. I was so tired and worn out that I lost all 
my former interest in hunting and other outdoor sports. 

“A friend suggested that I try Fleischmann’s Yeast. 
I ate it for three months. Nothing could have im- 
proved my condition more! The headaches disap- 
peared entirely. Worry from constipation was at an 
end and I was again good for any outdoor exertion. My 
appetite improved, and I slept like a top.” 


Joseru P. Moore, Somerville, Mass. 








The bottle your 
baby will like! 


Its broad breast-nipple 


makes weaning easy 


‘[ HE mother who weans her baby 

with this bottle has a quick, easy 
change from breast-feeding to bottle- 
feeding. For the Hygeia Breast-Nipple 
is so like mother’s that baby takes, to 
it without fussing and fretting. 


And the Hygeia Food-Cell is so easy 
to clean! It washes like a drinking 
glass! No more worrying about 
fearsome germs, so difficult to re- 
move from the old-fashioned, nar- 
row-neck bottle. The Hygeia has the 
open, safe mouth. No funnel or brush, 
which is ofttimes a carrier of germs, 
is necessary. Every inch can be reach- 
ed with mother’s careful fingers. 


What is more, the breast-nipple 
can be turned inside out. You can 
see every bit of the surface and make 
sure it is clean! 


The double lip on the Hygeia 
Food-Cell keeps the Hygeia Breast- 
Nipple in exact position—function- 
ing perfectly—never collapsing, 
when properly given. 


Hygeia bottles come in individual 
_ cartons. Look for the name Hygeia 
on food-cell and breast-nipple. 





Don’t forget to buy Hygeia Rub- 
ber Covers for Hygeia Food-Cells. 
They keep baby’s bottle tightly 
sealed until feeding time. 


Approved by thousands of doc- 
tors. Used by hundreds of hospitals. 
Sold by drug stores everywhere. 








THE SAFE NURSING BOTTLE 
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(Continued from Page 38) 


“Are you sure you couldn’t reach that 
window by jumping, Sidney?” 

“T’ll try. Let’s see, it was—where was 
it?—I’ll follow the wall along. It ought 
to be five or six feet from the corner, on 
that side.” In the dark, Glorietta heard 
her companion leap several times, and fall 
back with a dull thud. Then she heard 
him say: “No use! I can’t make it. I 
think there’s a ledge there, but my fingers 
barely touch it. If it were only daylight !— 
Is it my imagination, Glorietta, or do I 
hear somebody groan now and then?” 

“T’ll listen at that crack again,” said 
the young woman. Then, after a silence, 
she said chokingly: “‘I don’t hear any- 
thing, Sidney, but perhaps—you’d better 
get down there and 4 

“What is it?” asked the man, quickly 
sensing some new source of trouble in 
Glorietta’s stifled utterance. 

“T thought I smelled—smoke.” 

“Tt smells like straw burning. Those 
rotters have overthrown the lantern or 
whatever lights they had, and it must have 
ignited the straw. And there is somebody 
in that room. I caught a faint groan as I 
smelled that smoke.” 





“N7OU’VE got to reach that window 

somehow,’’said the woman. “‘Couldn’t 
you reach it if you stcod on my shoulders, 
Sidney?” 

“T’m too heavy. You couldn’t stand 
my weight, Glorietta. But if you think— 
I'll pull off my boots - 

“There’s no time for that, Sidney. 
Quick!” 

With the horrible sensation that his 
boots were grinding into her delicate flesh, 
Poulson managed to climb up on the wom- 
an’s shoulders. She swayed unsteadily, 
but he felt her body grow taut, as she 
braced herself with hands outstretched 
against the cold stone wall. 

“T’ve got a hold! I can ease up my 
weight, now!” shouted the major. “There 
is a ledge about six inches wide here. But 
not wide enough for me to perch on. The 
bars—they’re firm—firm, Glorietta. There 
are—six bars! Can you stand it if I put 
my strength on them?” 

“‘T can stand anything! Go ahead, Sid- 
ney! This smoke is beginning to choke 
me.” She shuddered under his weight, 
and he knew she was trying to keep back 
a cough. 

Once more he lunged at the bars, and 
felt the girl literally shake under his effort. 
Then, with a cry of victory, Poulson 
shouted: “‘I’ve got it! I ———”’ The smoke 
in his nose and throat checked his words. 
But his weight was suddenly released from 
Glorietta, who fell forward against the 
wall, limp and trembling. 





HE next thing the young woman knew, 

her hands were suddenly seized. She 
heard, even from that distance, Poulson’s 
heart thumping. His hot breath came 
down to her, and she heard just one syl- 
lable: ‘“‘Come!’” And she only half 
realized, in her fainting condition, that the 
major was hanging down, above her, head 
down. He had managed to draw himself 
upward, balance himself on the narrow 
ledge, turn upon it, and get one leg across 
the sill. He had then reached down, and 
failed to find her. So, twisting his legs 
around each of the end bars, he threw 
himself backward and caught her hands. 
She felt herself being drawn upward. The 
smoke got into her lungs, she gasped for 
breath—and then she lost consciousness 
for a time. When she recovered her senses, 
she suddenly felt a refreshing current of 
air sweep over her. 

“Glorietta. My wonderful girl!” 

“Yes. Yes, Sidney!” 

The major, she saw, was beside her on 
the ground. Above them was a black hole 
of a window; beyond, and to the right, 
was another. 

Like a red Japanese lantern, with ver- 
tical black stripes across it, it gleamed in 
a halo of smoke. Suddenly the major 
uttered a sharp grunt of pain. 

““You’re not hurt, Sidney?” 


“N-no. It’s that Belgian leg of mine. 
{t’s still sensitive, and I landed hard on it 
when I let go the window ledge. No—I’m 
all right.” He rose, unsteadily, and tried 
to walk. ‘“‘By George, it hurts,” he ex- 
claimed. 

“But we're safe, Sidney. We're safe! 
I don’t know how you did it. You are 
wonderful !”’ 

“Don’t know how J did it! You’re jest- 
ing, Glory. I don’t know how you did it. 
But we’re not done yet!” 

The major began to limp painfully along 
the side of the structure. It was lighter 
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now. A flame had suddenly shot up 
through the roof, and had begun to crackle 
eagerly. 

“Where are you going?” cried Glori- 
etta, following him. 

“To the door where they brought us in,” 
was the reply. “‘I’m certain there’s some- 
one in there, wounded. There’s a chance 
to save him yet!” 


XVI 


T WAS from the rear window of the 

storehouse that they had dropped; the 
light which now soared upward from 
the roof gave intermittent views of the 
surrounding landscape, and was sufficient 
to indicate the way toward the front. 

By the time they reached the road 
which passed the structure, it was ap- 
parent to Glorietta that her companion 
was hobbling painfully. From the great 
doorway, which had been left wide open 
in the flight of the pursued and pursuers, 
the smoke was already rolling out in bil- 
lows, though with no flame visible. The 
sturdy construction of the building was 
evidently holding the fire temporarily 
confined to that one room, and to the 
roof above it. But the crackling of the 
roof timbers loudly announced the dry- 
ness of the woodwork, and the quickly 
impending fate of the structure. 

“T think I can make it! I’ll keep as near 
the floor as possible,” said the major, 
whipping off his coat. 

“Please don’t try it, Sidney!” begged 
Glorietta, seizing her companion by the 
arm. “It’s no use. You'll be suffocated 
in that smoke. It’s terrible to think of 
anybody being in there—but you can’t 
throw your life away.” 

“T don’t think it’s your father,” said 
Poulson. “I’m certain he got out. But 
even if it is one of those blackguards—gad, 
you can’t leave even a dog in a place like 
that. I won’t take any unnecessary 
chances, Glorietta, but I’ve got to make a 
try for it!” 

And before the woman could utter a 
further protest, Poulson had thrown him- 
self upon all fours and disappeared in the 
smoke. 

His first sensation was not, as he ex- 
pected, the entrance of smoke into his 
lungs, but a wave of stale air, so heavy 
that it was difficult to take a breath. 
“They would have left the door of that 
room open,”’ Poulson argued, as he crept 
along. “If I find nobody near that door- 
way, I can crawl back quickly. It would 
be no use to go on.”’ Already the smoke 
was tinged with yellow—and the odor was 
that of damp hay, smoldering. 


Glorietta fixed her eyes on that spot 
where the major had disappeared, and 
waited. 

“Will he come back?” ‘“‘Can he come 
back?” Glorietta kept repeating, half- 
fainting. She had no conception of the 
time which had elapsed, but it seemed a 
half hour. And then, as her eyes strained 
themselves at the spot where Poulson had 
disappeared, something white appeared, 
shrouded in the smoke. It flicked before 
her eyes a moment, and disappeared. She 
threw herself upon the mirage—and 
grabbed it. It was an arm. 

““My dear God!” cried the girl, with a 
fervency of gratitude she had never 
known. Without realizing what she was 
doing, she began to tug at the arm. The 
next thing she distinctly realized was that 
the arm rose in her grasp, and a figure 
loomed before her eyes. It was the major, 
and he had something in his grip. He 
floundered out of the smoke as far as he 
could, and fell. 


R a full minute both the major and 
his burden lay quiet. All Glorietta heard 
was a harsh gasping, as of someone trying 
to drink deeply of the air. She knelt down 
beside the two figures. It was lighter now. 
She could not see the major’s face, be- 
cause he was face downward, but a beam 
of light showed the features of the rescued 
man in clear relief. 

Stupefied, Glorietta stared into the face 
of Arturo Cervello! 

“TV’m—right! Come—away—farther— 
too h-hot here!” the woman heard the 
major saying, as he rose, choking and 
gasping. “‘Help me pull him along. Too 
weak !”’ 

She had to drag them both out of the 
widening radius of the heat—across the 
road, and up a slight slope, among some 
leathery-leaved, scrubby bushes. For sev- 
eral minutes there was not a word spoken. 
The major stared stupidly at the burning 
storehouse as though he were slightly de- 
mented—or were awakening from a sleep. 
Glorietta looked from the face of one of 
the men to the other—both now clearly 
seen in the towering glare. 

“Major!”’ she cried abruptly. ‘“‘Sid- 
ney! Are you allright? You look strange! 
Look at me!”’ 

“Yes, I’m all right,’ he replied dully. 
“T was nearly done for, though. Another 
minute would have been enough. Is he 
dead ?”’ 


“T DON’T know.” Her concern had been 

for the major, rather than for his bur- 
den. Even now, though she felt surpris- 
ingly little bitterness toward Cervello, it 
seemed of little moment. At least his poor 
young body had not been cruelly burned! 
She seemed to think no further than that. 
But the question came to her—did Sidney 
know whom he had saved? 

“It is Arturo Cervello, Sidney!’ she 
gasped. 

“Yes,” was the even reply. ‘I know. 
I saw his face in a flare of light. The poor 
devil. I hope they didn’t kill him. Some- 
how, I don’t hate him so much now, 
though I ought to hate him worse. Either 
the jefe shot him, or he was stabbed in the 
dark by one of those ruffians. We’d better 
see if he is alive. He was face down in the 
straw, near the door, or he would have 
been suffocated, anyway.” 

Cervello was still living, they found. 
Poulson started to turn back Cervello’s 
coat, and then uttered an exclamation of 
surprise: 

“Great Scott, Glorietta. 
knife in him!” 

It was so. Glorietta could see the hilt of 
a knife projecting from the coat, just in 
front of Arturo’s shoulder. 

“He isn’t bleeding much,”’ went on the 
major. “‘We’d better leave that knife just 
where it is, for the present. It certainly 
hasn’t struck any vital spot. We'll have 
to stay here till daybreak. Then I’ll try to 
get assistance.” 

As they looked at Arturo, his eyes sud- 
denly opened. A faint smile came upon 


He’s got a 
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why it doesn’t scratch. This is an important protec- 
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for hair health 


Glover’s Combination 
Scalp Treatment 
ends the infec- 
tion that causes 
yore A and 
thin, lifeless hair 






HOUSANDS have found this Com- 

bination to be the safest and surest 

way to eliminate dandruff—to bring 
back the thick, glorious hair of youth. 


Great hair and scalp specialists, barbers and 
hairdressers prescribe it where other treatments 
have failed. One famous authority says: “As a 
treatment for the scalp in eradicating dandruff 
and restoring vitality to the hair cells, I rank 
Glover’s Combination Scalp Treatment among 
the best prescriptions known to science.” 


Glover’s does far more than just dissolve 
loose dandruff. It is a medical treatment. It 
scientifically destroys the infection that breeds 
the dandruff scales. Thoroughly it cleanses the 
hair cells and restores life and vitality to dor- 
mant glands below the scalp’s surface. Circu- 
lation is instantly stimulated. Old, dead hair 
is loosened. The scalp tingles with new life. 
The hair grows thick, lustrous and healthy. 


Your druggist sells Glover’s Combination 
Scalp Treatment. It consists of Glover’s Im- 
perial Mange Medicine and Glover’s Imperial 
Medicated Soap. 


Make these two purchases now. Continue 
the use of Glover’s Mange Medicine occa- 
sionally after definite improvement in hair 
growth and health is seen. And always 
shampoo with Glover’s Medicated Soap—the 
perfect scientific shampoo for every member 
of the family. 


GLOVER 
COMBINATION 


SCALP TREATMENT 


95c at all Drug and Dep't Stores 


A free booklet by Dr. H. Clay Glover ‘'How to Have 

precio i Hair and a Healthy Scalp’ wili be 
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cated Soap. 
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his mouth. Then he seemed to see Glori- 
etta’s face gazing down upon him, and a 
wild expression of incredulity and super- 
stition glistened in his eyes. He tried to 
cross himself hastily. “Maria.” 

“Don Arturo!” cried Glorietta steadily. 
“Do you know me? Miss Fenimore!’ 

He smiled again. But his eyes were 
glassy. 

“Miss Fenimore do you understand? 
Did—did Colonel Fenimore go out with 
the jefe?”’ She was speaking the question 
uppermost in her tortured mind. 

“The colonel went out—went out—he 
has gone out,”” answered Arturo. “Yes, 
he has gone out.” 

AVIT 

| eh to his own resources, after Major 

Poulson and Glorietta had gone in the 
taxi, Freddie Fenimore browsed around in 
the vicinity of the Hotel Universal until 
hunger informed him that it was dinner- 
time. He strolled back to the hotel 
through narrow streets that were unac- 
countably becoming lively and colorful 
with laughing, rollicking young people and 
with older folks, grave of countenance, but 
still with a kind of holiday air. On every 
street corner there was a singing group, 
with someone strumming a stringed in- 
strument. Little knots of delighted spec- 
tators were watching solo dancers; and 
here and there a whole party was going 
through the measure steps of a country 
dance of Aragon. 

““They act like it was Saturday night in 
Fort Dodge, Iowa,’ murmured Freddie. 
“There’s something big going on, sure.” 
He looked at his watch. It was past 
seven. ‘“‘Sis said she would be back at 
seven—but there’s no telling.”’ 

When Freddie entered the Universal, 
the place had a changed aspect. It was 
overrun with guests and visitors and 
campers. They were still arriving as 
Freddie stood irresolutely in the hallway. 
The dress of the men reminded him of a 
musical comedy. The women were not so 
gayly appareled, but they had more per- 
sonal beauty; and Freddie fed his eyes on 
some of the loveliest young female faces— 
oval, olive-tinted, with long black lashes 
half-concealing provocative eyes of sloe— 
he had ever seen. 

““Gosh!’’ he told himself, ‘‘where do 
they live! I haven’t seen any of these 
beauties before, and it seems like I’ve been 
in Spain a year.” 


HE visitors from the outlying villages 

were making themselves unaffectedly 
at home all over the hotel. Some of them 
were cheerfully adjusting themselves to 
spend the night on the bare floor. Others 
were quite modestly making all necessary 
toilet adjustments on the stairs. 

In the midst of this pushing, squirming 
crowd Freddie made a rather pathetic, 
wistful figure. Some of the pretty girls 
were looking at the American youth ro- 
guishly from behind their shawls and fans; 
some of the men hailed him with rough 
geniality. But Freddie knew not a word 
of the language, and was forced to bow, 
choke, sputter and otherwise show his 
gratitude for small favors. Some of the 
peasants had brought their own food and 
botas and botijas of wine; and when they 
saw the lonely American standing help- 
less among: them they offered him a shat 
of their food and drink. Freddie shook his 
head, bowing low and mumbling ‘Not 
on your life, kid! I tried that once. You’re 
only trying to see how dumb I am!” 

A great gong rang. Freddie rightly sur- 
mised that it was mealtime, and supped 
on a stew too plentifully supplied with 
garlic. At nine o’clock Glorietta and the 
major had not returned, and Freddie be- 
gan to feel, not alarmed, but as uneasy 
as Freddie was by nature calculated to 
feel about anything. 

“You haven’t seen my sister, have 
you?” asked Freddie of the proprietor 
when he got a chance at that busy man, 
who seemed to be holding stakes on cer- 
tain lively betting. Sefior Flassa, innocent 


of Freddie’s meaning, but accepting Fred- 
die’s proffered cigar with great joy, patted 
the young man on the back and replied 
with a torrent of encouraging but mean- 
ingless language. Whereupon Freddie 
went upstairs to his sister’s room, and 
found it, on opening the door quickly, the 
scene of a female party trying on new 
underskirts. Then, more gently, he pushed 
open the door of Poulson’s room and saw 
that the major’s bed was occupied by a 
party which, hastily viewed, seemed like 
three adults and four small children. 

““My goodness!”’ cried Freddie, leaping 
back. ‘‘Glory and Poulson have lost their 
rooms! I’d better go look at mine!”’ He 
did, and found that the room was occu- 
pied by a party of young musicians, one 
of whom was sitting on the bureau, clad 
in Freddie’s bath robe and assailing the 
strings of a guitar with alcoholic verve. 

““Say!’”’ cried Freddie, ‘‘this is my 
room! I’msorry, but you’ve got to get out 
of here!”’ 

They all stared at him, rose, and shook 
his hand and patted him on the back. One 
of the young men, much the worse for wear, 
tottered over and seized the huge bota and 
indicated that it was at the disposal of the 
stranger. “‘I may as well,”’ said Freddie. 
He took a long drink. Then he took an- 
other. 

When he awoke he was alone. “Lord, 
how my head aches!”’ he said dismally. 
“IT wonder what day is it? And what 
year?’’ There was music in the street, and 
a loud hurrahing. ‘‘ Whee! How my head 
aches! I wonder if the major and sis got 
home during the night? If they did, they 
must have been surprised.” 


UT when Freddie cautiously investi- 
gated the rooms which had been taken 
by his sister and Poulson he found them 
quite empty, with no signs that either of 
them had been there during the night or 
morning. A few perfume bottles and some 
boxes of powder had been liberally in- 
vestigated by the intruding occupants, 
but nothing was missing so far as the 
young man could judge. 
As soon as Freddie got down into the 
street he knew that something really im- 
portant was going forward. The crowd 





swept him along with it. At intervals a 
group would separate and form a tight 
knot in the middle of the road, and some 
frenzied, stentorian voice would deliver a 
brief harangue. This usually ended in 
cheers. Cheers for somebody, Freddie 
knew; for he always heard the same 
words: ‘El Conde Saltilla!’’ 

Freddie heard aright. The crowd was 
cheering for that noble count, that wise 
and benevolent rootlet of royalty, that 
sage and disinterested patriot who had 
presented the citizens of Teruel with a 
three-year-old bull with which to make an 
Iberian holiday. 

Along the Calle Francisco the crowd 
bore Freddie Fenimore. The Plaza was an 
utterly different place from what it had 
been when Freddie Fenimore first saw it. A 
rude fence had been built part way around 
it—a ramshackle fence which would not 
have kept a determined sheep impounded. 
For the rest, oxcarts, wagons and carriages 
had been backed in, one against another, 


so as'to form a barrier. One space of ten 
or fifteen feet had been left open, and 
through this the bull would be led to his 
fate. In this spacea few half-grown young- 
sters were practicing flip-flops. 

In a rude but stouter inclosure, off a 
the cathedral side of the Plaza, was th | 
bull. He had arrived during the night 
and all night long he had been prodded 
and poked, insulted and cheered, until his 
bloodshot eyes had the devil in them. 

For a while Freddie made the rounds of 
the outskirts, wondering whether a proffer 
of money would get him through to the 
front line. He wisely decided thatit would | 
not. 

At that point in his wanderings he came | 

to a narrow alleyway and investigated it. 
It was a mere slit of a passage; ending 
abruptly at a high wall. But in a sort of 
alcove at the end, Freddie saw a ladder. 
He glanced around to see if anybody was 
looking, and then deftly removed the 
ladder from its brackets. Not daring to 
take the ladder out into the square, 
Freddie brought it halfway along the 
passage, stood it against the side of the 
house, and climbed up. To his delight, 
the Plaza was almost wholly spread before 
his eyes. 





HERE was a tumultuous roaring from 

the throats of the mob, and Freddie 
knew that the bull was being brought up. 
Some hats—not very good hats—sky- 
rocketed into the air and fell in the arena. 
Suddenly the bull appeared, entering 
Freddie’s field of vision on the gallop. 

The bull made straight for the fountain, 
undoubtedly believing that it was his 
gilded brother on top which had been 
prodding him all night; saw his error, 
turned, and began to paw the earth. Then 
came into the arena his first adversary — 
a big man with a bright borrowed cape of 
pink, and a handkerchief around his head. 
He shouted something at the bull, some- 
thing uncomplimentary, without adoubt 
something too unpleasant for three-year- 
old bulls to hear, for the bull upset all 
expectations by suddenly walking in the 
other direction. The big man followed, 
shouting; and this was where he made the 
first mistake of the bullfight. He followed 
the bull too briskly. The animal abruptly 
turned, caught the man neatly on his 
horns and tossed him ten feet in the air. 
Cape, man and knife came down like a 
bullet, and lay quietly in the arena. 

But the bull was quickly attacked from 
another quarter. A second amateur, 
slightly groggy in the underpinnings, 
stumbled up to the bull and seized him by 
the tail. The crowd yelled its displeasure. 
The bull lowered his head and would have 
charged had not a new aspirant for inter- 
ment been at his heels. 


HIS new amateur was a little blond 

man with bowlegs and, it seemed from 
Freddie’s perch, with a black bandage 
over one eye. From the roar of approval! 
which greeted his entrance, it seemed that 
he was well known, and highly esteemed 
as a prospective corpse. He had a ragged 
blood-red cape, or undershirt—Freddic 
could not make out—which he flaunted in 
the bull’s face with the abandon of « 
regular professional; or, perhaps, simpl\ 
of a lunatic. The bull bellowed and 
charged. The small man sprang deftly) 
aside, and the animal obligingly followed 
the red shirt. Tremendous applause! Th: 
bull pawed the ground reflectively, walke: 
backward a few steps and charged again 
Again the bowlegged hero swerved asid 
but this time the bull stepped on th: 
shirt, and the halt was so sudden for th: 
man that he lost his balance and fell. In 
stantly he rose and pulled at the shirt i 
an effort to recover it. If he had been : 
professional bullfighter he would have | 
the bull play with the shirt while he wer 
out and bought another one. But this wi 
presumably his only red shirt, and |: 
wanted it. So he pulled until the anime: 
looked up to see who was doing all this 
pulling. And by this time the bull had 
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of dirt-loosening naptha. Naptha is a wonderful cleanser. It is the 
basis of dry cleaning. It is harmless—yet it loosens dirt like magic. 
Grease fades before it. 

You can smell the naptha in Fels-Naptha. It is worked into the soap 
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by the special Fels-Naptha process—held there by the same active 
cleansing elements that give Fels-Naptha its golden color. It stays in 
until the bar is down to its last thin sliver. You always get the extra 
help of this balanced blend of soap and naptha. 


Whether you use washing machine or tub, let this extra help work 
for you. Fels-Naptha is so effective that it cleans beautifully in cool, 
lukewarm or hot water. Or, if you choose to boil your clothes, Fels-Naptha 
works unusually well. 


And remember, Fels-Naptha is safe, bland and mild—a soap that 
is kind to your hands as well as your clothes. Order from your grocer. 


FELS & CO., Philadelphia. 
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Instantly Soothing 


This wonderful new preparation gives relief to 


your duit tee smomani you apply it 


ny. of two wonderful 
skin restoratives which it 
contains—Jergens Lotion softens 
a rough or chapped skin in a few 
applications—instantly draws 
out any feeling of dryness or 
smart—whitens the skin and gives 
it a lovely suppleness. 


Every time you have had your 
hands in water—use Jergens Lo- 


tion. 


The transformation will delight 
you. You will find that even 


though you use your hands con- 
stantly during the day, you can 
keep them white, silky-soft— 
lovely to look at and touch. 


Jergens Lotion is wonderfully 
pleasant to use, for it leaves no 
stickiness—your skin absorbs it 
at once. 


Get a bottle of Jergens Lotion 
today and see what a real friend 
it can be to your hands! Fifty 
cents at any drug store or toilet 
goods counter. 


J ERGEN S rorron 


Made by the 
makers of 
Woodbury’s Factal 
Soap 


Now—the large-size trial bottle—FREE! 





Tue Anprew JerceEns Co., 3023 Alfred Street, Cincinnati, Ohio 


Please send ag aia 4 new, large-size trial bottle of Jergens Lotion, 


and the booklet, ‘‘ Your Skin and its Care.” 


If you live in Canada, send to The Andrew Jergens Co., Ltd., 3023 Sherbrooke 
Street, Perth, Ontario. 
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found that it was not a nice embroidered 
silk cape, but a shirt. Disgusted, he left 
the shirt and started for the man. Then, 
rather late in the day, the man began to 
run. In fact, he ran fast. And, in spite of 
his bowlegs, he was nimble. He ran 
toward the crazy fence which had been 
erected on that part of the arena nearest 
to where Freddie perched. His intention 
was to vault the fence, but the bull was 
too close. So he swerved aside just before 
he came to the barrier. It was cleverly 
executed. The man escaped, and the bull 
struck the fence with a resounding smack, 
and the fence went down. The crowd, 
jammed in all around, somehow managed 
to fall away a little from that spot—those 
who did not fall down in trying. And 
those who fell were not gored, but merely 
trampled; and the bull kept on going, due 
south, in the general direction of Valencia 
and Freddie Fenimore’s alleyway. 


Ea bull, having madea brave dash into 
the middle of the street, stopped and 
took account of stock. He had so many 
victims to choose from that it puzzled his 
bewildered head. 
Then, as though he 
suddenly decided to 
call the whole busi- 
ness off and take a 
rest, he turned a hope- 
ful eye toward Fred- 
die Fenimore’s alley- 
way and trotted 
toward it. It un- 
doubtedly looked to 
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the horns. Then it flashed upon him that 
he was the possessor of a pistol. He went 
into his hip pocket and drew the weapon. 
Never having shot a bull, his mind worked 
swiftly on the proper procedure in such 
events. 

He had heard sportsmen say that the 
place to aim at a deer was just behind 
and below the shoulder. As it happened, 
the exact spot was being presented to him 
now. Freddie put the pistol muzzle within 
a few inches of the bull, closed his eyes, 
and pulled the trigger five times. 

In that instant Freddie had the exultant 
feeling that he had performed an important 
service, a worthy deed. He felt that he 
had saved the women—and he undoubt- 
edly had. They swept down upon him, and 
the older woman had him in her arms. 
She cried something vehemently thankful 
a Spanish and planted a kiss full on his 
ips. 

At the moment when she finished this 
performance, Freddie recognized her, even 
remembered her name. It was Dojfia Fer- 
nandez—a woman who had given him her 
lunch on the train to Teruel. 

Meantime the infuriated populace had 
arrived. ‘He has killed our bull! The 
Englishman has killed 
our beautiful bull!”’ 
cried the crowd, look- 
ing desolately at the 
remains of their pres- 
ent from the noble 
Count Saltilla. Some- 
body reached from 
behind and struck 
Freddie on the shoul- 
ders viciously. 

“Here! What’s the 











the toro like an ave- 
nue of escape. 

At the same moment two women, racing 
across the street to get away from the 
beast, also chose Freddie’s alleyway as a 
quick exit. From his perch, Freddie could 
see that one of the ladies was past middle 
age, and stout, while the other seemed to 
be much younger. Both women in- 
stinctively raised their skirts to make 
better time, with the result that they dis- 
played both agility and hosiery, and 
gayly colored petticoats, besides. And 
one of the petticoats being a bright red, 
the bull was instantly convinced that he 
had selected the right place to begin his 
departure. 

The two women entered the alleyway 
about twenty feet ahead of the bull, en- 
couraged by cheers from the crowd, and 
by impulsive shouts from Freddie to the 
effect that they had better hurry. En- 
grossed by this exciting chase, Freddie 
forgot that the bottom end of his ladder 
was planted in the middle of the narrow 
alleyway. He did not observe this fact 
until he looked down and saw the women 
fly past him. Then, seeing that there was 
not room for both the ladder and the bull, 
the young man hastily started to climb 
down. But he started too late. 


HE bull had not seen the ladder at all 

in his wild flight, so that he made no 
attempt to dodge it. He was interested in 
the red petticoat just ahead of him. So 
one of his horns neatly caught a ladder 
rung, and both the ladder and Freddie fell 
on his back. It stopped the bull. He had 
been attacked from the sky. He skid- 
ded against the side of the building, half 
rose on his hind legs, and tried to shake off 
this strange weapon which had assailed 
him. He shook Freddie easily enough, for 
Freddie had fallen clean through the lad- 
der and slipped sideways from the bull’s 
back, landing on his feet. But the ladder 
would not shake. It merely twitched 
across the alleyway, obliquely, and stuck. 
Meanwhile the two women had reached 
the end of the alley and stood there limp 
with fright, waiting for the bull to break 
the ladder and charge them. It was clearly 
death for one or both of them as soon as 
the beast broke the ladder. 

Freddie understood it too. For a brief 
space he threw away all thought of his 
own safety, and wondered whether it 
would be of any avail if he should try to 
leap on the bull’s back and grab him by 


matter with you, you 
poor fish!”’ cried Freddie, detaching him- 
self from the Dofia’s embrace. ‘Look, 
Mrs. What’s-your-name! Tell this crowd 
to get away from me! What’s the matter 
with ’em?”’ 


- HE Englishman has killed our beau- 
tiful bull! Kill the Englishman!” 
bawled the crowd. 

Freddie began to clutch the sense of the 
demonstration. He might be a hero to 
Dona Fernandez and her young com- 
panion, but in the eyes of the crowd he 
had committed a worse crime than murder. 
He had committed several crimes, each 
one worse than the other. He had mur- 
dered that beautiful black bull, the gift of 
the Count Saltilla—the only bull presented 
to Teruel sports in two or three years. 

“He has shot our bull, our lovely bull! 
Hang him! Give him the cuchillo!”’ cried 
the mob. And that is precisely what they 
meant to do. 

Dojfia Fernandez understood only too 
well the temper of the crowd. To protect 
the young man, she fairly enveloped him 
in her embrace, meanwhile flashing a thou- 
sand sparks from her eyes, and scolding the 
crowd with a stream of limpid discourse. 

There was something about the Dona 
which the crowd respected. Some in the 
throng may have known her, and there- 
fore whispered it about that it would not 
be safe to take too many liberties with the 
lady. But the probability is that he: 
powerful, commanding maternal appear- 
ance, coupled with the fact that women o! 
her type are greatly respected in Spain, 
saved Freddie’s life until the civil guard 
came, on the run. 


si HAT is this? What is this?” cried 

a guard, drawing his sword and 
presenting the flat of it, delicately, toward 
the crowd nearest Freddie and the Dona. 

“He has killed our bull. He shot him!”’ 
roared the crowd. 

“T am Sefiora Barbara Fernandez, wife 
of Hilario Fernandez, of whom you have 
heard,” explained the woman to the guard. 
“This young man shot the bull to save my 
life and that of my daughter. He is a for- 
eign gentleman and does not know our 
ways, nor does he speak our language.” 

‘“‘He should not have shot the bull!” 
declared the guard quickly. The guard 


(Continued on Page 47) 
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HERE’S a certain something in every Chry- 
sler—‘‘52,”’ “62,” “72,” or Imperial “80” — 
that appeals irresistibly to women who drive. 


Not merely the ultra-smartness of design, the 
allure of charming colors, finest of fine uphol- 
stery, and distinctive appointment — 


But rather the effortless ease of handling, the 
restful comfort of saddle spring type of seat 
cushions, the instant vision of all instruments 
grouped under one artistic, indirectly-lighted 
panel, the responsiveness and certain safety of 
Chrysler brakes and the happy feeling of 
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utmost freedom from all mechanical cares. 


See the new models. Select the body style you 
want and make any test you wish. 


With four great Chryslers in the four great 
price classes, it is now exceedingly easy to select 
any model of Chrysler—according to your needs 
and taste—with certainty of receiving the su- 
preme value for your money. 

a 


Chrysler dealers are in a position to extend the convenience 
of time-payments. Ask about Chrysler’s attractive plan. 
All Chrysler cars have the additional protection 
against theft of the Fedco System of numbering. 
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Upper body black; lower body and wheels spruce green. Striping, gold 
and ivory. Upholstered in finest quality mohair of grey-green tones. 
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[his , improved, finer Willys- Anig t 


Now attains new and unprecedented 
heights of excellence. Higher speed, 
flashier acceleration, your choice of beauti- 
ful colors — all at no increase in price! 


ECIDEDLY, the extraordinary im- 
Tt) provements on the Willys-Knight 

more than ever justify its title of 
“For those who want the finest!” 





blended. They are fitting complements 
to the low, graceful Willys-Knight bodies, 
adding beauty of color to beauty of design. 


As always, this splendid car brings you 
the important exclusive advantage of the 
Willys-Knight engine—the only type of 
engine that actually improves with use. 


Leading the field in fine motor car advan- 
tages, the finer, improved Willys-Knight 
now assures you of even greater power, 
even more speed and even quicker pickup. 
Other important mechanical improve- 
ments include Bohn-Nelson pistons and 
full pressure oil feed to the piston pins. 


The longer you drive, the smoother, 
quieter and more powerful grows the cel- 
ebrated sleeve-valve engine. 


Be sure to see this improved, finer Willys- 





And you may have your choice of many 
beautiful color combinations, in both ex- 
ternal finish and upholstery—distinctive 
ensembles of rare taste and artistry. 


All of the new color combinations are 
lastingly attractive, rich and harmoniously 





ey 
Another of the many beautiful 
colorcombinations nowavailable, 


WI LLYS-KN 1G 


THE ENGINE IMPROVES WITH USE —IN 





Knight—the car which is setting new 
high standards of design, beauty, luxury 


and surpassing performance. 


“40” Willys-Knight Six, $1295 to $1495. Willys-Knight 
Great Six, reduced prices $1850 to $2695. Prices f. 0. b. fac- 
tory and specifications subject to change without notice. Willys- 
Overland, Inc., Toledo, Ohio. Willys-Overland Sales Co., 
Ltd., Toronto, Canada, 


SMOOTHNESS, QUIETNESS AND ECONOMY 
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1s a lover of the immortal sport himself, 
d saw no excuse for such barbarism as 
reddie’s. ‘‘Besides, he should not have 
ad a pistol! It is against the law!” 
“You should take him before the 
calde, then, at once,’’ insisted Dona 
ernandez. ‘If he has disobeyed the law 
i any way, it is not for this gang of 
uffians to punish him. You are to up- 
hold the law, officer!” 
Then to her daughter: ‘Run and find 
our father quickly! Ask inthe wine shop, 
jear the corner. They will know where he 
is, Tell him to come to the alcalde’s house 
at once.” 


"THE alcalde was an elderly, nearsighted, 

dyspeptic gentleman, with the pointed 
beard and flowing mustache such as Gus- 
tave Doré gave to Don Quixote; an un- 
usually sprightly old gentleman given to 
clean linen, soap and water. He was not 
enthusiastic about bulls. He regarded 
bullfighting as indecent, bullfighters as 
miscreants, and followers of the sport as 
idiots and loafers. So far, so good, for 
Freddie. But unfortunately the alcalde 
had other cherished dislikes. One of them 
was for foreigners, and another was for 
young men about Freddie’s age. 

The sudden appearance of a vengeful 
mob, crying violently for the punishment 
of Freddie Fenimore, made the old gentle- 
man furious. ‘Out! Out of my house!”’ 
he cried as the crowd swarmed 
in. ‘Officers, drive that filthy 
mob outside. What do you 
want of me? You have 
broken in upon my reflec- 
tions—and upon a_ holiday 
too! Who is this young man? 
What are these ladies doing 
here?”’ Then, recognizing 
Dona Fernandez, whom he well 
knew, for her husband was one of the al- 
calde’s few intimates, he rose and bowed 
politely. ‘Respected Donia, what means 
all this? How are you concerned with this 
rabble?” 

The lady told the story colorfully, shed- 
ding copious tears as she described the nar- 
row escape of herself and daughter from 
the bull. 

“T shall not punish the young man for 
killing the bull,’ said the alcalde. ‘For 
my part, I wish he had killed all the bulls 
in Aranjuez and Andalusia. Neither shall 
I praise him, except that, if you say your 
life and that of the senorita was in peril, he 
served you a good turn.”’ 


EFORE the lady could reply, the crowd 

at the doorway was violently thrown 
back, anda giant of a man, swarthy, moon- 
faced, and with a great shock of ruffled 
hair, dashed into the room. Behind him 
was the lithe, beautiful girl whom Freddie 
had saved. 

“Ah, my husband!” cried Dona Fer- 
nandez. “It will all be well now,” she 

tid to Freddie in English. 

“My friend Hilario!’’ said the alcalde 
lacidly, holding out his hand, but not ris- 
ig. “Forgive me, friend. It is one of my 
eumatic days.” 

Hilario Fernandez saluted the alcalde 
ortly, then turned to his wife: ‘‘Is this 
e young man?” 

She nodded; and an instant afterward 
\e giant had Freddie in his arms and was 
olently kissing him, first on one cheek 

and then on the other. 

“You are like a son to me!” he bawled, 
peaking English with very little accent. 
My wife and daughter—you have 
ived them both. 

“Don’t be afraid; I’llsee that this crowd 

iS Satisfied.” 

Turning to the crowd which filled the 
doorway and flowed out into the great hall, 
*ernandez cried in a terrific voice: ‘You 
shall have a new bull! You shall have a 
better bull! You shall have the best and 


fiercest bull ever seen in Teruel! No 
capeon, understand. No novillo! A real 


bull, from the criadero of the Marqués de 
Villamarta. Thus you will get two cor- 
ridas instead of one! What do you say to 


——__ 






that?’’ Turning to Freddie, Fernandez 
said: “‘I have promised them a new bull. 
How’s that?” 

“How much would a good bull cost, 
d’ye think?” replied Freddie nervously, 
reaching for his pocket; but before Fer- 
nandez could answer, the crowd was in a 
frenzy. ‘‘Bravo!”’ ‘A Villamarta bull!” 
“For next Sunday!” ‘‘The young Eng- 
lishman is all right!’ “Long live Eng- 
land!” 

“T never bought a bull,’’ whispered 
Freddie gently, tugging at this big man’s 
sleeve. ‘‘Do they cost much?” 

“Tt will cost you nothing,’’ was the re- 
ply, accompanied by a resounding whack 
on the shoulder, meant to be affectionate, 
but proving almost a calamity. ‘“‘Haven’t 
I told you that you are like a son to me, 
my boy? I know Americans, and I know 
America. I love them both, and I have 
reason to love you. Have you thanked 
him, Arizona?” 

“ Arizona!”’ cried Freddie, as the young 
woman shyly approached him, with her 
hand outstretched in good American fash- 
ion. “Is that your name?” 


*“T WAS born in Arizona,” was the reply, in 
just as good Americanas Freddie’sown. 
**So I was named for that state. Oh, I 
wish I were back there again! I don’t like 
it over here. But I do thank you again 
and again. My father 4 
At that moment a servant came bound- 
ing into the room. 
“Pardon me, excellency, but there is 
a man at the dcor, covered with 
blood!” 
““Covered with blood! Tell 
him this is no hospital. What 
does he want of me? Is he 
one of those crazy bull bait- 
ers?” 
The man answered for himself. 
A tall figure, not covered with blood, 
but with a smear of dried blood across one 
side of his face, and apparently with a 
flesh wound on the left side of his fore- 
head, appeared at the doorway. He was 
hatless and covered with dust and dirt, 
yet there was something dignified and 
military in his carriage. He bowed and 
said politely, “‘I apologize for annoying 
you, excellency. Iam Guillén Pallisé, chief 
of the police of Barcelona. I was here day 
before yesterday, and requested assist- 
ance from your local forces to help me 
get some criminals. Your men did not ap- 
pear, and I had to go with one man alone. 
I * 
“You have been wounded, sefor?”’ 
“Tt is nothing. A bullet, fired in the 
dark, grazed my head. But everything 
has gone amiss. My man is missing, and 
I fear he has been killed. An Englishman 
and a young American woman are missing, 
also, and are probably in great distress. 
This, excellency, because of your failure to 
assist me. 
‘*And the men I was after are two of 
the worst rascals in Spain.”’ 
“I gave orders ———”’ began the alcalde 
petulantly. 


* O DOUBT, excellency. But the 

orders were not obeyed. I now ask 
you to give me no less than three well- 
armed men at once, men used to the rough 
mountain country. I wish them to be 
mounted, and I must have a horse for my- 
self. God knows how I have got here! My 
clothes are half torn off, as you see. I beg 
pardon, ladies, for intruding on your con- 
ference, but you will understand. I have 
seen this young man before somewhere!”’ 
The jefe had turned to Freddie. 

Fernandez translated quickly what the 
jefe had told. 

“It’s my sister and Major Poulson he 
means!” cried Freddie. ‘I'll go along with 
them. They’ll let me, won’t they?” 

“T’ll go too,” said Hilario. “I'll finda 
horse for each of us. You shall come home 
with me at once. At what time do you 
leave, sefior?”’ he asked of the jefe. 

“T need food and drink. Then as soon 
as the men are ready!”’ 


(Continued in the January Home Journal) 
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Today there is no need for using drugs. 
you can now drink a pure food beverage called 
Ovaltine that gives you instant, restfu/ sleep. 
Doctors everywhere recommend it not only 
because it induces sleep in a natural way, but 
also because they value so highly its special 
concentrated food properties which build up 
and restore your tired mind and body as you 
sleep. You don’t wake up feeling “logy”’. 
Morning finds you a new woman. 
fresh, clear-eyed, buoyant. Youthful in looks 
andspirit. Youhaveenergy tocarry you through 
the day and the evening’s social activities. 


© 1927 
T. W. Co. 





From Switzerland, a pure food-drink that usually 
brings instant all-night sleep . . . and all-day energy 


ACCEPT THIS 3-DAY TEST 


When you go to bed do your nerves stay up? 
Do you sometimes lie for seemingly endless 
hours, utterly unable to relax? 


so, don’t ever take drugs in order to sleep. 


lor even non-habit-forming drugs never give 
vou restful sleep. They always make you feel 


“logy ~ 


and dull the next day. 
For 


’ 


You are 


We offer you here a 3-day test. To let you 
prove what we claim. We want you to note 
not only how well you sleep, but note also how 
well you feel the next day. 


Why Ovaltine brings restoring sleep 


Firsr—It digests very quickly. Even in cases 
of impaired digestion. 
Seconp—It supplies your system 
with certain health-building essen- 
tials which are often missing from 
your daily fare. One cup of Oval- 
tine has actually more food value 
than 12 cups of beef extract. 
THIRD 
usual power of digesting 4 to 5 
times its own weight of other 
foods you eat. 
goes on speedily and efficiently. 


Ovaltine has the un- 





Hence digestion 


OVALTIN 


Builds Body, 






Brain and Nerves 
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(slorious Sleep 


Instantly—this natural way 








































































As a result frayed nerves are soothed because 
digestive unrest, the main cause of sleepless- 
ness, 1S Overcome. 

This is why,when taken at night, a cup of hot Oval- 
tine brings sound, restoring sleep in a natural way. 


Hospitals and doctors recommend it 

It is the special food properties of Ovaltine 
and absolutely nothing else—that bring its won- 
derful results and popularity. It has been used 
in Switzerland for 30 years and is now in univer- 
sal use in England and her colonies. During the 
great war Ovaltine was served as a standard 
ration to invalid soldiers. 

A few years ago Ovaltine was introduced into 
this country. Today it is used in hundreds of 
hospitals. More than 20,000 doctors recom- 
mend it. Not only for sleeplessness, but because 
of its special dietetic properties, they also recom- 
mend it for nerve-strain, malnutrition, back- 
ward children, nursing mothers and the aged. 
Many take a cup of Oval- 
tine two or three times a day 
for its natural stimulation. 


A 3-day test 


All druggists sell Ovaltine in four 
sizes for home use. Or they can 
mix it for you at the soda foun- 
tain. But to let you try it we will 
send a 3-day introductory pack- 
age for 10 cents to cover cost of 
packing and mailing. Just send 
in the coupon with 10 cents. 





Now more than 
20,000 doctors 
vecommend Ovalline 





I have suffered with sleep- 
lessness for two years. The 
first night I took Ovaltine 
I could feel my nerves re- 
laxing in about ten min- 
utes. I slept for the first 
time in two years without 











1 was on the verge of 







waking and the next day 
did not even desire to lie 
down. 
Mrs. Jos. Lebenstein 
Vallejo, Calif, 








a nervous breakdown 








when I discovered 
Ovaltine. Now I am 
able to sleep at night 
and feel fine the next 
day. It seems to give 
me renewed energy. 
Mes, John Schmidt 
Norwood, Ohio 

















Send for 3-day test 


meray 

THe WanpDeER Company, Dept. H-6 
180 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 

I enclose 10 cents to cover cost of packing and mail- 

ing. Send me your 3-day test package of Ovaltine. 
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One package to a person 
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HE contest closes December 31. There is yet 
time to enter. But don’t delay another day! This 
announcement will not appear again. 


If you haven’t already made the 30-day test of 
Postum, begin today! Use Postum as your mealtime 
drink in place of caffein beverages! Note the effects 
on your nerves—your sleep—your digestion—your 
general health. Decide, from results, what you think 
of Postum as a regular mealtime drink. Sit down and 
write us a letter about “What the 30-day test of 
Postum has done for me.” Your letter may win $1000! 


This contest is open to you, whether you are a new 
or a lifelong user of Postum. 


Or, if you prefer, write a letter about Instant 
Postum made with milk, for children. What an ideal 
drink this is!—made from whole wheat and bran, 
plus all the body-building nourishment of milk. A 
real “grown-up” drink which every child can have! 
A drink prepared instantly in the cup! And a drink 
which every child likes immediately—even those who 
dislike milk alone. Mothers everywhere are enthu- 
siastic about this drink—because it is so convenient 
—because it is so economical—but chiefly because it 
is warm and nourishing and wholesome and de/icious ! 
Tell why you think this is the best hot drink for chil- 
dren! Win one of the big prizes for such letters! 


In addition, there is a third group of prizes for let- 
ters on the subject, “How I make Postum—and why 
I like it best made my way.” Postum comes in two 
forms, you know—Instant Postum, prepared in- 
stantly in the cup with boiling water or hot (not 
boiled) milk, and Postum Cereal, prepared by boil- 
ing, or in a percolator. These are exactly the same 
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Last call to enter 
POSTUM § 


10000 


, PRIZE CONTEST 


‘‘What the 30-day test of Postum 
has done for me’’—a letter not ex- 
ceeding 300 words in length. First prize, $1000; 
second, $500; third, $250; fourth, 3 prizes of $100 
each; fifth, 4 prizes of $50 each; sixth, 5 prizes of 
$25 each; seventh, 10 prizes of $15 each; eighth, 
25 prizes of $10 each; ninth, 35 prizes of $5 each; 
tenth, 35 prizes of $3 each; eleventh, 68 prizes 
of $2 each; twelfth, 146 prizes of $1 each. 


“Why I think Instant Postum 
made with milk is the best hot 
drink for boys and girls’’—a letter 
not exceeding 300 words in length. First prize, 
$1000; second, $500; third, $250; fourth, 3 prizes 
of $100 each; fifth, 4 prizes of $50 each; sixth, 5 
prizes of $25 each; seventh, 10 prizes of $15 each; 
eighth, 25 prizes of $10 each; ninth, 35 prizes of 
$5 each; tenth, 35 prizes of $3 each; eleventh, 68 
prizes of $2 each; twelfth, 146 prizes of $1 each. 


‘“How I make Postum—and why 
I like it best made my way’’— 
a letter not exceeding 300 words in length. First 
prize, $1000; second, $500; third, $250; fourth, 
3 prizes of $100 each; fifth, 4 prizes of $50 each; 
sixth, 5 prizes of $25 each; seventh, 10 prizes of 
$15 each; eighth, 25 prizes of $10 each; ninth, 35 
prizes of $5 each; tenth, 35 prizes of $3 each; 
eleventh, 68 prizes of $2 each; twelfth, 145 prizes 
of $1 each. 


The Judges 


U. S. Senator Royal S. Copeland, M. D., former 
Health Commissioner of New York City; Alice 
Bradley, Food Editor, Woman’s Home Com- 
panion; Sarah Field Splint, Home Economics 
Editor, McCall’s Magazine. 
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drink when ready for the table. But some people 
will have nothing but Instant Postum, while others 
prefer Postum Cereal—think it has a better flavor. 
Furthermore, there are differences of opinion as to 
the proper strength of Postum—some like it strong, 
others weak, others ‘“‘medium’’. Postum users ex- 
periment until they make it to suit their individual 
tastes. How do you make Postum? Why do you like 
your kind best? $1000 for the best letter about this! 


This is your last chance to enter Postum’s $10,000 
prize contest. Read the rules on this page—then 


act, today! | 
RULES 


1. You may write on any one or all of the subjects, and submit 
as many entries as you care to. 


2. Write the subject at the top of the first page of each manuscript 
you submit. 


3. Write plainly on one side of the paper only. Neatness counts. 
4. Write your name and address on each manuscript. 


5. In case of ties, each tying contestant will be awarded the full 
amount of each prize tied for. 


6. Contestants agree to accept the decisions of the judges as final. 


7. No communications will be acknowledged, and no manu- 
scripts will be returned. 


8. Employes of the Postum Company, Inc., are not eligible. 
9. Address envelopes to P. O. Box 604-A, Battle Creek, Michig:n. 


10. Manuscripts must be received before 5 p.m., December 31,1927. 


. (Prizes will be awarded, and the names and addresses of prize 


winners announced as early as possible in 1928.) 


This contest is not limited to residents of the United Stat: 
it is Open to everyone everywhere. 
© 1927, P. Co., inc 
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Pastum is one of the Post Health Products, which include also Grape-Nu'ts, 
Post Toasties, Post’s Bran Flakes, and Post’s Bran Chocolate. Your grocer sells 
Postum in two forms—Instant Postum, made instantly in the cup, and Postum 
Cereal, the kind you boil. If you are not one of the millions who now purchase 
Postum, you may obtain a sample of either Instant Postum or Postum Cereal by 
addressing the manufacturer. 
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The Earliest (ghristmas Books 


(Continued from Page 14) 





0 maid, O maid, with 
your glove and your 
mace, 

Pray come unto this 
door and show your 
pretty face, 

For we are trulyweary 
of standing in this 
place. 

To you a wassail! 

Aye, and joy come to 








keptasa fast. Imag- 
} ine the dissatisfac- 
“4s tion and grumbling 
to which such a de- 
cree gave rise! It 
resulted in much 
breaking of the law, 
of course, and also 
in much pamphlet 
literature. 

In 1648, for in- 








our jolly wassail. 


O master and mistress, if you are so well 
pleased 

Pray set all on your table, your white bread 
and your cheese, 

And put forth your roast beef, your porrops 
and your pies. 

To you a wassail! 

Aye, and joy come to our jolly wassail. 


O master and mistress, if we’ve done any 
harm, 

Pray pull fast this door and let us pass 
along, 

And give us hearty thanks for singing our 
song. 

To you a wassail! 

Aye, and joy come to our jolly wassail. 


To know what other ballads these revel- 
ers sang we must search through the popu- 
lar literature of their day. Even Caxton 
himself most probably printed collections 
of them, though not even a fragment has 
survived. 

Printers must have published hundreds 
of editions of Christmas carols in the six- 
teenth century. We know of: A godly 
hymne, or caroll for Christmas, in 1579; 
Godlie Carolles, hymnes and _ spirituall 
songes, in 1580. Seven years later ap- 
peared: A book of Carolles set forth by 
Moses Powell; and, toward the end of the 
century, Christmas Delights, and another 
called The Praise of Christmas. To the 
tune of When Pheebus did rest. 

At the approach of the Christmas sea- 
son these ballads were hawked about the 
streets and, you may be sure, readily 
found eager purchasers. 


Herrick, the Great ©arol Writer 


VEN the old theologians tried their 
hand at this form of composition; wit- 
ness one of them, Thomas Becon. About 
1560 he wrote: A newe Dialoge betwene 
thangel of god and the Shepherds of ye 
felde, concerning the Nativitie & byrth of 
Jesus Christ our Lord and savior, no lesse 
Godly than swete and pleasante to reade. 
|‘ntries in the household accounts of the 


Tudor sovereigns show that carol singing 
prospered throughout the sixteenth cen- 
tury. The festival of Christmas was en- 


riched in the seventeenth century by 
poems which are included in collections of 
carols, though they were probably written 
to be read rather than sung. Milton, 
Crashaw, Southwell, Ben Jonson, George 
Herbert, George Wither—all these poets 
wrote splendid carols. But for sheer 
beauty the greatest carol writer of the 
Seventeenth century was undoubtedly 
Robert Herrick. 

With the death of the first King 
Charles all Christmas jollities were 
frowned upon by the sober Common- 
wealth. In 1644 the Puritans forbade any 
merriment or religious services, by Act of 
Parliament, on the ground that it was a 


_ They ordered that it be 


stance, was pub- 
lished: Canterbury 
Christmas; or, a True Relation of the In- 
surrection in Canterbury on Christmas 
Day last, with the great hurt that befel 
divers persons thereby, written by a Citi- 
zen there, to his friend in London. This 
pamphlet gives an account of the sub- 
sequent proceedings after the Cryer of 
Canterbury had upon Wednesday, Decem- 
ber 22, ‘‘by the appointment of Master 
Mayor, openly proclaimed that Christmas 
Day and all other superstitious festivals 
should be put downe, and that a Market 
should be kept on Christmas Day. Which 
being not observed, (but very ill taken 
by the Country) the town was thereby 
unserved with provision and trading very 
much hindered; which occasioned great 
discontent among the people, caused them 
to rise in a rebellious way.” 


Ghristmas Acquitted 


ANY such pamphlets must have been 

issued at the time, but very few have 
survived. Among the rarest of these, as 
well as one of the most remarkable, is 
The Examination and Tryal of Old Father 
Christmas; printed in London in 1678, 
after the reéstablishment of Christmas 
festivities by Charles II. In this quaint 
little volume, written in the form of an 
allegory with a Bunyanesque flavor, “‘one 
old Christmas was commanded to be 
brought to the Bar, then was a Jury for 
Life and Death to be impaneled.” ‘‘The 
Judge was called Judge Hate-bate, the 
Sheriff’s name was called Leonard Love- 
peace,’”’” and so on, every name being 
allegorically appropriate. 

In the end, needless to say, Christmas 
is properly and completely acquitted, but 
is cautioned by the judge that “for avoid- 
ing all such scandals as have been cast 
upon you, for the future, do think fit to 
admonish you, that you remember your 
Office is not so much to feast the Body, 
as to refresh the Soul, by thankful and 
pious Meditations.”’ The “jolly Old Father 
Christmas” agreed to the terms imposed, 
and has never been brought up for trial 
since! 

In the eighteenth century Charles Wes- 
ley wrote that best known of all carols, 
Hark! the Herald Angels Sing. 

For the most beautiful and moving 
pictorial representations of Christmas, 


you must, as I said before, search the early ., 


missals, most of them executed long be- 
fore the invention of printing. These 
illustrations of the first Christmas are 
rendered with an appealing tenderness 
and charm found nowhere else. 

The unknown painter—the historians 
of art call him the Master of Zwolle, after 
his native place—whose miniature we re- 
produce (The Nativity, to be found on 
page 11, this issue) was one of the many 
whose little pictures in the ancient manu- 
scripts reveal a delicacy and understanding 
not surpassed by the greatest masterpieces 
of any time. 








CLEAN 


Your dentist will 
urge you to use a 
dentifrice for one 
reason only —to 
keep your teeth 
clean. If you think 
your teeth or gums 
need treatment for 
any disease, don’t 
expect a dentifrice 
to cure you—go to 
your dentist at 


once, 
-~(@ 
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S a very little girl—when her mother first 
showed her how to clean her teeth—it was 
Colgate’s that she squeezed out on the brush. 


Today—a grown woman with teeth perfectly 


preserved—she still uses Colgate’s. Her 
smile is as radiant as ever. It flashes 
a clear message to you and everyone 
else anxious to keep teeth healthy and 
attractive for years to come. 


Choose your dentifrice on the basis of 
results. Follow the lead of those who 
have already kept their teeth sound for 
years. Simply adopt for your own use 
the dentifrice most popular among 
people with well-preserved teeth. 


In this country, and in foreign 
countries the world over, you will find 
thousands and thousands of men and 
women who began using Colgate’s ten, 
fifteen, even twenty years ago, and 
whose teeth today are exceptionally 
sound and beautiful. 


Many of these people are grateful 
enough to write to us. Some send their 
photographs also. Each day the post- 
man brings a few more letters to add to 
an already bulging file. 


Many of these letters are from users 
who have brushed with Colgate’s 
for at least a decade. We could fill the 
pages of this magazine with quota- 
tions from them—sincere, unsolicited re- 
ports from people proud of the sound- 





MILE 
hasnt aged a day 
in 18 YEARS 


Like others who have used this 
dentifrice, her teeth are sound 
and beautiful beyond the average 
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Miss Sanders, as she was in 1909 


ness and attractiveness of their teeth. 

There is nothing mysterious about 
these enviable results. The men and 
women fortunate enough to secure them 
did nothing that you cannot easily do 
yourself. They visited their dentists for 
periodic inspections. And they used 
Colgate’s. 

In such a vital matter as the care of 
your teeth, could there be any safer 
guide than the actual experiences of peo- 
ple like yourself? 

So, for lovely teeth—for teeth that 
make your smile the social and business 
asset that it should be—ask your drug- 
gist today for Colgate’s. Or, if you 
prefer, try the free sample offered in 
the coupon. 


FREE SAMPLE OFFER 








Colgate & Co. 
Dept. 202-L, 595 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 


Please send me a sample. 
Name 


Address. 
In Canada, Colgate & Co., 72 St. Ambroise St., 
Montreal 
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They gained 2% pounds extra 


in a single month 





How a group of underwezght 
children were quickly built 
up with a delicious food- 


drink 


Mothers know that normal children 
should gain one-half a pound a month. 
They should also approximate a cer- 
tain weight for height and age. 

Underweight—failure to gain—are 
danger signals. 


Recognizing this, the authorities 
at the Jefferson School, Roxbury, 
Mass., sought a way to build up a 
group of underweight children. It 
was decided to give them Horlick’s 
Malted Milk regularly every day. 

In one month an average gain of more 
than three pounds per child was made— 
2% pounds more than the average in- 
crease! 


This result was more than dupli- 
cated at the Manhattan Trade School 
for girls, New York City. 


What it gives your 
child to grow on 


Numberless times Horlick’s Malted 
Milk has brought about results like 
these. 


It supplies, in a form children love, 
certain valuable food essentials which 
authorities urge for growth and 
health. 


Regularity counts in getting the best results. 

Give your children ‘* Horlick’s’’ at the same 

time each day—either as an after-school 
lunch, or at definite meals 


First, the precious ele- 
ments of fresh, full-cream 
cow's milk—including 
the vitamins which pro- 
mote growth. 

Second, the extracts of 
barley and wheat, dextrin 
and maltose, so high in 
easily assimilable food 
value; also essential minerals. 


Why it builds up quickly 


Thus an ounce of Horlick’s Malted 
Milk contains all the nutritive ele- 
ments of a full glass of fresh cow’s 
milk—plus other valuable factors not 
contained in milk alone. Mixed with 
milk, it has double the health and 
strength giving values of cow’s milk. 

But it is much more easily digested. 
No tough curds form in the stomach. 
It is quickly turned into rich red 
blood and firm, strong tissue. You 
will note results in your child in a 
surprisingly short time. 


You can be sure 


And you can be sure that your chil- 
dren are getting the purest and most 
wholesome of ed 

Horlick’s is the original malted 
milk. Made in the country under 
ideal sanitary and hygienic condi- 
tions, by theexclusive Horlick process 
which retains all the vital elements 
of fresh milk, barley and wheat. 


For more than a third of a century 
it has been endorsed and prescribed 


A nourishing, delicious table drink for adults. Induces sound 
© ? sleep if taken before retiring. An ideal food beverage for in- 


H. M. M. 
Co., 1927 


valids, convalescents, nursing mothers, the aged and infirm 


by the medical profession. Your fam- 
ily doctor can tell you about its purity 
and reliability. Ask him. 

Make this test 
Buy a package today and start giving 
your children Horlick’s Malted Milk 
systematically, at least once a day. 
They will love it with meals or as an 
after-school lunch. 


Weigh them before you start and 
every week afterwards. Keep a rec- 
ord of their progress. If your children 
are underweight, but free to gain, a 
substantial weight increase should 
occur in a short time. 


If your children are of normal 
weight, give them Horlick’s Malted 
Milk to fortify them against the 
energy demands of work and play, to 
build up resistance against illness— 
and because they like it so much! 


Prepared in a minute at home 
Sold everywhere in hermet- 
ically sealed glass jars 





Horlick's Malted Milk is sold in both 
natural and chocolate flavors in powder or 
tablet form 


Reile Rsttétson Mar. | 





Underweight —the 
danger signal 


The great authority on child health, |.. 
Emmett Holt, estimated that there are /v- 
tween 8 and 10 million underweight ch'- 
dren in the United States. Children ‘w/o 
are not getting a square deal,”’ he caliiii 
them. He meant to emphasize the dan 
of underweight—the fact that someth:s. 
is usually wrong, either lack of proj 
nourishment or a physical defect. If you 
child fails to gain, see a physician 


FREE SAMPLE 


and WEIGHT CHART 

Horuicx’s Mattep Mixx Corp. 

Dept. A-3, Racine, Wis. 
This coupon is good for one sample of either 
Horlick’s Malted Milk (natural flavor) or Hor- 
lick’s Chocolate Malted Milk and one Weight 
Chart for keeping a scientific check on the 
weight of your child. 


Check sample wanted (] Natural O Chocolate 
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The Smart Woman Chooses These 


For Business or General Wear 


LARES and plaits, plaits and flares, with an 
P occasion plain, straight skirt thrown in for 

good measure—such is the story of the smart- 
est daytime dresses for general wear, as told on 
this page. Both Nos. 5565 and 5584 are partic- 
ularly good for the larger woman, since the absence of a belt 
at front in the first and the long lines of the tuxedo front in 
the second tend to give that much-desired effect ofslenderness. 
Although the backs of both skirts are plain, sufficient sitting 
Toom is allowed by the double box plaits that continue from 
the pockets of No. 5565, and the looseness of No. 5584’s over- 
dress, which permits the skirt to fall back when the wearer is 
Seated, No. 5565, in navy wool Jersey, with plaid silk tie 
and cuffs and a plain belt of self-fabric at back, comes in sizes 
16, 36 to 48. An additional touch of smartness is seen in the 


A = 
coe 


hat, made of one of the new plaided felts, to match the plaid 
of the tie and cuffs. Brown kasha makes No. 5584, sizes 16, 
36 to 52, with slip of matching silk crépe, brown suéde belt 
and ribbon bands in a brown and beige print. 

No. 5542 furnishes a fetching example of one of the many 
manifestations of the flare. The dress, of a soft tweed fabric, 
is in one piece, with snug-fitting hip line, slightly bloused 
bodice, and skirt cut circular all around. Tie and sleeve 
bands are of black satin, while one of the new link belts 
completes the costume. Sizes 16, 36 to 42. 

That plaits are of equal importance with flares for general 
wear is proved by No. 5531, of beige crépella, with brown 
satin facing lapel and side drapery and making the cuffs. 
The lower part of the blouse fits closely around the hips in 
girdle effect, and the skirt is plaited all around. Sizes 16, 36 


to 42. A charming compromise between the full skirt and 
the plain is seen in No. 5583, with the straight back offset by 
the wrap-around drapery of the front. Of green cashmere, 
with plaided cashmere in the same color making top of 
blouse, the joining of the two materials in pointed outline 
lends a touch of the unusual. Sizes 16, 36 to 46. 

To add to the trim chic of such delightful costumes, Paris 
sends us accessories like those sketched at lower left and 
upper right. Of the three hatpins at lower left, the first is of 
cut crystal, with rose-colored stones and a silver tassel. Cut 
emeralds and dull gold make the second, and pink and white 
pearls and rubies the third. 

An amusing bird’s head, of composition, makes the first 
umbrella handle at upper left; ivory, brown snakeskin and 
gold the second, and a semi-transparent composition the third. 





Patterns may be secured from any store selling Lapies’ Home Journat Patterns; or by mail, postage prepaid, from the Home Pattern Company, 18 East 18th Street, New York City. 
Dresses, 60 cents; Coats, 45 Cents; Blouses or Skirts, 45 cents; Children’s Patterns, 30 cents. 
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oer Fashionable Afternoon Frocks 
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To- Make the (hristmas Season Merry 





ITH the dawn of winter and long, cozy 
\ \ afternoons indoors, the daytime dress of 
formal genre comes into its own. For 
smart, attractive designs, easy to make, yet em- 
bodying the latest laws of style, the woman who 
is wise chooses from among the six delightful frocks above. 
One thing they all have in common—the diagonal treatment 
whose endless variations play so prominent a part in the 
present fashion picture. No. 5596 shows it in the line of the 
draped girdle; Nos. 5561, 5557 and 5581 in the bodice; No. 
5590 in the skirt, and No. 5571 in both skirt and bodice. 
Velvet in a rich ruby red would be stunning for No. 5596, 
sizes 16, 36 to 46, with a crystal buckle to hold in place the 
girdle and skirt drapery. Or, if preferred, black velvet might 
be used, with white satin for neckband and lining of jabots, 
as sketched. Satin—extremely popular this year—in one of 














the numerous shades of blue that lead the color range, would 
be charming for No. 5561, sizes 16, 36 to 44. The jabot and 
girdle section are cut in one piece, and the skirt has three 
godets at one side. Matching buttons on sleeves and at side 
of girdle constitute the only trimming. Black crépe romain 
would be smartly appropriate for No. 5557, with its wide, 
set-on bands at front of bodice and side drapery on skirt. 
Sizes 16, 36 to 42. A shoulder bouquet of red snowdrops— 
made of feathers and inclosed in a large ivy leaf of varnished 
green material—adds the finishing touch of chic. 

Crépella in two shades of gray—also a fashionable 
color—makes No. 5571, sizes 16, 36 to 44. The skirt is 
molded closely to the hips, with the pointed, set-on section 
cut circular all around. No. 5581 may be richly alluring in 
two shades of soft brown velvet, or a combination of plain 
and printed velvet, with a circular front section in the skirt 


5581 


providing the flare. Black silk crépe 


Sizes 16, 36 to 42. 
would be effective for No. 5590, sizes 16, 36 to 44, with a 
neckband of flesh silk crépe to add a relieving touch. The 
diagonal shirred flounce on skirt extends all around. 

Two delightful Christmas suggestions are presented in the 


diamond insets on this page. The first, at upper left, is 4 
fetching French evening turban of silver cloth, trimmed with 
sprays of silver and black taffeta leaves. Although the head- 
gear sketched was created by Lanvin, it is simple enough of 
construction to be copied by anyone, and may be made of 
silver or gold net or lace, if preferred. : 
The diamond at lower right shows a new and fascinating 
necklace and bracelet set of turquoise, also from Lanvin. 
Since costume jewelry in endless variety is displayed in all 
the smart shops nowadays, the matter of finding a suitable 
gift to carry out the same idea should not prove difficult. 





— 


Patterns may be secured from any store selling Lapies’ Home Journat Patterns; or by mail, postage prepaid, from the Home Pattern Company, 18 East 18th Street, New York City. 


Dresses, 60 cents; Coats, 45 cents; Blouses or Skirts, 35 cents. 
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Dainty -stylish-graceful- 


Fit like a new gl 




















REW Arch Rest shoes are comfortable beyond anything 
you've ever known in footwear. The special arch con- 
struction, built into each shoe, supports the arch gently, 
but firmly. Your foot muscles are really strengthened and 
retain their natural health and buoyancy as long as you 
wear Drew Arch Rest shoes. 


Don't torture yourself a day longer with heavy, ill-fitting 
shocs. Free yourself forever from that desperate desire to 
slip them from your aching feet. 








Send the coupon at 
the right for the 








NEMA 


Ove--- 


These ever comfortable, 
ever restful 
“Drew Arch Rest Shoes 





OR blustering December days— 
crammed with holiday cheer, busy 
shopping tours, and gay social affairs— 
youll find Drew Arch Rest shoes a 
happy asset to the season’s enjoyment. 


For they’re light, slender, modish 
shoes 777 shoes exquisite and charm- 
ing to look at »*» yet warm enough 
for the coldest weather + + 7+ and so 
perfect in fit you forget all about 
your feet once they’re on. You are 
always physically relaxed and men- 
tally serene—knowing your feet are 
attractively and properly clad in 
Drew Arch Rest shoes. 


And you'll find a myriad of smartest, 
up-to-the-minute styles and lasts. 
You can always find the shoe you've 
set your heart on among them—and 
you may rest assured of a marvelous 
fit, for there is a complete range of 
sizes for every shoe. 





THE IRVING DREW CO. 


new free Drew 





Portsmouth, Ohio 


Gentlemen: Please send me your free booklet,“‘Reflection 
of Foot Beauty.” 





You'll be gratefully surprised when your dealer tells you booklet ga6 *Reflec- Name AdchabGnambandnncadceshandendmiesedenassunnebnabetavansenesanttemmgnassbba nennens 

how reasonable the Drew prices really are. tion of Foot Beauty.” NOLO LOONIE ENE Sie RM 
Reet ONTO NE BORNIES ere? ISA! i iicceclcg Rvs 

LOOK FOR x HS ARCH eS ye SYMBOL ON V2 SS $ H OB 
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Santa comes- 


ANCIFUL questionings, 
pretty fairy tales; happy antic- 
ipations, desires fulfilled! Toys, 
of course — all those delightful 
little creations from the Land of 
Make-Believe that make young 


hearts joyous. But there will 
be needed things, too — Simplex 
Flexies, for example—for someone 
else's children if not for your own! 


Flexies promote happiness not 
only now, but in the years to 
come — for these dainty health 
shoes safeguard the wearers 
heritage of perfect feet. Flexies 
are designed and built on Na- 
ture’s plan. They let tender, 
growing feet exercise freely 
and develop naturally, without 
harmful restrictions. And yet— 
they are as dainty as shoes can be! 


Add Simplex Flexies to your 
Christmas shopping list. Ask 
your shoe dealer for the 

Simplex Flexies Style ¢ 
Book—it will aid you inf 
your selections. 


SIMPLEX SHOE 
MFG. COMPANY ; 
Dept.B-712 Milwaukee, Wis. ¥ > 


Creators of daintier 
footwear for young 
feet from 1 to 21. 












Flexies 
: are made 

in both low 
and high styles, ina 
great variety of attrac- 
tive leathers. 


lexies 


KEEP YOUNG FEET YOUNG 


Simplex 


ba 





Fill out and mail 
the coupon. It will 
bring you two very 
interesting, nicely 
illustrated booklets 
—one for your in- ee Z 
formation and one ~‘ 
for the children’s 
entertainment. 













Gentlemen: Send me the name of nearest 
Flexies dealer—also your booklets‘ ‘The 
_ Care of Baby’s Feet,” explaining the six 
fundamental featuresto look forinchil- 
dren’s shoes, and “The Tale of Brownie 
Lightfoot,’’a fairy story for the kiddies. 
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Crocheted Motifs ticking 
Designed by 
Elizabeth Marriot King For th 
This 
comfor 
£O”UISE ROBERTS: the me: 
installe 
Woolly Crocheted Pets on PI Vg es 
ly Urochetea Fets on “Play frocks = 
ous fot 
7 z . tress a 
Will Thrill the Heart of Any (Ghild ment 
To gi 
MALL frocks and suits takeonanew turn, 5 s.c., 2 ch. and turn, 5 s.c., 3 ch. _ st.), 3 ch. and turn, 1 d.c., 2 s.c., 7 d.c., : 
significance, and wee wearers de- and turn, 1 d.c., 3 s.c., 2 d.c., then finish making the (3d and 4th) and (5th and _ 
velop a sudden clothes consciousness off. For tail, start a thread at middle of 6th) in same stitches, then 7 s.c., 2 ch. _— os 
of sheer delight, when tiny crocheted ani- bottom, and make 7 ch. sts. When sew- and turn, 5 s.c., 2 ch. and turn, 5 s.c., ie 
mals are used to give that touch of hand- ing on material, ends can be easily tucked 2 ch. and turn, skip 1 st. and make 4 s.c., an 
work to the wardrobe of the family’s under and concealed. 2 ch. and turn, skip 1 st. and make 3 s.c., Fi 
younger members. It takes only a few For the duck, make 8 ch. st. for founda- _ then finish. ws 
minutes to make them, but just glance tion. 2 ch. and turn, make 8 s.c., 2 ch. and The rabbit: make 7 ch. st. for founda- At 
at the result! : turn, 9 s.c. (2 in last st.),2 ch. and turn, tion. 2 ch. and turn, 7 s.c., then 3 ch. Simm 
For the cat motif, using Shetland floss, 10 s.c. (2 in last st.), 2 ch. and turn, 12 (for bottom of head), 2 ch. and turn, pealin 
begin foundation with5ch.,then2ch.and _ s.c. (3 in last st.), 2 ch. and turn, 13 s.c._ 11 s.c. (2 in last st.), 2 ch. and turn, 11 Deliv. 


turn, make 5 s.c., 2 ch. and turn, 6 s.c. 
(2 in last st.), 2 ch. and turn, 7 s.c. (2 in 
last st.), 2 ch. and turn, 8 s.c. (2 in last 
st.), 3 ch. and turn, 1 d.c., then 7 s.c., 2 ch. 
and turn, 7 s.c., 2 ch. and turn, 5s.c., 2 ch. 
and turn, skip first st., make 4 s.c., 2 ch. 
and turn, 5 s.c. (2 in last st.), 2 ch. and 


The duck 


(2 in last st.), 2 ch. and turn, 14 s.c. (2 in 
last st.), 6 ch. and turn, 15 s.c. (2 in last 


s.c., 2 ch. and turn, skip 1 st., make 10 
s.c., 2 ch. and turn, skip first 2 sts., 
make 1 s.c., 2 d.c. in next st., 6 s.c., 2 ch. 
and turn, skip first 2 sts., make 2 s.c., 
and 5 ch. (for bottom of ears), 2 ch. and 
turn, 1 s.c., 5 d.c. (4 inches and 5 inches 
in same st.) on 5 chain. 2 s.c.; finish off. 


Flannel, 
motif at cashmere 
right meas- and challis 
ures 13% by 


2 inches, 
over-all; the 
kitten in cen- 
ter, 1 by 1% 











are best for 
the small 
clothes at top 
of page. No. 
5419 comes 


inches, ex- in sizes 2 to 
clusive of 6; No. 5343; 
1-inch-long sizes V2, 1, 
tail; rabbit ~ so ai pasa. ‘ 2,3,¢and 5; 
at extreme Pale yellow ducks on a background of White kittens and blanket Two brown rabbits on a beige blouse No. 5549 in 
right, 1% by soft blue or green would be charming in Stitching, on soft green, would would match collar, cuffs and rompers %4, 1,2 and 
1% inches. the wee suit at upper center. be effective for No. 5419. in No. 5549, made in one piece. 3 years. 





Patterns may be secured from any store selling Lapies’ Home Journat Patterns; or by mail, postage prepaid, from the Home Pattern Company, 
18 East 18th Street, New York City. Dresses, 60 cents; Children’s Patterns, 35 cents; Coats, 50 cents. 
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(consider these ideas 


for your 
Family Gift Giving 


For the house—with your Xmas check! 


The inevitable Christmas check comes with 
the instruction, “‘Buy what you want most!” 
The choice is a Simmons Beautyrest Mattress 
for the guest room. 


To Mother—the new gift certificate 


The Simmons Certificate solves the gift 
problem for a man to his mother. He can 
present it on Christmas day and yet be as- 
sured that she may select the mattress in the 
ticking she prefers. 


For the men of the house! 


This new mattress with its contribution to 
comfortable living is an excellent choice for 
the men of the house. It can be delivered and 
installed for Christmas morning. 


To daughter—home for the holidays! 


Home for the holidays! Something luxuri- 
ous for her own room—the Beautyrest Mat- 
tress and a new Simmons Bed—an invest- 
ment in the joy of home-comings. 


To grandmother—special delivery 


Send a certificate special delivery to grand- 
mother. Or give the proper instructions to 
your store and a Beautyrest Mattress will be 
delivered the day before Christmas. 


For the youngest member—a first gift! 


_A tiny folk’s Beautyrest Mattress with a 
Simmons Crib—sturdy in structure and ap- 
pealing in design—is an enchanting choice! 
Delivered in sealed cartons. 





S IMM ONS ee. Meu ince, /Mhateauaeel 


{BUILT FOR. SLEEP} 


LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 


inion the PERFECT GIFT 


lace — 


UXUTLO usly, 

















Steichen 
Mrs. RoosEveELtT—whose wide interests 
reflect her generous, many-sided personality. 























“The most marvelous mattress in the world,” says Mrs. Franklin D. 
Roosevelt who has Beautyrest Mattresses in her own bedroom in her 
New York house. Simmons Bed, Model No. 1595 

















The inner construction of the Simmons Beautyrest Mattress, 
firm, sensitive coils extending to the farthermost edges, ex- 
plains its luxurious buoyancy—its trim upstanding sides! 


Nos. FRANKLIN D. ROOSEVELT 


The following prominent hostesses who have chosen 
Simmons Beautyrest Mattresses for their own beautiful 
homes praise first of all its luxurious comfort: 
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MRS. J. BORDEN HARRIMAN 

MRS. A. J. DREXEL BIDDLE 

MRS. KELLOGG FAIRBANK 

MRS. MORGAN BELMONT 

MRS. HOWARD LINN 

MISS MARY BROWN WARBURTON 
LADY MENDL (ELSIE DE WOLFE) 
MRS. ROBERT T. VANDERBILT 


ECAUSE discerning women have praised 

it — because its unique construction 

makes it the most supremely comfortable of 

its kind—the Simmons Beautyrest Mattress 

can be presented as a Christmas gift with the 
most confident satisfaction. 

Trim and smart in appearance, with sensi- 
tive spiral coils—its quality and elegance are 
exactly what one seeks in a gift. And the 
holiday season is a fitting time to extend to 
others such luxury and comfort. 

The Simmons Gift Certificate can be pre- 
sented conveniently on Christmas Day. The 
Mattress—in the ticking preferred—can be 
chosen at leisure. 


The Beautyrest Mattress, upholstered in cotton, $39.50; 
Rocky Mountain Region and West, $41.50. The Simmons 
Company, New York, Chicago, Atlanta, San Francisco. 


This attractive Christmas Gift Certi- 
ficate for a Simmons Beautyrest 
Mattress can be had in your local store 
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AQ AIT)... the men begged 
“for Hot Cakes and Home-made Cake’’ 


HE men just took over the kitchen when they 

heard there were pancakes to fry. It was a 

camp trick, they insisted, that no woman ever 
really learned to do. 


They flipped them for wagers; she lost track of 
the times she had to mix the batter; and even the 
mathematician couldn’t tell how many they ate. 

And then they finished the cake as enthusiasti- 
cally as though they’d never heard of pancakes. 





Contains no alum. She’d been keeping something from them, they 
Leaves no bitter taste. : P 
complained; they hadn’t known she could cook. 
And to tell the truth, she hadn’t 
Pancakes — waffles — hot biscuits — known it herself. 
there’s a succession of Sunday suppers She had tried it just for fun one 
that can make you famous. d , : 

ay with a Royal recipe that sounded 
easy to follow and she’d been amazed 
at her success. Flaky, hot biscuits she 
made in just 20 minutes and her 

cakes rose feathery light. 
You can depend on Royal Baking 
Powder to leaven perfectly every time. 
It never fails you! 








It never leaves 
a bitter taste, for 
it is made with 
Cream of Tartar, 
a fruit product 
from ripe grapes. 


FREE- famous 
Royal Cook Book 
with 350 recipes. 














The Royal Baking Powder Co. 

Dept. R, 101 E. 42nd Street, New York City 
I am interested in your recipes. Please send 
me your complete Cook Book—Free. 


Sunshine Cake—has a tender, foamy 

texture and a delicate flavor that 

blends deliciously with fruits and ice 

cream. You will find this accurate rec- 

ipe clearly stated on page 10 of the 
Royal Cook Book. 
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cA Wardrobe for Fler Dollship 


Made From Scraps of Old Frocks 





<3] WHOLE wardrobe of tiny doll fingers may be allowed to help in their 
meal! Clothes, fashioned daintily from creation. Or, if a surprise be more to tie 
4) bits of cloth left over from the point, what more welcome gift could Sania 
\'e4| frocks of Dolly’s mother! What stuff into a waiting stocking than th's 
=) small parent would not thrill outfit for the owner’s favorite doll? Scraps 
with joy to be the owner of such captivat- of nainsook or flannel may make the tiny 
ing garments for her child, and what drawers and shirt, batiste or wash silk the 
grown-up mother would not take delight ruffled slip, and gingham or linen the 
in manufacturing such a thrill! jaunty rompers, while the “‘best”’ dress 
Here are Her Dollship’s clothes—all in may be of organdie and the everyday one 
one design, 5576, sizes 18, 21, 24,27 and of a cotton print. Flannel, challis or 
30 inches, and so easy to make that wee heavy silk may make the coat and bonnet. 





in Sh eae 


i 
{ 
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Patterns may be secured from any store selling Lapies’ Home Journat Patterns; or by mail, 


postage prepaid, from the Home Pattern Company, 18 East 18th Street, New York City. 
50 cents; Coats, 45 cents; Doll clothes, 35 cents. 


Dresses, 
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‘a HEY’RE the most delicious \ 


things you ever ate—all these 
Grape-Nuts dishes to which Mrs. 
Warren is introducing Mrs. Carr. Do try the 
recipes yourself! There’s something about 
the nut-like flavor of Grape-Nuts that makes 
it perfectly irresistible, both as a breakfast 
food and as an ingredient in other dishes. 
And of course you know what a health- 
giving food Grape-Nuts is! Made of wheat 
and malted barley, it is simply crammed 
with things the body needs! Dextrins, 
maltose and other carbohydrates, for heat 
and energy; iron for the blood; phosphorus 
for teeth and bones; proteins for muscle 
and body-building; and the essential vit- 
amin-B, a builder of appetite. Served with 
milk or cream, Grape-Nuts is a splendidly 
balanced ration. 














GRAPE-NUTS CHEESE BALLS 


up Grape-Nuts 
ip grated cheese 


1 well-beaten egg 
6 drops Worcestershire sauce 


all together and roll between hands into little balls, flouring the 
if necessary. Put the balls into a wire basket and drop into a 
‘tf hot fat. In one minute they will be golden brown and ready 
erved with salad. These are especially nice with fruit salads. 
cipe will serve three persons. 
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GRAPE-NUTS ROAST 


11 cups Grape-Nuts 34 cup finely chopped nuts 
2 eggs 1 tablespoon pay onion 
114 cups milk 1 teaspoon salt 

2 tablespoons butter 1 cup chopped celery 


Beat the eggs, add milk, butter, nut meats, salt, Grape-Nuts, onion and celery. 
Let stand twenty minutes. Bake in an oiled tin in moderate oven (375°F.) for about 
30 minutes, or until well browned. (Cover for first 20 minutes and then remove cover 
to brown.) To remove, turn upside down on a platter and cover with a cloth 
wrung out of cold water, allowing it to stand for a few minutes 
until loosened from the pan. Serve with parsley sauce. This recipe 
serves six persons. 


GRAPE-NUTS ORANGE MUFFINS 


2 cups sifted Swans Down 
Cake Flour 2 eggs, beaten light 

2 teaspoons baking powder = 84 cup orange juice 

2 tablespoons butteror Grated rind | orange 
other shortening 1 cup Grape-Nuts 


Prepare pan. Sift measured flour and baking powder into 
bowl. Cream shortening with part of sugar; add eggs alternate- 
ly with rest of sugar; beat thoroughly. Add sifted flour and 
baking powder alternately with orange juice and rind. Beat 
until smooth. Fold in Grape-Nuts. Pour into hot, well-greased 
muffin pan. Bake in hot oven (425°F.) 25 minutes, Makes 12 
medium-sized muffins. 


24 cup sugar 
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Very, very easy to digest, too—because 
it is prepared by a special baking process. 
And so temptingly crisp that it makes you 
chew, and enjoy chewing! That’s unusual in 
this day of soft foods—and very beneficial! 
Ask your dentist what thorough chewing 
means to the health and beauty of your 
teeth and gums. He’ll advise you to eat some 
crisp food every day. Grape-Nuts is particu- 
larly recommended by dentists. 

You can get Grape-Nuts from your 
grocer, of course. Or perhaps you'd like to 
accept the following offer: 


Two servings of Grape-Nuts, free, 
and a book of novel recipes 


Mail the coupon and we will send you, free, 
two individual packages of Grape-Nuts and 
a booklet containing recipes for many 


delightful dishes made with Grape-Nuts. 





GRAPE-NUTS RAISIN CAKE 


134 cups sifted Swans Down 
Cake Flour 1 cup Grape-Nuts 

1 teaspoon baking powder 1% cup butter or other shorten- 

1 teaspoon soda ing 

1 teaspoon salt 1 cup brown sugar 

1 teaspoon cinnamon 2 eggs, beaten light 

4 teaspoon nutmeg 1 cup raisins 


1 cup warm water 


Sift measured flour, baking powder, soda, salt, cinnamon and nut- 
meg together twice. Pour warm water over Grape-Nuts. Cream short- 
ening until light and fluffy, then add sugar gradually, and cream to- 
gether thoroughly. Add eggs. Add sifted dry ingredients to creamed 
mixture, alternately with water and Grape-Nuts, a small amount at a 
time. Beat after each addition until smooth. Add raisins. Bake in loaf 
in moderate oven (350°F.) 1 hour. Makes 1 medium-sized cake. 





















G.—L.H.J. 12-27 
POSTUM COMPANY, Inc., Battle Creek, Mich. 


Please send me free, two trial packages of Grape-Nuts, to- 
gether with the Grape-Nuts recipe booklet. 


Name. 





Des oc canci.s 3 dcasanahenanituabenandabiiacaios keoabasarate 
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In Canada Address CANADIAN POSTUM COMPANY, Ltd. 
812 Metropolitan Bldg., Toronto 2, Ontario 

















The Christmas Fruit Cake 


Make fruit cake a month before you need it. It keeps fresh a 
long time. In fact it is better when a month old. 

To save time, steam part of the fruit-cake batter to make a 
delicious plum pudding. 

This recipe will make 2 large cakes or several small cakes and 
a medium-sized pudding. 


134 cups Crisco 
2 cups sugar 
I cup grape or currant jelly 
I teaspoon ground cloves 
I teaspoon allspice 
I teaspoon cinnamon 
2 teaspoons vanilla 
8 eggs, beaten light 
1 cup dark molasses 


2 teaspoons salt 
2 lbs. currants 
Juice and rind of 1 lemon 
% |b. candied lemon peel 
2 cups nut meats 
2 Ibs. seeded raisins 
1% teaspoons soda 
34 cup sour milk 
1 tablespoon water 
7 cups pastry flour 


It is easier to prepare fruit the day before, then make cake next 
morning. Wash and dry currants. Shave lemon peel thin; cut 
nuts fine. Cream Crisco, beat in sugar until soft and light. Add 
jelly, stir till smooth. Add spices, vanilla, then eggs; mix thor- 
oughly. Add molasses, then fruit, lemon and salt. Next soda 
dissolved in water; then sour milk beaten smooth; last flour. 
Bake in slow oven (325° F.) in well-Criscoed pans. Time 
depends on size of loaves. In angel cake pans, it is quicker to 
bake (134 hours) and it cuts into nicer slices to serve. Ice when 
cold or the day you use it. Sometimes fruit cake discolors icing. 


Crumb Cake 


For the Christmas breakfast. Bake it the day before and leave 
in the pan. In the morning heat in same pan in a moderate oven. 
It will take about 10 minutes. 


4 


2 cups bread flour % teaspoon salt 1% teaspoon cinnamon 
2 cups brown sugar 2 eggs, beaten 1% teaspoon nutmeg 
2% cup Crisco I cup sour milk 1% teaspoon soda 

2 teaspoons baking powder 


Rub together flour, sugar, salt and Crisco until crumby. Take 
out 1% cup crumbs to sprinkle over top. To the remainder add 
spices and baking powder. Beat soda and sour milk together; 
mix with eggs. Stir into dry mixture. Spread into well-Criscoed 
layer cake pans. Add to the 4 cup crumbs, 4 teaspoon cinna- 
mon and a few chopped almonds. Sprinkle on top. Bake in hot 
oven (450° F.) about 15 minutes. 


The Holiday Sandwich 


Make filling a few days ahead. Put between slices of bread in 
the morning and surprise the family with a delicious hot sand- 
wich without fussing in the kitchen at supper time. Only a min- 
ute to dip and fry them. Remember, there is no smoke when 
frying in Crisco. 


I cup chopped cooked ham I teaspoon lemon juice 
2 hard-boiled eggs, chopped I teaspoon prepared mustard 
- % teaspoon Worcestershire sauce 1% teaspoon salt 
2 tablespoons chopped raw green peppers 
2 tablespoons chopped sour pickle 


Mix all together. Moisten with enough mayonnaise to make 
quite soft. Spread filling between two slices of bread cut from 
small loaf. Hold together with toothpicks. Beat one egg; mix 
with 14 cup milk. Dip each sandwich in milk and egg. Brown in 
hot Crisco on both sides in frying pan. Will make 8 sandwiches. 
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When I was a little girl, Christmas at Grand- 
mother’s was the gala event of the year—for 
everybody except Grandmother. As I look 
back, I do not think Grandmother herself had 
a very “Merry Christmas.”’ She slaved prac- 
tically the whole day, preparing and serving 
the Christmas meals. : 


Last year I worked out a plan to avoid 
spending so much of Christmas Day in the 








kitchen. I experimented with recipes until | 
found those which could be made up before 
Christmas (some of them weeks before) and 
yet be every bit as good as when freshly 
made. No one could tell that these foods 
were not made the day before, or even on 
Christmas Day. I made all of them with 
Crisco, and, as Crisco stays sweet and fresh 
so long itself, things made with it stay fresh 
a long time, too. 


Another Christmas time-saver: I remem- 
ber how Grandmother would let me help her 
by chopping the suet for the pudding, and 
the salt pork for her turkey dressing. A long; 
tedious job—how Grandmother would have 
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merrier for .., 
Mother, too! * 


enjoyed using Crisco! Nothing to do but dip 
the spoon in the can for sweet, fresh, whole- 
some fat, ready for use. 


Again, with Crisco we need only one fat for 
everything. It seemed as though Grand- 
mother used a different fat for everything she 
cooked. This meant a great deal of trouble, 
for each fat required special care. I used to 
wonder how she could remember which to use 
for this and which for that food. 


For several years now Crisco has been my 
only shortening. I do not know how I could 
seep house without all the good things to eat 
it gives me: cakes that you simply cannot tell 
irom those made with expensive butter; flaky, 
tender pie-crusts; feathery muffins; all kinds 
of wonderful fried foods. 


Read the recipes on these pages and you 
will see how each one will save time and work 
for you. If you follow directions and methods 
carefully you will have what I wish for you 
all: “A Merry and Easy Christmas.” 


WINIFRED S. CARTER 
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The Christmas Plum Pudding 


Here’s a way to have a real plum pudding, without taking 
time and trouble to mix up another recipe. 

Take enough of fruit-cake batter to fill 24 full a mould which 
can be tightly covered. Grease well with Crisco. Put in covered 
steamer and steam 3 hours over kettle of hot water. Turn out, 
cool, roll in waxed paper and keep tightly covered. Made with 
Crisco, it keeps a long time—is better a month old. To serve 
return to mould, cover and steam 1 hour or more. 


The Christmas Mince Pie 


As you probably have your own recipe for mince-meat, I will 
just give you a recipe for pie crust that is tender and flakier, 
because made with Crisco. To save time, mix a large amount 
of flour, salt and Crisco and keep in ice box. When you want 
a pie, take enough of mixture and add water. The mixture 


will keep fresh indefinitely. 


2 cups pastry flour 34 teaspoon salt 
% cup Crisco 6 to 8 tablespoons cold water 


Sift flour and salt together. Cut Crisco in with two knives until 
consistency of small peas. Add cold water to hold. Roll about 
¥% inch thick. Line Criscoed pie plate. Fill two-thirds full of 
mince-meat. Add more sugar and seasoning if necessary. Dot 
with bits of Crisco, moisten edges, cover with top crust and press 
edges together; prick with a fork to allow steam to escape. 
Brush top with milk. Bake in quick oven (425° F.) 10 minutes. 
Reduce heat to hot oven (400° F.) and bake 20 minutes more. 


Novel Layer Cookies 


These delicious cookie squares are made and baked much quicker 
than rolled or even dropped cookies. 


First Layer: 2 eggs, beaten 1% cups pastry flour 
% cup Crisco ¥% teaspoon vanilla 1 teaspoon 
1 cup white sugar 1% teaspoon salt baking powder 


Cream Crisco and sugar. Add eggs and vanilla. Last, flour sifted 
with salt and baking powder. Spread % inch thick over shallow 
Criscoed pan. 


Second Layer: I egg white ¥% teaspoon vanilla 
1 cup light brown sugar 34 cup chopped walnuts 


Beat egg, fold in sugar. Add vanilla. Spread over first layer. 
Sprinkle with walnuts. Bake 3o minutes in moderate oven 
(325° F.). Cut in squares when cool. 


70 Christmas Specials 


You can store these cookies away in the tightly-covered Crisco 
tins a month before Christmas. Crisco will keep them fresh. 


1 cup Crisco 3% cups pastry flour 
1% cups white sugar I teaspoon vanilla 
3 eggs, well beaten 2 teaspoons grated lemon rind 
2 tablespoons molasses I teaspoon soda dissolved in 
I cup dates, cut fine 3 tablespoons hot water 
I cup stewed figs, chopped I teaspoon cloves 
1% cups walnut meats, cut I teaspoon cinnamon 


¥% teaspoon salt 


Cream Crisco and sugar. Add eggs, then molasses and mix 
thoroughly. Add dates, figs, nuts, vanilla and lemon rind. Add 
soda and water, next the spices, salt and flour sifted together. 
Mix well. Drop spoonfuls on Criscoed pans. Bake in moderate 
oven (350° F.) 20 to 25 minutes. 


All measurements level. All recipes on this page tested and 


approved by Good Housekeeping Institute 
















(/ “Miss Splint’s Selected Recipes.” \ 


199 recipes by Sarah Field Splint, food and 

household management editor, McCall’s Magazine. 
New, delicious recipes for every class of cooking. 
Simply fill in below and mail to Procter & Gamble, 
Dept. of Home Economics Section D-12, Cincinnati, Ohio 


“ 
Name): «one are braseiaalesdaataala areca aia aiaieein ia sin waa 
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EF lavor added to flavor... as a painter 


mixes colors 


«the first coffee ever 
to please the 
critical men and women 
of the entire country 


O SINGLE coffee grown has 
ever pleased them—those 
many Americans to whom 
their breakfast cup is a real 
event in the art of living well. 

For years all the rare cof- 
fees of the world have been 
brought to this country for them to choose 
from—the harvest of over forty different 
tropical lands. Yet of them all, the critical 
men and women of America have never 
found one coffee on which they could agree. 

“The flavors we most enjoy,” says a fa- 
mous writer on food, “are rarely given us 
ready made by nature. They are created by 
some one who has added taste to taste as a 
great painter mixes colors.” 

And so it is that the first real nation-wide 
fame has come to no single coffee grown, but 
to a rich mingling of flavors—to a blend 
created years ago in the South. 





No one had ever tasted it 


A Southerner born with a genius for flavor, 
growing to manhood in a land of good things 
to eat and drink, Joel Cheek dreamed of a 
coffee flavor that no one had ever tasted. 

In the coffee blend which he finally per- 
fected, it was a particular shade of mellow 
richness that won the approval of the great 
families of old Dixie. Long ago Joel Cheek’s 
blend became the favorite coffee of the 
whole South. 

Today the news of its special, mellow taste 
has travelled swiftly through the United 
States. In city after city Maxwell House 
Coffee has brought a new experience to those 
who understand the good things of life.. 

Known to the South alone a few years 


MaxweELt House CorFrEE= 


It is pleasing more people than any other coffee ever offered for sale 





ago, Maxwell House is now by far the ro. ee 
largest selling coffee in the entire country. @ 
An adventure awaits your family in the 
rare flavor and rich aroma of this famous 
blend. Your first taste will tell you why 
that shade of difference has now so swiftly 
captured the whole nation. See what new ge 
pleasure it brings. Your grocer has Max- [xi==smes a at de 
well House Coffee in the famous blue tins. BRABVQV/ETUia, lee tt 6/7 ane ati ~ 
Cheek-Neal Coffee Company, Nashville, [iMRIDIUBEEEZes 
Houston, Jacksonville, Richmond, New 
York, Los Angeles, Chicago. 

















“Good to the 
last dro” 


Best™ = fame at the Maxwell House in Nasht ille 
—the most celebrated hotel in the old South 


— <% Je ot = 
> oe Years ago Joel Cheek’s blend first won 
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The Brownie Who Found (hristmas 


(Continued from Page 9) 


To his surprise Santa Claus did not 
top. He slowed up a little and gently, 
very gently, he lifted Merrythought out 
and dropped him in the snow. “Go look 
in the window,” said Santa Claus, “and 
if 1 am not mistaken there will be some- 
thing for you to see. I will be back for 
you by and by.” 

And off sped the sleigh and out of sight 
among the white drifts of snow. 

Merrythought struggled up the path 
through the deep snow and peeped in the 
window. 

As we know, he had expected to see a 
Christmas tree laden with gay balls and 
chains and ornaments of every kind and 
hue. He thought he might see stockings 
in a row. He was sure he would see 
bunches of holly and sprays of mistletoe. 

But the room into which he looked had 
not a sign of Christmas anywhere. 

It was a bare little room with a bed 
in one corner and an old cookstove that 
quite filled one side of the wall. 


ND in the room were seven children, all 
wide awake as could be, just as if it 
were not Christmas Eve; when every wise 
little boy or girl goes to sleep the moment 
his bedtime comes. The seven children 
were in their nightgowns—all but one, the 
oldest, a girl—and they had huddled round 
their shoulders bits of shawls and blankets 
to keep them warm. But in spite of this 
and the fire in the stove their noses were 
red with cold and they blew upon their 
fingers every now and then. 

They were watching the stove, the oven 
of the stove, and all seven were sniffing, 
sniffing the air. And 
first one and then the 
other would call out, “I 
smell them! I smell 
them! I know I do!” 

At this they would 
become so excited that 
they would jump up and 
down and lose off their 
blankets and bits of 
shawls. Then the big- 
gest girl would have to 
go round among them 
and wrap them upagain. 

Allthis Merry- 
thought could hear and 
see quite plainly, for his 
nose was pressed flat 
against the window- 
pane. “They must have 
a Christmas turkey in 
the oven,” thought he. “But what a 
strange time to cook it! And where are 
their toys and their tree and their father 
and mother too?” 

Merrythought looked and listened with 
all his might. 

“T must know what is in that oven,” 
thought he again. ‘“‘It doesn’t smell like 
turkey to me.” 


HER Merrythought sniffed vigorously 
i all along the window sill. He was be- 
coming almost as excited as the children 
themselves. ‘I will know their names 
soon,” said he, smiling to see the seven 
children sniff and clap their hands and 
jump about. “That oldest girl is named 
Belinda, for the other children are always 
calling out, ‘Oh, Belinda, wrap me up! 
Oh, Belinda, do sniff over here!’ She seems 
to take care of them. I wonder where their 
own mother is.” 

_ Merrythought rubbed the steam of his 
breath off the window and peered in again. 
__ The littlest boy with freckles is called 
fom, and the one with curls and her 
thumb in her mouth is Matilda, and the 
baby is Polly, I know. I think those two 
boys holding hands and giggling are called 
Danny and Bill. And the one with the 
pigtails is named Ann Mary—for her two 
grandmothers, I suppose. I wonder when 
they will open that oven door and take out 
whatever is inside.” 





The children were wondering this too. 
“Oh, Belinda, do look in the oven! Oh, 
Belinda, do see if they are not done! Oh, 
Belinda, we can’t wait a minute longer!”’ 

Belinda laughed at them and shook her 
head. ‘‘Stand back,” said she, ‘“‘and I 
will look in the oven.” 


UT they didn’t stand back, not they. 

They crowded round and peeked and 
sniffed as Belinda gently opened the oven 
door. And when she said, ‘“‘They are 
done!” they clapped their hands and 
shouted and pranced about the room. 

“What can it be?’’ asked Merrythought, 
clinging to the window sill, his eyes as 
round as plates. ‘‘It must be something 
very rich and fine.” 

But what do you think Belinda took 
from the oven and carefully set upon the 
table in a row? 

Seven little pies! Seven little saucer 
pies, in very small saucers too! 

Merrythought almost fell off the win- 
dow sill, he was so surprised. And the 
very next moment he did something much 
worse. He sneezed! A loud crashing 
sneeze that jerked his head forward and 
struck it against the windowpane with a 
thump! 

Well, of course the children rushed over 
to the window to see what was there. And 
when they saw a little fellow, only Brownie 
size, they opened the door, and Belinda 
called him to come in. 

So in Merrythought went, and the room 
was so sweet with the odor of the seven lit- 
tle pies that Merrythought couldn’t help 
sniffing and staring at them too. 

“They are our pies,” 


spoke up little Tom 
proudly. 
“One apiece,”’ an- 
YY QOD. nounced Danny and Bill 
ZY WG) in a breath. 
GIS. 


“Belinda made 
them,” said Ann Mary, 
twitching her pigtails 
into place. 

“‘Forour Christmas,” 
added Matilda, taking 
her thumb out of her 
mouth to say so. 

Baby Polly didn’t 
speak a word. Perhaps 
she couldn’t. I am not 
sure about that. But 
she toddled straight 
over to Merrythought 
and slipped her hand in 
his. She knew at a glance that here was a 
friend. And she was right. For unless he 
were a good friend to little children 
Merrythought could never have made 
such beautiful playthings for them, in 
spite of the fact that this Christmas he 
had grown so tired of toys. 

But somehow, as he looked about the 
little room, bare of Christmas on Christ- 
mas Eve, Merrythought didn’t so dislike 
the idea of toys. Indeed, it seemed all 
wrong and strange not to see a shining 
tree, and stockings in a row, filled to over- 
flowing, and little heads, brown and black 
and yellow, snuggled down into a pillow 
and happy with Christmas dreams. 


HIS was a strange Christmas Eve, and 

perhaps Merrythought’s face showed 
what he felt, for Belinda began at once to 
tell him how it had come about. 

“You see, father and mother went to 
town almost a week ago. Father went to 
help build a house. He isa carpenter, you 
know. And mother went to do sewing for 
the minister’s wife,’’ said Belinda, stand- 
ing straight and tall. ‘“‘And they left me 
to take care of the children. They meant 
to be home for Christmas. They were 
coming tonight. Mother said she would 
bring each of the children an orange, if 
she could. But the snow is very deep, and 
they didn’t come. So I made the pies 
for the children. They have apples and 








How little she 


understands—herself! 


How much she needs your help 
in many things like this! 


HE cannot even guess what endless 
S care she needs—this woman you are 
making. 

Not just her success today in studies 
and in play, but her whole happiness in 
life depends on you—upon the strength 
and health that you are building for her 
from day to day. 

There are so many little things which 
you and you alone can do for her. 

One of these precautions, one of these 
seemingly little things that mothers do, 
has recently assumed a new nation-wide 
importance. 

In the schools of many great cities test 
after test has shown the vital importance 
of one point: the kind of breakfast chil- 
dren eat. It influences deeply not only 
their class room work but their whole 
well being. 

This rule is now displayed on the walls 
of more than 60,000 schools: 


“Every boy and girl needs 

“ a hot cereal breakfast” 
The National Education Association 
and the American Medical Association, 
after a two years’ study by a joint com- 
mittee, are now urging mothers to give 
their children a hot cereal every morning. 










































































































really 


It is now known conclusively that chil- 
dren are more alert, study better and 
learn more when this rule is regularly ob- 
served. Only a hot cereal can furnish the 
boundless energy needed to meet the 
strain of class room work. 

Recommended for over 30 years by 
health authorities as ideal for growing 
boys and girls Cream of Wheat stands 
ready and waiting for your child. Prob- 
ably you know its unique advantages: 

First: It furnishes in abundance just 
the food elements rich in mental and 
physical energy, which children need. 

Second: It is so easily digested, con- 
taining none of the harsh, indigestible 
parts of the wheat. 

Third: The youngsters love its creamy 
richness. And it is so easy to prepare— 
so easy to vary by adding raisins, dates 
or prunes while cooking. 

This little care your children need so 
much at breakfast, to do their best in 
school and in life—begin it now! Send 
them off to school tomorrow morning 
really ready for a day’s work. Give them 
a good hot bowl of Cream of Wheat. 
Your grocer has it. 

Cream of Wheat Company, Minne- 
apolis, Minn. In Canada made by Cream 
of Wheat Company, Winnipeg. English 
address, Fassett & Johnson Ltd., 86 
Clerkenwell Road. London, E. C. 1. 


© 1927, C. of W. Co. 


FRE E— Mothers say this plan works wonders— 


To arouse your children’s interest in eating a hot cereal breakfast, send for 
attractive colored poster to hang in their room. There is a four week record 
form on it, which the children keep themselves, from day to day, by past- 
ing in gold stars. Poster and f 
“‘The Important Business of Feeding Children,”’ and sample box of Cream of 
Wheat. Mail coupon to Dept. B-19, 


id stars sent free with authoritative booklet, 


ream of Wheat Co., Minneapolis, Minn. 
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FOR ACTIVE WOMEN ~~ FOOT SAVERS 









OF the 


JOY & YOUTH 


in every Step 


Innumerable women are regaining the joyful step 
of Youth—enduring longer hours of activity with- 
out fatigue—by wearing Foot Saver Shoes. 





You have but to step into a pair of Foot Savers to 
appreciate their luxury of fit—their smartness— 
their inner-satisfying loveliness! 


Foot Savers make your step lighter—your manner 
more charming—because they make you feel more 
youthful—more reliant. And—after all—it’s the 
way you feel that gives you the animation and 
liveliness of spirit that all the world admires. 


Foot Savers’ exclusive, patented features fit the 
arch properly, as Nature intended—support it 
firmly, yet gently—remove the cause of foot strain 
—give to your step a youthful ease and grace. 





To the pleasure-loving, active woman, Foot Savers 
are always a precious discovery. 


Decide now you will make this discovery for your- 
self—have this joy of youth in your step—by 
wearing these famous arch-fitting shoes. Then 
only will you really know the lasting satisfaction 
of “the perfect shoe.” 





Send for Style Book and Name of The aie 


your nearest Foot Saver Dealer. 


There is a smart new Foot 
Saver model to meet the per- 
sonal needs of every woman, 
of every age. 


THE JULIAN & KOKENGE CO. 
430 E, Fourth St. CINCINNATI, OHIO 


JatK ; 


or Shoes 


for the Future” 














molasses and sugar in them. And the 
children will like them just as well as 
toys.” 

The children did like them. They were 
hopping round the table and calling out, 
*‘Smell mine! Smell mine!” 

But Merrythought did not like it at all. 
He thought of the many toys he had made 
that year in Santa Claus’ Snow Palace on 
the very tiptop of the North Pole, he 
thought of Santa Claus’ sleigh still well 
filled, he thought of the stockings and 
Christmas trees that other children would 
enjoy on Christmas Day. And Merry- 
thought wished with all his 
generous little Brownie 
heart that he could give a 
beautiful toy to each of 
these seven children who 
were made so happy on 
Christmas by a little saucer 
pie. 

“Oh!” groaned Merry- 





of the window and caught even a glimpse 
of Santa Claus and his sleigh. ‘You 
mustn’t look, you know. Promise me that 
not one of you will look.” 

**We will hide our eyes,” said Belinda. 
“Come, children. Let’s hide our eyes on 
the side of the bed.”’ 

So down by the side of the bed went the 
seven children, all in a row, their blankets 
and bits of shawls huddled round their 
shoulders and their pink toes and heels 
showing in the most comical way. They 
didn’t know what it was all about, to be 
sure, but it was Christmasy and fun and 
exciting, and they liked it, 
every one. 


HEN Merrythought, 
pie in his hand, rushed 
out of the house to be met 
by Santa Claus, with both 
arms full, down at the gate. 





thought to himself. ‘‘And 

I said there were too many toys! I said 
children thought of nothing but toys and 
how many they would get. I said I 
was tired of toys. And these children 
haven’t a single one, not a single little 
toy. How could { have said such a thing! 
Oh! Oh! Oh!” 

But here Merrythought felt someone 
pulling at his hand. 

It was Ann Mary, holding out her pie to 
Merrythought. 

“Here!” said Ann Mary, her pigtails 
standing straight out with excitement. 
“Take it. It’s yours. I want to give it to 
you for Christmas because you haven’t 
any pie or anything. The other children 
will give me bites of theirs. They said 
they would. Take it. It’s for you.” 


ERRYTHOUGHT took the pie. He 
almost wanted to cry, but he took a 
bite of crust instead. 

“Delicious!’”’ said Merrythought. “It 
is the best pie I ever ate.”’ 

But at that moment Merrythought’s 
face grew very bright. 

“Just a minute,” said he. 
stir.” 

He opened the door and looked out. He 
listened and listened again. 

Just as he thought—he did hear Santa 
Claus’ sleigh bells, faint and clear! 

“Wait! Wait for me!’’ he shouted out 
into the snow. And there came an an- 
swering tinkle that told him Santa Claus 
had heard. 

Then he turned back into the room. 

“Think just as fast you can,” said 
Merrythought to the seven astonished 
children standing before him ina row— 
‘think just as fast as you can and then tell 
me what toy you would like most of all for 
Christmas.” 

Why, it didn’t take them two minutes to 
think. They began to answer before 
Merrythought had finished speaking to 
them. 

“A sled!” “A pair of skates!” said 
Danny and Bill, holding tight to one an- 
other and giggling as they spoke. 

“A jack-in-the-box,” said Tom, all 
freckles and smiles. 

“A doll, a sleepy doll,’’ said Ann Mary, 
twitching her pigtails into place. 

“A jumping jack,”’ said Matilda, taking 
her thumb out of her mouth and putting it 
back again. 


Pay hid her face in Belinda’s skirt, so 
Belinda answered forher. ‘‘She wantsa 
woolly lamb on wheels,” said Belinda. “I 
know that is what she wants most of all.”’ 

“And what do you want?” asked 
Merrythought. “Everyone has told but 
you.” : 

Belinda’s eyes grew bright. “I want a 
sewing box,” said Belinda—‘“‘a sewing box 
with a lock and key so that the children 
can never touch what is inside.” 

Merrythought nodded. He could go 
straight to work at once. He started to- 
ward the door. Then suddenly he turned 
back again. 

“But you mustn’t look!”’ exclaimed 
Merrythought. He had remembered how 
dreadful it would be if anyone peeped out 


“Don’t 


“Yes, yes, I know all 
about it,’”’ said Santa 
Claus, ruddy and smiling, with little icicles 
hanging from his beard. ‘‘Here, help 
me with these toys. This is Danny’s sled, 
ared one. Put it on the doorstep and pile 
these blankets on top. Don’t let them 
fall in the snow.” 

“Blankets?” said Merrythought in sur- 
prise. ‘‘Nobody wants blankets here.’ 

“Oh, yes, they do,’’ answered Santa 
Claus firmly. ‘‘Their mother does. Didn’t 
you see how thin their blankets were?”’ 

Merrythought stared at Santa Claus. 
There was no one in the world quite like 
him, after all. 

“Here are Bill’s skates and Belinda’s 
sewing box with a lock and key,”’ went on 
Santa Claus, reaching down first into one 
deep pocket and then into the other. 
“Put them on top of the blankets. And 
here is Ann Mary’s sleepy doll. You made 
her, Merrythought. She is one of your 
prettiest. This is Tom’s jack-in-the-box. 
What’s this? Oh, Matilda’s jumping jack. 
How he can jump! And here is Polly’s 
woolly lamb on green wheels with a bell 
round his neck. Now just a little candy,” 
finished Santa Claus, packing seven boxes 
neatly on the edge of the sled, ‘‘and we are 
off.” 

Into the sleigh, fairly empty now, 
climbed Merrythought and Santa Claus. 

“Wait! My pie!’’ exclaimed Merry- 
thought, pulling it from his pocket. ‘I 
will break it in two and share with you.”’ 

The pie was so small it could be eaten in 
two bites, but Santa Claus and Merry- 
thought did not speak of that. They only 
said how good it was and how well Belinda 
baked for a girl of her years. 


HE little pie plate was made of tin, 

and as the sleigh moved off Merry- 
thought took aim and sent it flying straight 
at the little front door. 

Clatter! Clatter! Rush! 

Out on the doorstep tumbled the seven 
children, headfirst, pell-mell. They spied 
the toys, they seized them, they screamed 
for joy. 

Santa Claus and Merrythought laughed 
aloud, they were so happy too. 

“My sled!” 

“My skates!”’ 

“A sleepy doll! She really sleeps!” 

“See my jumping jack! He jumps so 
high!”’ 

“Look! Look! My jack-in-the-box!” 

“A real little key, and it locks as tight as 
tight can be!” 

“Tinkle! Tinkle! 
woolly lamb. 

Merrythought leaned from the sleigh 
and waved his hand, though of course the 
children could not see him at all. 

“Too many toys, Merrythought?” 
asked Santa Claus, looking down at the 
Brownie at his side. 

Merrythought laughed and shook his 
head. 

“No, not enough toys,” answered he. 
“The moment I reach home I am going to 
begin to make toys for those seven chil- 
dren for next year. But best of all, Santa 
Claus, I have found Christmas,” said 
Merrythought. ‘‘I have found Christmas 
again.” 


Tinkle!”’ from the 
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NEXT TIME YOU 
MAKE A CAKE 


Shorten your next cake with 
Snowdrift and find out for 
yourself how nice it will be. 

Snowdrift is so very good that 
that cake just can’t help being 
delicious. For Snowdrift is really 
made to eat. It is wholesome, 
nourishing food. Always fresh, 
and sweet as new cream. 

When you cream Snowdrift 
with sugar, you'll find that mak- 
ing cake with Snowdrift is easier 
and quicker, too. For Snowdrift 
stays creamy—just right for easy 
mixing—whether it’s kept in the 
refrigerator or out. 

Creamy Snowdrift is so white 
and dainty that it’s a pleasure to 
cook with it. Use it for pastry 
and biscuit as well as cake. They’ ll 
be wonderfully tender and good. 
Fry with Snowdrift, too. It gives 
fried food an appetizing delicacy 
of flavor. 

Dainty and convenient and 
good-to-eat, Snowdrift is natu- 
rally found in the new and shin- 
ing kitchens of this modern day. 
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Snowdrift is made by the 
Wesson Oil People out of an 
oil as fine as a fine salad oil. 








64 LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL December, 1927 Dece 














tho dh 
LC tuhhte’c OOr6W 





c Zo. 


HE Moon once made a tryst — re Across the blue abyss 
So runs the tale—upon B (MY ) hy Me () - Ethereal, star strewn, 
A mountain top, and kissed e iA VLMAV CL SCP vfor On Christmas Eve and kiss 
The youth Endymion. . The Girl in the Moon? 
But that was years ago— And in this marvelous day 
An zon, maybe more; Of airplanes and the like, 
Yet History, we know, Now why should not some gay 


Sometimes takes an encore. Endymion take a hike 
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The New Model 10 Eureka—Bigger and Better 
Built—With 16 Great Mechanical Improvements— 
Sets New Standards of Cleaning Effectiveness 


Announcement of the New ewe) 
Be S, 
Model 10 Grand Prize Kd A, 








Eureka was made only a 
few months ago. More than 
100,000 discriminating buy- 
ers ordered almost immedi- 
ately — most of them users 
of antiquated, inefficient 
electric cleaners, who took 
prompt advantage of the 
liberal trade-in allowance 
on their old equipment. 


These purchasers were quick 

to recognize and appreciate the amazing 
cleaning power of Model 10—its marvelous 
suction—the speed with which it eats up 
dust, lint, sand and deeply embedded dirt 
—its many exclusive features of design and 
construction— its greater strength, compact- 
ness and ease of handling. 


Comparative laboratory tests have estab- 
lished the ability of Model 10 to remove 


EUREKA VACUUM CLEANER COMPANY, DETROIT, U. S. A. 


Largest Manufacturers of Vacuum Cleaners in the World 


Canadian Factory, Kitchener, Ontario. Foreign Branches: 8 Fisher 
St., London, W. C. 1, England; 58-60 Margaret St., Sydney, Australia 


(401) 
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Gran d URE Gets 
Prize More Dirt 
VACUUM CLEANER 


LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 


Amazing 
Cleaning Power/ 


more dirt by weight in a 
given length of time than 
even former great Eurekas, 


Li oh ten i, iN and this superiority is already 

‘= , a, 

the Burden 
of those 

‘You Love ep 


a confirmed by actual use in 


Aste tens of thousands of homes. 


mw Surely this is the gift that 

will mean most at Christ- 
mas time. A gift that makes 
a pleasure of once-hated 
tasks! A gift that does away 
with household drudgery, 
and brings many added 
hours of leisure! An economical gift, too, 
for the New Model 10 is priced at a level 
made possible only by Eureka’s immense 
volume of manufacture. 








To avoid disappointment, we urge you to 
place your order at once with a Eureka 
dealer for Christmas delivery. Only $5 
down; the most convenient of terms; liberal 
allowance on your old cleaner. 
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EVERYWHERE IN U.S.A. 


| SMALL INTEREST CHARGE ON 
| DEFERRED PAYMENTS 
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tuffed Toys for the ©hildren’s ©hristmas 


Alfred the Penguin, Reuben the Flound and All Their Merry Playmates 





HRISTMAS can’t be Christmas without toys, 
and plenty of them; so the sooner we start 
about the business of filling Santa’s pack, the 

more joy there’s going to be abroad on Christmas 
Day in the morning! 

Here’s a pageful of the most intriguing playthings 
anyone could wish—the kind we can make ourselves 
from odds and ends of fabric, with buttons for eyes, 
silk floss or yarn for hair, a touch of paint for the 
dolls’ faces and a few embroidery stitches for animal 
mouths and noses. It’s perfectly simple to follow 






























Below, Man O’ War, Fr., in 
worsted rosettes and suéde-cloth 
coat. Body, 2% by 4% inches; 
front legs, 314, hind legs, 4, 
ears, 234 inches long; top of 
head to nose, 34% inches; to 
base of neck, 33% inches. 


Miss Snowy Eskimo, below, is all of eiderdown, except her stockinet 
face and silk-floss hair. Body is all in one, seamed around edges, 
with head, legs and cap attached separately. Height, 8¥4 inches; 
hand to hand, 7% inches; head, 2¥2 inches long; legs, 2 inches 
long; waist, 34 inches across; skirt, 5¥%4 inches across bottom. 
















Velveteen makes Bright Eyes, 
at left, with plush cap and jacket, 
ribbon necktie and silk-floss 
curls, and Alfred the Penguin, at 
right, with felt eyes and feet, vel- 
vet tie and felt-lined bill. Boy: 
Io inches high, 6 inches across 
arms, 334-by-4¥4-inch head, 4- 
inch-long legs, 3-inch-long jacket. 
Penguin: 17% inches high; 
wings,2\%4 by 434 inches, feet, 3% 
by 4% ; roughly triangular paste- 
board base, 8% inches on sides. 
















Behold Reuben the Hound, 
above, soulfully pensive ina 
coat of velvet, with button 
eyes, ribbon necktie and em- 
broidered nose and mouth. 
Heis 7% inches high; 5% 
inches across base, includ- 
ing tail; with ears 1% by 
2% inches, and head 3% 
inches long. 


Below, Piggy is all dressed up, 
with a band of felt in two colors 
along his back and three felt 
rosettes for tail and ears. His 
skin is of suede cloth, and two 
French knots make his eyes. 
Nose to tail, 534 inches; body, 
3% inches deep; front legs,2¥%4 
inches long; hind legs, 3 inches. 








the photographs in cutting out these toys. All of 
them are stuffed with cotton; the animals’ ears are 
cut separately and then sewed on, and the legs of 
the horse, pig and rabbit are cut and stuffed sepa- 
rately and then attached by means of pins. 

Velvet makes both the perky little cat and dog 
above, each approximately 5 inches high at head 
and 334 inches long from front to back. The faces 
measure 214 by 3 inches, the ears 114 inches and 
the legs 2 inches long. The cat’s tail is 3 inches long 
and the dog’s tail 114 inches. 
















Above, a lineal descendant of the orig- 
inal Brer Rabbit, pert and impudent 
in @ checkered coat, with store-string 
tail, shoe-button eyes and a piece of 
silk tape running from tail to chin. 
Body, 134 by 434 inches; front legs, 
2 inches long; hind legs, 3 inches 
around back curve; head, 1% by 1%4 
inches; ears, 2% inches long. 
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Quelques Fleurs— 
$7.50; other sizes . 
— $25.00, $15.00, 4 
$4.00, $2.00. 


A Wig tat af 
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F you would give something personal, 

inspiring and enjoyable for a long time 
after the holidays; if you would express the 
Christmas spirit in a gift of exquisite quality, 
taste and beauty, give perfume by Houbigant. 
The bottles illustrated here hold odeurs that 
every woman loves—no other perfumes have 
attained an equal place in world-wide, affec- 
tionate regard .. . Quelques Fleurs is a gay, 
vivacious bouquet; Le Parfum Ideal, “moon- 
light and the eternal feminine,” is in a 
flowered silk box from: France; Swbzilité is 
the perfume of sophistication—in an exotic 
Buddha bottle, set in a little shrine of bril- 
liant red and black. 


Le Parfum Ideal — $6.75; 
other sizes—$25.00, 
$12.50, $3:50, S175: 


Subrilité—$12.50; other 
izes — $15.00, $8.50, 
54.25, $2.25. 





The romance of perfumes is expressed in the booklet, ‘‘Things Perfumes 
Whisper.’’ May we send it to you, with five sachets, fragrant with Houbigant 
odeurs? Houbigant, Inc., Dept. 155, 539 West 45th Street, New York. 
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Is YOUYL Hair 
Coming Out ? 


It needs the attention of your hair 
brush—consistent, careful, daily 
brushing with the right hair brush. 


“ HE advent of short hair,” we read in an interest- 

ing article in Liberty, “is responsible for the neg- 

lect of a practice that does more to preserve and beau- 

tify hair than any other known—the regular, daily 
brush.” 

Every scientific hair specialist agrees that it is as 
essential to give the hair daily brushing as it is to give 
the body daily activity. And second only in impor- 
tance is the kind of hair brush you use. The Pro-phy- 
lac-tic Hair Brush combines all the assets of the best 
brushes in the world, at a wide range of moderate 
prices. Its long, selected bristles penetrate through the 
strands of hair to the roots, stimulating the scalp— 
without scratching or irritating it. This light, health- 
ful friction starts the activity of secretions that nour- 
ish the hair, keeping it young in color and appearance. 

The Pro-phy-lac-tic Brush has special accuracy in 
penetrating the hair because the selected bristles are 
just the right stiffness to stimulate the scalp, yet are 
yielding enough to soothe it. They also remove the 
tangles from the hair without breaking it. Part of the 
efficiency in brushing comes from the kind of bristles 
—part from the fact that these bristles are set in nar- 
row, straight-up-and-down rows. 

The Pro-phy-lac-tic “Bobet” is a joy to women who 
have bobbed hair—it fits conveniently in your bag 


for constant use. Pro-phy-lac-tic Brush Company, 
Florence, Mass. 






nen SaaS 
PO ce FO ays 
- on 





The Pro-phy-lac-tic 
Hair Brush can be 
found at your favorite 
toilet goods counter. 
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You can train your hair to 
take on the _ interesting 
back-swirl so engagingly 
worn by the modern girls. 
Constant brushing with 
the Pro-phy-lac-tic “ Bobet” 
will soon achieve this very 
smart effect. 





If you are fortunate enough 
to have a beautiful “hair 
line,” you can wear your 
bob brushed severely back 
—and oh, how smart it 
looks! Constant brushing 
with your Pro-phy-lac-tic 
Brush will soon train it 
away from your brow. 
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This winsome lamb measures 734 by 14 inches over-all and 5% inches 
from the top of his head to his nose; bow, 234 by 5% inches. 


Guddly Slumber Pillows 


With Which to Woo the Sandman 


\ K [HEN slumber time approaches 
and drowsy little voices wail in pro- 
test at the thought of going to bed 
alone, just hand a cuddly animal pillow to 
the wee protestant and watch the smiles 
replace the tears! For bed can hold no 
terrors for the child who goes there clutch- 
ing in his arms a cunning lamb or bear or 
pussycat like those 
shown here—ador- 
able bedfellows 
that serve the 
double purpose of 
pet and pillow, 
and offer no hard 
surfaces to bruise 
the tender arms 
that hold them 
close. They laun- 
der beautifully, 
too, for the outside 
cover, with a but- 
toned flap at bot- 
tom,can beslipped 
off inasecond; and 
they’re so easy to 
make that anyone 
can turn them out 
in a very brief 
space of time. 

No designs are 
given for the pil- 
lows, but it doesn’t 
take a great 
amount ofartistry 
to copy the ones 
shown, following 
the measurements 
cited in the legend 
below each photo- 
graph. White mus- 
lin was used for all 
three animals, 
with rose linen 
hemmed on for the 
bows, the ears of 
the bear and cat, 
and the eyes and 
nose of the bear. 
Satin stitch, done 
with dark blue 
mercerized cotton, 
made all the other 
markings. 


For the Inside 


OR the pillow 

proper, cut two 
pieces of white 
muslin, cambric or 
any inexpensive 
material, exactly 
the same shape as 
the outside case, 
but 44-inch less in 
width all around. 
Seam around edges 





The appealing cub above measures 13 V2 inches 
from head to base. Neck, 41% inches; waist, 
534 inches; base, 7 inches; ears, 2 inches 
deep; nose, 4% inches from top of head. 
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Pussy is 12% inches high, 634 inches from 
ear to ear, 84% inches across base. Nose, 5 
inches from top of head; bow, 6 inches long. 


and stuff with cotton wadding, so the ani- 
mal will remain soft and comfortable for a 
little head to rest upon. The outside case 
is made in the same way, but with the 
front of the animal cut one inch longer at 
bottom than the back. Seam around 
edges and make 1-inch-wide hem at bot- 
tom on both front and back. Then sew 
buttons on front 
hem and make 
buttonholes on 
back one, so that 
whencaseisclosed, 
buttoned section 
comes in back. 


Easy to Gopy 


AINSOOK or 
sateen maybe 
substituted for 
muslin, if pre- 
ferred,and the ani- 
mals made up in 
any light color 
that will stand re- 
peated launder- 
ing, with the ears, 
bows,and so forth, 
in a contrasting 
shade or color,and 
the embroidered 
markings ina 
mE darker shade. 
Any animal, of 
course, may be 
chosen as the sub- 
ject for a pillow, 
since it would be 
easy enough to 
adapt for the pur- 
pose the various 
animal cut-outs 
and _ illustrations 
that abound ev- 
erywhere. The 
maker may use he! 
own discretion 
in accenting their 
various features, 
cutting the ears, 
for instance, of a 
contrasting color, 
as in the bear and 
cat shown here, or 
leaving them of 
the same color as 
the rest of the an- 
imal, as in the 
lamb at top oi 
page. The same 
is also true of the 
embroidery 
touches, which 
may be distrib- 
uted wherever the 
greatest effect 1s 


gained. 
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Swans Down White Fruit Cake 


4 cups sifted Swans Down Cake Flour. 

1 teaspoon baking powder 

Y2 teaspoon soda Y2 teaspoon salt 

1 cup shortening 14 cups sugar 

1 tablespoon lemon juice 

1 sated Selene raisins 

Y2 pound citron, cut fine 

Yz pound each crystallized orange peel, 
lemon peel, pineapple, and red cherries, 
cut fine 

1 pound blanched almonds, cut fine 

10 egg whites; beaten stiff 


Sift flour once, measure, add baking powder, 
soda, and salt and sift together 5 times. Sift 1 cup 
of this flour mixture over fruits and nuts; mix 
thoroughly. Cream shortening until light and 
fluffy, add sugar gradually, and cream together 
thoroughly. Add remaining flour mixture to 
creamed mixture, a small amount at a time. Beat 
after each addition until smooth. Add lemon 
juice, fruits, and nuts. Fold in egg whites. Pour 


~In-tube pan or small. bread pans prepared with 


a paper lining in the bottom. Bake in slow oven 
(250° F.) 2% hours, then increase to 300° F. for 
15 minutes. Makes 6 pounds. 


CAKE FLOUR | 


. ($1.25 at Denver an 


est, $1.50 in Canada, $2.00 elsewhere, including 


: 
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IGLEHEART BROTHERS, INCORPORATED Established 1856 EVANSVILLE, INDIANA 


THIS SPLENDID CAKE SET—ONLY $1.00. For just what it costs. us—$1.00—we will mail 
the kind of cake set we use in our own kitchens . 
spoons; Wooden slotted mixing spoon; Wire cake tester; Aluminum measuring cup; Steel 
spatula; Heavy square cake pan (tin); Patent angel food pa 
Down Cake Flour; copy of recipe booklet, *“Cake Secrets’. (‘Cake Secrets” is the only item 
sold separately. Send 10c for your copy.) An oven thermometer is essential to proper bak- 
ing. We can now supply you with a standard thermometer, postage pre aid. Send $1.00 


. . Set consists of: Set aluminum measuring 


n (tin); Sample package of Swans 


. S. possessions). 











Heres hews 


for women who are 
not born cooks 


j 
Sonoe Le Cuil 


O be truly successful in cake-making, you don’t 

need to study a secret art . . . nor inherit your 
grandmother's talent . . . You don't have to be a ‘*born 
cook’’ to make wonderful cakes! 


The fact is, every woman can make them. Deli- 
cious, feathery-light cakes. Cakes that are so del- 
icately fine in texture and taste that they melt in 
your mouth! And youcan always feel sure of success. 


_ The only secret about it is Swans Down, the flour 
made especially for cakes and pastry. 


There is more than one kind of flour, you know. 
There is bread flour—meant for bread. It contains a 
type of gluten which, to give the best results, must 
be leavened from three to five hours by yeast. 


Then there is Swans Down Cake Flour—a totally 
different kind of flour. It is made from specially se- 
lected soft winter wheat, grown near the Swans 
Down mills. This wheat contains a delicate, tender 
gluten that gives perfect results with the “‘quick’’ 
leavens—baking powder, egg whites, etc. 


There is a difference in the milling of Swans Down, 
too. Only the choicest part of the wheat kernel is 
used. Of the flour made from 100 pounds of this 
selected wheat, only 26 pounds are good enough for 
Swans Down! And Swans Down is sifted and resifted 
through finest silk, until it is 27 times as fine as bread 
flour. It’s not difficult to understand the extra- 
lightness and fineness of Swans Down cakes! 


You'll find Swans Down Cake Flour most eco- 
nomical in the long run. It costs only a trifle more 
than bread flour—only 31/4 cents more 

> per cake—and assures you marvelous 
A success in all your cake-making! Swans 
* Down transforms the plainest one-egg 
5 cake into a delicacy for your guests! 


Make this Swans Down White 
P2_ Fruit Cake. . . you'll find it deli- 
+} cious, and you'll want to repeat your 
“sy success for the holiday season! 





















L. H. J.—12-°27 
IGLEHEART BROTHERS, INC., Evansville, Indiana. 

Attached is $1.00 ($1.25 at Denver and West, $1.50 in Canada, $2.00 
elsewhere, including U.S. Possessions) for which please send to address 
below one full set Swans Down Cake Making Utensils—with which I am 
to receive, free of charge, ‘‘Cake Secrets’ and sample package of Swans 
Down. If not entirely satisfied with set I may return it, carrying charges 
prepaid, and my money will be promptly refunded. 
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» GOODNESS 
Has Won 
This Wide Recognition 


ODAY American women regard the A&P as the source 
of all that is good in foods. 


They single out these cheery, friendly stores, confident that 
whatever they purchase will be the very essence of goodness. 


At this season in particular, every A@ P store is a veritable 
treasure chest of holiday needs and delicacies. Tasty figs 
and dates, nuts and fancy fruits vie with the great stocks of 
nationally famous foods which everywhere fill the shelves of 
A&P stores. 


No less important are the substantial savings women realize 
on every purchase. Every item is plainly priced and shows at a 
glance values that are rarely found elsewhere. 


It is singular, nevertheless true, that American women, far and 
wide, prefer to deal at the A&P. They know there is no sub- 
stitute for the wholesome goodness every A&P store offers. 


THE GREAT ATLANTIC @& PACIFIC TEA COMPANY 





ESTABLISHED 
1859 


(“WHERE ECONOMY RULES” 


At the A&P you are 
sure to find the popular, 
nationally advertised 
brands of groceries. 
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C french Boudoir Novelties for Ghristmas Gifts 


(ome Straight From Paris to the Ladies Flome Journal 





breath of airy-fairy charm, that nuance 

of gay frivolity—it speaks from every 
graceful detail of these fascinating novelties 
which Paris sends to solve our Christmas 
problem. Bearing the magic label, “Made in 
| France,” they serve as founts of inspiration 
for the fashioning of similar smart gifts to grace the boudoir 
or the guest room. 

The fetching pincushion and powder box at upper left and 
right are made on foundations of round pasteboard boxes, 
2 inches high and 3) inches across. The pincushion lid is 
glued to its box, and top and side of box are padded with 
cotton and covered with silk gathered at center top. On 
top, one of the charming French doll heads forms the center 
of a rose, which may be bought at any artificial flower 
counter; or the flower may be cut petals from scraps of 
organdie, with a few leaves added as the final touch. A strip 
of gold tissue swathes the lady’s head, matching the band of 
114-inch-wide gold lace around bottom of cushion. A row 
of tiny French flowers finishes top of lace and 14-inch-wide 
gold braid the bottom. 

The powder box is made in the same way, except that 
the lid, which of course isn’t fastened, is cotton padded 
only on top. The entire lid is covered smoothly with silk 
and trimmed with lace and flower. 

One of those luxurious sachet cases that impart a faint 
intangible perfume to whatever handkerchiefs or bits of 
lingerie are kept within is seen at upper center. It is 
formed of two ovals measuring 9 by 1214 inches each and 
joined together for 4 inches along one side. The outside is 


"Toes dainty French atmosphere, that 











taffeta, with satin lining and cotton batting interlining. 
The edges are finished with 44-inch-wide gold cord. The 
bewitching lady on the cover is made of bits of felt glued 
to the silk background, with 8 rows of shaded ribbon on 
a silk foundation, fastened at sides and top only, for her 
skirt. Lace and crinoline make her petticoat. The floor 
is painted in with oil or fabric paints. The lady, 104% 
inches tall and 13% inches wide at waistline, has a skirt 
15 inches wide at the lower edge and 4 inches long. 
A delightfully satisfying adjunct to any 
boudoir is the taffeta cushion at right, meas- 
uring 18 inches across. The back is plain, 
while the taffeta of front is fastened, plain, 
to outer edge and gathered in center. 
Five rows of 34-inch-wide gold lace, 
the inside row 4 inches from center 
and outside row extending just beyond 
edge of cushion, combine with two 
rows of wee French flowers to form 














trimming. Arosette of taf- 
feta ribbon trims center. 

The captivating white-haired 
miss at lower left presides over 
a nightgown case of extremely 
simple construction. It is made 
from two 12-inch disks of taffeta, 
lined with crépe de chine, and 
has a 234-inch ruffle—including 
the 14-inch-wide frayed edge—which is gathered 
around edge, but leaves a space of 10 inches plain. 
The doll’s head is inserted between top and bottom 





+ ait 


disks with the 10-inch plain edge shirred around her 
neck. A matching ruffle is then gathered around 
neck. The remaining edges are seamed together 
all around, except for a 9-inch opening at one 
side. 

What more frivolous version of the useful work- 
bag or stocking bag could feminine heart desire 
than the two at lower center? Crépe de chine 
makes the self-lined one at left, which is 21 inches 
deep. The 11-inch-wide lace ruffle, attached toa 
334-inch-wide band of French flowers and fruit, 
is topped by a 114-inch-wide band of gold metal cloth 
and a 14-inch-wide gold cord. The bag itself measures 
67 inches around top before it is shirred to a silk- 
covered embroidery hoop 9 inches in diameter. A yard 
and a half of two-inch-wide gold ribbon makes the 
handle, and three 6-inch-long gold tassels complete the 
sumptuous effect. 

Georgette trimmed with groups of 14-inch-wide 
hand-shirred tucks gives airy charm to the second bag, 
191% inches long finished, including a 314-inch-long 
stuffed knob at bottom, Add 10 inches to length of 
georgette to allow for tucks. The shirred georgette, meas- 
uring 70 inches around top, is lined with china silk, gathered 
at top onto a hoop, 91% inches across, and drawn tightly 
together at bottom. Cotton is stuffed into bottom and 
drawn into a 3-inch-diameter ball by a cord wrapped tightly 
around bag. Around this is sewed a band of French flowers, 
and below it a small bunch of flowers from which depends 
a 13-inch-long tassel of varicolored velvet ribbons, 44 inch 
wide, matching the two tassels at sides. A 2-inch-wide di- 
agonal band of French flowers, 20 inches long, ornaments the 
front of bag, and two 114-inch-diameter gold balls, 11 inches 
apart, embellish the velvet handle which is 45 inches long. 
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Travel Iron Set 


This De Luxe 3-lb. Hotpoint and cord, 
in gray leatherette case, $6.95. Another 
set, the “‘Press-Kit,” is $4.95. Just the 
thing for the friend who travels, or the 
girl away at school. The dainty 3-lb. 
Hotpoint iron and cord alone is $3.95. 


GIFTS.. 


“NTEARS ago Mary gave me an electric grill for 

Christmas. It was a beautiful gift—sparkling 
nickel with black ebony handles. I was very proud 
of it then, and am now, for it is still beautiful, 
though I use it almost every day. And every time 
I use it I think of Mary and how thoughtful she 
always is. 


“I receive my share of gifts every Christmas. Most of them 
are soon gone, as they are with everyone. True, I can think 
back and remember most of them if I try. But Mary’s gifts, 
from every year, I still have and enjoy.” 

* ok * 


Most of us could tell similar stories of gifts received that 
still are giving—and daily remind us of the givers. 
For there is a genuine art to giving and many master it. 


De Luxe Toast-Over Toaster 


A very popular gift that will be 
appreciated every day in the year. 
Toasts two large slices at a time, 
right at the table. The toast turns 
automatically when the side is 
lowered. Hotpoint toasters make 
perfect toast, not too fast—scorching 
the bread, nor too slow—drying it 
out. Finished in highly polished 
nickel, with cool, ‘ebonized turn 
knobs. Price $8.00. Other Toast- 
Over models at $6.00. 


De Luxe Curling Iron Set 


The famous Hotpoint Curler 
with an ivory-finish handle, in 
asilk-lined, grayleatherette case. 
The plugs and thumb button 
are gray to match the gray silk 
cord. An exclusive feature is 
the shield which opens parallel 
to the heated waver rod so that 
the hair is held evenly for the 
full length of the rod. Price 
$7.50. Other Hotpoint Curlers 
as low as $2.50. 


Dolly Madison Percolator Set 


A design of rare grace and beauty. The urn is silver lined, sugar and 
creamer gold lined. Makes 8 cups of delicious coffee by Hotpoint’s 
special HOT DRIP method. Satin Silver finish, $65.00; Polished 
Nickel, $55.00. Other sets from $14.25; percolators alone, from $9.00. 


Hotpoint SUPER-IRON 


Has patented Thumb Rest, Hinged 
Plug, Heel Stand, etc. Also has the 
patented CALROD electric heating 
element cast in solid iron, practically 
indestructible. 6lbs. Price $6.00. 
Another 6-lb. model. for $5.00. 


.. that Keep on Giving | 













































De Luxe Hotpoint 
Automatic Electric Range 


As special Christmas equip- 

ment at no extra cost it has a 
convenient drawer beneath 

the oven, electric light over cook- 
ing surface, clock, condiment jars, 
fireless-typ2 cooker, smokeless 
broiler, ctc. The most complete 
and convenient range ever made. 
Its automatically maintained heat 
and Automatic Timer enable you 
to cook perfectly though you be 
miles away. 


oe 












It consists simply in the thoughtful selection of gifts that will 
“keep on giving.” They need not be expensive—for there are 
plenty of beautiful, useful gifts to fit any Christmas budget. 
* ok Ok 

Hotpoint electric gifts are true gifts “that keep on giving.” 
Only a few suggestions can be shown here, but your neigh- 
borhood dealer or electric company can show you others— 
or can quickly obtain for you any Hotpoint Servant you 
may wish. Be sure to look for the name Hotpoint—it is 
your assurance of guaranteed highest quality and of lasting 
beauty, usefulness and remembrance. 


EDISON ELECTRIC APPLIANCE CO., Inc. 
5600 West Taylor St., Chicago. Factories: Chicago, IIl., and Ontario, Calif. 
Branches and Factory Service Stations in the principal cities 
In Canada: Canadian General Electric Co., Ltd., Toronto 
World’s Largest Manufacturer of Household Electric Heating Appliances 


Hotpoint Triplex Grill 


The HotpointTriplex Grill poaches, 
toasts, broils, boils or fries — three 
operations at the same time. It will 
be appreciated by those who delight 
in the unusual for Sunday night or 
midnight supper. Ideal for the bach- 
elor girl and others who do not have 
regular kitchen facilities. A most 
convenient electrical appliance be- 
cause of its many uses. Complete 
with necessary utensils. Price $13.50. 
Duplex Grill at $9.85. White enam- 
eled top Table Stove at $4.00. 


De Luxe Waffle Iron 


Right at the table it bakes de- 
licious golden-brown waffles— 
the kind that melts in your 
mouth. No turning; no grease, 
smoke or odor. Handsomely 
designed and finished in highly 
polished nickel. Only Hotpoint 

affle Irons have the patented 
CALROD electric heating ele- 
ment that is practically inde- 
structible. Price $15.00. Other 








SERVANTS 


models at $10.50 and $11.50. 
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Below, an attractive and useful 
bell-shaped needlecase has a 
flannel tongue which pulls up 
or down by means of a ribbon 
handle. Two pieces of card- 
board, 3 by 3 inches, are cut to 
shape and covered with lawn 
or silk—white on outside, with 
a contrasting color inside. 
An embroidered or painted 
design in pastel colors adds a 
dainty touch. The two pieces 
are sewed together at sides, 
leaving top and bottom open for 
sliding of ribbon, which passes 
between the two layers of the 
flannel tongue and terminates 
in an emery bag as useful as 
it is decorative. 


} J) 
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Jor the 
Young Girl’s ‘Room 


Below, an amusing pickaninny pincushion, 5 inches 

high, is made of a wooden stick, painted black, with a 

button mold for head. Smaller sticks are fastened on 

for arms. The dusky maiden’s costume is of silk, em- 

bellished with jet beads. The pincushion’s base, 2% 

inches across,is padded, covered with matching silk and 
jinished with a frill. 



































































Below, plaited 
taffeta, gold lace, 
ribbon and 
French flowers 
transform the 
common waste- 
basket into a 
thing of dainti- 
ness thatany girl 
would hail with 
delight for her 
room at college. 


ifts That Santa Chooses 


girlish heart! 


that win their way most surely to every 
What more charming room- 
mate for the miss who goes to college than the long, 
lank lady of fashion at upper left of page, or the 
dapper fellow in cap and bells, below, with roguish 
glance that begs most winsomely for adoption? 
Either would grace bureau, couch or easy-chair in 
any college room; while pincushions, needlecase 
and wastebasket—as attractive as they are practi- 
cal—speak a language anyone can understand. 


I | ERE they are—the sort of gay Parisian trifles 


French doll 
bodies are 
procurable 
in almost all 
department 
stores, nowa- 
days, so the 
two doll per- 
sons shown 
here may eas- 
ily be dupli- 
cated. 













































































































Milady of Fashion wears a 
trotteur of turquoise felt with 
taupe fur trimming and hat to 
match, while Jocko the Jester 
is clad in doublet and shoon of 
velvet, with satin cap and hose. 
In the original, apricot satin 
cap, cuffs and half of leg cover- 
ing contrasted with the green. Narrow 
ribbons, to match the color of his doub- 
let, enwrap his limber legs. The pin- 
cushion at upper right is simply a 
ball of cotton wool covered with 
sateen, tinted to represent an apple, 
and topped with a tiny sateen-covered 
wooden ball on which a face is painted. 
Finally, a silk cap, white collar, ribbon 
necktie and a few artificial leaves. 
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Among the fragrant creations of 
Roger & Gallet, Parfumeurs, Paris, 
you will always find just the right 
gift for Christmas—a single bottle 
of some lovely extract, a deli- 
cately perfumed powder, an artis- 
tic compact, or a beautiful Gift 
Box containing a selection of 
fragrant toilet articles. 


Three perfumes, most appropriate 
because of the sentiments they 
express, are:— 





Pavots d’A rgent 





















— "> (SILVER POPPIES) 
, : ee “The fragrance of 


*) your sweetest dream,” 
says Paris 


Fleurs d’Amour 
(FLOWERS OF LOVE) 





The most Luxurious 


Perfume in the World 








The Precious Perfume 
Duplicating in America 
its dominating Parisian 

success 





Roger & Gallet Gift Boxes 


come in each of these perfumes. Works 
of art in fragrance and ultra-modern 
French in color and design; they are 
especially appropriate for Christmas 
gifts. Priced from $6 to $12. 

Single articles are offered in Extrait, 
Eau de Toilette, Poudre, Compact, Savon, 
Bath Salts (Tablets), Aftabath Powder. 


Each in an attractive gift box—priced 
from $1 to $12.50. 


ROGER & GALLET 
Parfumeurs 
PARIS NEW YORK 


Your favorite shop will be 
glad to show you Roger 
& Gallet’s fra- 
grant gifts. 
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Personal 
Christmas 
Cards 


express your 
individuality 


ANNIE HURST, famous writer, 
whose book, ‘‘Song of Life,’’ 
promises to be one of the year’s 
most popular successes, agrees that 
the use of Personal Christmas Cards 
‘among people of good taste is a 
delightful and civilizing influence 
upon human relations. 

Personal Christmas Cards, upon 
which the sender’s name is engraved 
or printed, are always proper for ex- 
pressing the season’s greetings. 

Sample books showing such cards 
are now ready in the stores of dealers 
everywhere. The books present an in- 
exhaustible range of beautiful styles 
and treatments. 


Scatter Sunshine 
with Greeting Cards 


A most interesting book on the 
modern usage of Greeting Cards has 
been written by Anne Rittenhouse, 
noted social authority. The book in- 
cludes fifteen pages for lists arranged 
conveniently. Mail 25 cents with 
the coupon for your copy. 





The Greeting Card Association 
354 Fourth Avenue, New York City 


Enclosed is25c. Pleasesend me, prepaid, ‘‘Greeting 
Cards—When and How to Use Them.”’ 
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Over-all measurements of cat 
and dog crayon cases are 4 by 
5% inches, with flap closed, 
as below; with flap open, as 
at right, 512 by 5% inches. 








To Lighten the 


. 


The duck at left, measuring 7 

by 74 inches at outside points, 

has a 1%4-inch-deep flap. 
Pocket is 3 inches wide. 





(cares of ‘Readin and’Ritiw and”Rithmetic 


filled with joyous adventure 

when starting for the class- 
room means taking up a crayon 
or pencil case masquerading as a 
cat or dog or duck or Mother Goose shoe, or 
a school bag reminiscent of vacation days. 
And gifts like these, crammed into a bulgy 
stocking, not only add to the fun of Christ- 
mas but take away the sting that usually 
accompanies the ending of festivities and the 
going back to school. Boy or girl, student 
or tomboy, no youngster can resist their 
charm —and, incidentally, no mother can 
resist the lure of making them. 

You can’t know how simple they are 
to construct until you’ve tried, and found 
how quickly and easily it can bedone. Each 
of the crayon and pencil cases is made of 
two pieces of oilcloth—shiny or pebbly, ac- 
cording to preference—with one piece cut 
longer at top to allow for the flap that folds 
over and snaps on to the other piece. After 
the oilcloth has been cut into the desired 
shape—and anyone can copy the ones 
shown—the raw edges are stitched together 
all around sides, leaving flap open. In the 
case of the duck at upper center, the head, 
neck, breast and tail are loosely stuffed with 
cotton, and the stuffed parts separated from 
the pocket in center by two additional rows 
of stitching. A dress snapper may be used 
to fasten flap, with a plain button on outside 
to cover sewing. The cases may be painted 
in any colors desired, with oil paints or any 


Si OOL days become holidays 


Make a Bag or Pencil Case 
for the Ghristmas Stocking 





All three bags measure 1044 
by 11% inches. Boy at left, 
734 inches tall; hat, 14% by 
3 inches; rake, 2% by 8 
inches; dog, 2% by 24% 
inches. Above: large cat, 
23% by 5 inches; small one, 
13% by 2 inches. At right: 
girl, 6 by 8 inches, over-all; 
3M inches across skirt; 
swing, 7% by M4 inch. 





commercial paste decoration for 
shiny oilcloth, and fabric paint or 
oils for the pebbly variety. The 
original cat and dog cases were 
made of shiny black oilcloth, with 
lips and tongues painted red, noses pink, 
ears yellow and whiskers white. The duck, 
of pebbly yellow oilcloth, had red feet and 
bill, black feathers, a touch of blue on breast, 
and a white band around neck. 

The shoe pencil case in center of page is 
814 inches in over-all length, 51 inches from 
heel to toe, 4144 inches from point to point 
of roof, with 2'%-inch-deep flap. It was 
made of brown pebbly oilcloth, with lacers 
painted a darker brown, eyelets yellow, and 
pink and blue decorations on roof. 

Blue monk’s cloth was used for the origi- 
nal bags at lower left and right, each cut from 
a single piece of material, doubled and seamed 
at sides. They were lined with matching 
muslin, with the handles of the one at left of 
monk’s cloth and those of the one at right 
of heavy, rough brown cord. Bits of bright- 
colored felt made the figures—orange for the 
boy’s overalls, yellow for his hat, white for his 
shirt, flesh for face, arms and feet, brown for 
rake and white for dog. The girl had black 
hair and shoes, white blouse, orange skirt 
and tie, flesh-colored face, hands and legs, 
while the seat of the swing was black. 

The bag at lower center is of medium 
blue pebbly oilcloth, with the two cats, of 
shiny black oilcloth, stitched on top. Pickets, 
bowl, cats and flowers are painted. 
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Buicks 


than any other Fine Car 


—and never have women welcomed any Buick 
quite so enthusiastically as Buick for 1928, with 
its superb new Bodies by Fisher. 


No automobile ever impressed women as being 
so truly beautiful, so luxurious, so comfortable; 
and no automobile ever inspired them with such 
confidence—ever made them feel so much at 


BUICK 


WHEN BETTER AUTOMOBILES ARE BUILT 





home at the wheel—so certain that it would always 
perform exactly as they wanted it to perform. 


Buick has given women the finest motor car they 
have ever owned—a car ideally suited to their 
needs. That is why more women drive Buicks— 
and look forward to driving Buicks—than any 
other fine car. 


yr 19.28 


BUICK WILL BUILD THEM 
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This Ends the Worries 
of Old-Time Hygienic Methods 


By Providing Protection That Is Absolute 









Wee 
a 


Positive protection, under ALL conditions, plus fiee- 
dom forever from the embarrassment of disposal. 
This NEW way is changing the hygienic habits of 


women by the millions 


a 





By ELLEN J. BUCKLAND, Registered Nurse 


HOSE adorably, dangerously light things women used 
to fear—wear them now in full security; dance, motor, 
go about for hours in them without an instant’s doubt or fear! 


The hazards and uncertainties of the old-time method 
have been supplanted with scientific and positive protection. 
Once you try this mew way, you'll never again invoke the 
embarrassments of the old. 


Protection women KNOW is real 


Kotex is more than a ‘“‘sanitary pad’’—it is scientific protec- 
tion in the full sense of the term. 


(1) Kotex is the only sanitary pad in the world today 
filled with Cellucotton wadding, the super-absorbent of mod- 
ern scientific attainment. Thus 
Kotex absorbs sixteen times 





Easy 
Disposal 


and 2 other 
important factors 











Disposed of as 
easily as tissue. 
No laundry. 


comfortable wear. It is scientifically measured to allow 
ample gauze covering, with strong gauze attachment ends 
absolutely to eliminate all chance—all hazard. 

(3) Kotex actively deodorizes. Years of scientific research 
were spent in developing this obviously important factor. 


No laundry 


Kotex, too, ends for all time the embarrassing problem of 
disposal. One uses it, then discards it—as easily, almost, 


as tissue. 
Ask for Kotex by name 


Genuine Kotex is plainly stamped KOTEX on every box. 
If offered a substitute said to be ‘“‘like Kotex’’—beware. 
Insanitarily made imitations are, we are told, being offered 
for the sake of higher profit, by some stores, as the ‘‘same 
as Kotex.’’ They are not. Watch out. 


Only Kotex itself is “‘like’? Kotex. Obtain at any drug, dry 
goods or department store in boxes of 12 pads. Two sizes, 
Kotex Regular and Kotex-Super. 8 in 10 better-class women 

throughout America employ this 





True protection—S5 times 
as absorbent as cotton. 








its own weight in moisture! 
Thus Kotex is five times as 
absorbent as cotton! 


(2) Kotex has been scien- 
tifically designed for safe and 


*Supplied also through vending 
cabinets in rest-rooms by 


West Disinfecting Co. 

















unique and certain protection. 


Kotex Company, 180 North 3) Obtain without embar- 


ichi - rassment, at any drug or 
Michigan Ave., Chicago, IIl. ay cs ae wenply 


by saying ‘‘ Kotex.” 
“Ask for them by name” 


KOTEX 


PROTECTS—DEODORIZES 





No laundry—discards as easily as a piece of tissue 
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Doctor Bleinthal would be furious with 
me if he should learn I debased its pre- 
cious uses by trying them upon a mere 
dog. Bleinthal’s lesser assistants used to 
refer to the Master and myself by a Ger- 
man phrase of jest, which might best be 
translated into your language as ‘Im- 
mortality, Ltd.’ For, alas, there is a 
limit on all such things! We can renew 
youth and prolong life. But we cannot 
confer immortality. At least, not yet. 
One day, perhaps, he and I shall work to- 
gether on still greater experiments. And 
now I will take my leave. Your dog is less 
than five years old, madam. I cannot 
vouch that he will always remain so. 
3ut I have done what I agreed to do.” 

Hailing a taxicab Iscanyi drove to the 
bank, accompanied by Mrs. Dirck’s sec- 
retary; and there he cashed the thousand- 
dollar check. Next he returned to the 
St. Croesus and again took a room there. 
He had a well-founded hope that the ad- 
dress might once more 
be useful to him. 

That very day, rank 
good fortune smiled 
on Giulio Iscanyi. 
Mrs. Dirck, in her 
rapture over Pelleas’ 
rejuvenation, took 
the poodle for a walk 
in the park. ‘She was 
accustomed to his 
olden lagging gait. 
Thus she kept only a 
perfunctory hold on 
the leash. 


S THEY entered a 
path which bor- 
dered one of the drive- 
ways, Pelleas saw a 
gray squirrel scuttling 
along on the road’s far 


eSmmortality, Ltd. 


(Continued from Page 5) 


The tale went forth, authenticated and 
embellished. In New York dwelt a for- 
eign scientist who had the mystically 
supernatural power to make old dogs 
young. It wasa proven fact. Dr. Giulio 
Iscanyi’s telephone at the St. Croesus 
buzzed every day and all day. Women 
and men entreated him to do as much for 
their own loved and ancient canines as 
he had done for Mrs. Dirck’s Pelleas. 

Iscanyi’s dreams were coming true. 
But the sight and scent of a gold storm 
did not turn his head. Rather did it 
steady him and call forth all his native 
wile. 

He knew by experience that luck can 
ebb even faster than it can swell; and 
that his own shrewdness alone could keep 
him atop this impending tide of weaith. 
Wisely he made his plans, testing them 
over and over, as one might test a rope of 
doubtful strength. Presently he was 
ready. He knew his campaign was failure- 
proof so long as he 
should stick to his 
carefully - arranged 
program. And hewas 
resolved to stick to it. 


ITHIN amonth, 

no fewer than 
twelve of Mrs. 
Stephen Dirck’s ac- 
quaintances besieged 
him with entreaties to 
make young again 
their twelve past- 
worthy pets. Indig- 
nantly herefused each 
and every request. 
At last, under great 
pressure, he consented 
to meet the twelve at 
Mrs. Dirck’s house 
and look over their 








side. Thestrychnia’s 








dogs. 





exhilarating effect 
had not yet worn off. 
Merrily Pelleas bounded in pursuit of the 
tempting squirrel. Across the road he 
dashed, jerking the leash free from his 
mistress’ hand. 

Midway in his flight he ran in front ofa 
speeding motor car. The rest was tragedy. 

A tear-choked voice on the telephone, 
that night, told Giulio of the misfortune. 
Mrs. Dirck was in wild distress. By a 
miracle her aged dog had been made 
young and handsome and gay. Then on 
the same day he had met death under a 
motor-car’s wheels. All Giulio’s telephonic 
consolation could not lessen her despair. 

As he hung up the receiver a smile of 
radiant bliss lighted the classic face of 
Dr. Iscanyi. No need now to get out 
oi town in a week or two because of Pel- 
leas’ returning age and fat and loginess. 
instead he fell adreaming. And all his 
creams were of old dogs and of silly hu- 
nians and of much money. 

Mrs. Stephen Dirck was a woman of 
ide acquaintanceship and of social 
night. Among her friends she numbered 
fiany a dog owner of her own kind. To 
‘ese, as they flocked to condole with her 
on the slaying of Pelleas, she poured 
orth the wonder tale of her dog’s rejuve- 
nation. Not only she but her husband 
and her secretary and her servants could 
vouch for the incredible change in Pel- 
cas, under Dr. Giulio Iscanyi’s mysteri- 
ous course of treatment. 


t 


if [HERE was additional proof too. An 

4 hour after Pelleas’ return home from 
his youth-restoring stay with Iscanyi, 
Mrs. Dirck had taken three or four snap- 
Shots of him, in her first flush of delight. 
"hese pictures had been developed and 
enlarged. .They showed the soon-to-die 
poodle in all the glory of his slender and 
say rejuvenation. Side by side she ex- 
hibited them with earlier photographs of 


| and panting old dog. 


“*Mesdames,’’ he 
said, in his charming 
and hard-learned accent, “‘let us under- 
stand one another, if you please. I am 
not a dog doctor, a veterinarian. I am 
not a quack. I am not a wonder-worker. 
I am a humble scientist, striving to help 
in the betterment of my kind. That is all. 
Through a foolishly careless speech of 
mine, Mrs. Dirck chanced to hear of my 
experiments with Doctor Bleinthal. She 
asked me to try to bring back the youth 
and spirits of her worn-out old dog. For 
the love of experimentation and to raise 
funds to help carry on the Bleinthal 
clinics and my own researches, I consented. 
“T was fortunate enough to succeed. 
The lymph happened to be splendidly ef- 
fective in the case of that particular ani- 
mal as I believed it would be when first 
I saw him. I can almost always tell 
whether a patient, human or canine, has 
passed the sad boundary line where no 
longer can even science help him. Also I 
can tell, almost always—or I like to be- 
lieve I can—the physical type on which 
the lymph will react.” 


““TUST as there are humans who are im- 
pervious to certain diseases and to 
certain cures, so there are dogs that are 
impervious. Also there are patients on 
whom ordinarily successful remedies have 
no effect and who are immune to toxins. 
“Doctor Bleinthal’s lymph usually will 
produce a magic effect on old dogs. On 
some it will not. Not being a charlatan, 
I refuse to treat such dogs as I know can- 
not be benefited. I do not care to take 
money for a hopeless experiment. In other 
cases I believe I can work a cure. Under- 
stand, I say I ‘believe.’ I guarantee noth- 
ing. Now that wecomprehend one another, 
there is one more point: I do not like to 
do this kind of work, and I wish to dis- 
courage people from forcing it upon me. 
“‘My terms are those I agreed on 
with Mrs. Dirck. Namely, one thousand 










































He needs ‘ 


Bottled Sunshine 
cNow! 


Although your baby may 

appear perfectly healthy— 

yet bones and teeth may not 
be developing properly 


Everywhere baby specialists are giving 
this warning to mothers: “Don’t be satis- 
fied because your baby looks plump, strong 
and healthy. Be sure he does not fall into 
one grave danger.” 


It is the danger that your baby’s bones and 
teeth may be soft and porous instead of solid 
and strong. 


Perhaps you do not realize just what this 
means. It may mean that your baby cannot 
have some of the things that count so much 
in appearance and health. A. properly 
shaped head and chin, sound, uncrowded 
teeth, straight legs and a fine full chest! 


Don’t think that because your baby is 
breast-fed, there is entire protection from 
this danger. Even mother’s milk, completeas 
it is, may not give all the protection needed. 


Scientific research has found that this seri- 
ous condition is almost entirely due to the 
lack of an adequate supply of one protective 
substance. 


This protective substance is obtained 
from two sources—sunshine and good cod- 
liver oil. 


If your baby could get enough direct sun- 
shine on his bare body, he might be safe. 
But clouds, fog, smoke and clothing make 
this practically impossible. Even ordinary 


SQuiBs’s 
Cop Liver Oi 


Vitamin-Tested and Vitamin-Protected 
PRODUCED, TESTED AND GUARANTEED 
BY E. R. SQUIBB & SONS, NEW YORK 
Chemists to the Medical Profession since 1858 


window glass filters out the rays that protect 
—the ultra-violet rays. 


Therefore, authorities have come to de- 
pend almost entirely on the other source of 
protection — cod-liver oil. ‘“‘Bottled Sun- 
shine’’ they call it. 


Hundreds of the country’s leading spe- 
cialists advise one particular cod-liver oil 
—Squibb’s! 

They advise it because laboratory tests 
show it to be unusually rich in ¢wo essential 
vitamins; in Vitamin D which helps to build 
strong bones and teeth, and in Vitamin A 
which prevents colds and builds vitality. 


Squibb’s Cod-Liver Oil is a// oi/; unmixed 
with any diluting ingredients. So that in 
each teaspoonful you are assured of the full 
protective activity of the cod-liver oil. 


Everywhere physicians are urging that 
good cod-liver oil be given daily as the one 
sure way to assure strong solid bones and 
sound teeth for your 
baby. 

Youcan getSquibb’s 
Cod- Liver Oil at all 
better drug stores. 
Your physician will 
know Squibb’s; ask 
him about it. 





Delayed closing of the ‘‘soft 

spot’’ is one sign that bone 

formation is not progressing 
as it should 
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Send for this authoritative booklet—FREE 
E. R. SQUIBB & SONS 
80 Beekman St. [Dept. 11} New York City 
Please send me a copy of your new booklet, 
“Why every baby needs Bottled Sunshine’ 


Name. 
Address 
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78 LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 








A Long Life- an 
a Useful One 


Your vacuum cleaner, sewing machine and other 
housekeeping helps cost too much to shorten their 
lives by improper or infrequent oiling. 

Make them live long and useful lives by oiling fre- 
quently with 3-in-One. 

Here is an oil that has stood the good old “‘test of time.”” For 
a third of a century it has been making things run smoother 


and last longer; not only in homes, but in factories and on 
farms. It’s the safe oil to use on all household mechanisms. 


3-in-One is far more than ordinary sewing machine oil. It 
contains several high quality oils, scientifically compounded 
to preserve the unique properties of each. 


There’s a good merchant in your neighborhood who has 
3-in-One. Ask for it by name and look for the Big Red “One” 
on the label. In Handy Oil Cans and three sizes of bottles. 
THREE-IN-ONE OIL COMPANY 
130 William St., New York, N.Y. 


FREE Write for generous sample and Illus- ei 
e trated Dictionary of Uses. Use a postal. \ 


3-in-One prevents rust and tarnish. Use on 
bathroom and kitchen faucets; gas stove; all 
nickeled metal surfaces. 














A THIRD OF A CENTURY OF CONTINUOUS SERVICE 


@ | 
din-One 
Prevents Rust- OILS - Cleans & Polishes 


L362 


December, 1925 
/ 











dollars. Payable, henceforth, in advance. 
And, I repeat, I guarantee nothing. But 
I am willing to do this: If I fail to effect 
a rejuvenation I have undertaken or if a 
dog should die under the treatment, I 
stand ready to return the fee paid. Take 
that or leave it. I hope you will leave it. 
That is all.” 

Not for mere effect had Iscanyi hes- 
itated for days before consenting to meet 
these people. He had invested a stiff sum 
of money, in the interim, in hiring a firm 
of detectives to look up the applicants’ 
financial rating and to discover by chats 
with servants how highly they valued their 
pet dogs. Thus he had a clear idea of his 
audience’s incomes and dispositions. 


E WAS in no way astonished or cha- 

grined tosee three of his hearers gather 
up their aged dogs and depart. Nine 
remained, undaunted by the price they 
must pay. 

Mrs. Stephen Dirck broke the brief 
silence that followed; broke it with a sug- 
gestion he had 
known must come, 


little apartment in a smart New York 
neighborhood. Here dwelt Dr. Giulio Is- 
canyi, his bank roll ever swelling. Here he 
received patronsand would-be patrons with 
an air of regal condescension which most 
of them accepted with happy humility 

Naturally Iscanyi knew this could not 
be his permanent abode; nor that he 
could dwell profitably on Manhattan Is- 
land for an indefinite time. The dovs 
which he had restored to youth by means 
of sane training could not be expected to 
go on staying young. None of them was 
youthful in actual years; and all were 
hideously spoiled and pampered as soon 
as they came back from the course of 
exercise and semistarvation. 

Already one or two people were com- 
plaining at the cure’s lack of permanency, 
and were talking blatantly about law- 
suits. But the crop of new patients 
swelled in numbers. Mrs. Dirck had 
done much. Other overrich and overin- 
fluential folk, whose dogs had been made 
lean and lively, had done more. 

Iscanyi was ad- 
vertised by a 





soonor late. ““Doc- 
tor Iscanyi,’’ she 
quavered, “‘some 
of us were talking 
at a dinner last 
night—were talk- 
ing about you and 
about this won- 
derful thing you 
did for poor dar- 
ling Pelleas. And 
the question came 
up: If youcando 
that to a dog and 
if Doctor Blein- 
thal can do it for 
old men and old 
women, why can’t 
we persuade you 
to start a clinic 
here in New York 
to carry on Doctor 
Bleinthal’s mag- 
nificent work? 
Not only on ani- 
mals, but on hu- 
mans too?”’ 


usually 


Yuletide. 





-A Beautiful 


cAnnouncement for 
Your Gift 

O EVERY person whom 

you remember this year 

with a Lapies’ Home JourNAL 

subscription, we shall be glad 

to send, in your name, an un- 


attractive 
ment, alive with the spirit of 


This announcement faith- 
fully reproduces, on heavy art 
paper (11 x 14 inches), one of 
Maxfield Parrish’s most colorful 
masterpieces. It not only makes 
a jolly reminder but a beautiful 
picture for framing. 


score of ardent 
believers. Indeed, 
he had vast ado 
to keep the tale of 
his miracles from 
seeping into print. 


HEN on a 

morning came 
into his severely 
plain office a wo- 
man who made 
the little room 
shimmeringly ra- 
diant. Iscanyi 
gaped at her for 
an instant before 
he could slip back 
into his profes- 
sional armor and 
assume his hard- 
studied pose. 

She was small 
and slender and 
boyishly lithe. 
Her costume was 
as severe as were 


announce- 








Dr. Giulio Is- 
canyi’s classic 
face was clouded by an aspect of pain. He 
winced. Then he made stern answer: 

“Though I had the honor of being the 
master’s first assistant and though some 
tiny part of the success of his experiments 
may perhaps belong to me, yet his is the 
secret and his is the honor. I would no 
more steal that secret and that honor from 
him than I would steal his money or yours. 
He cannot object seriously to my trying a 
few of his inspired experiments on mere 
dogs, to make their owners happy—he 
loves dogs, himself—but I have no right 
to practice them on my fellow humans. 
It is a matter of ethics, not of money or 
of fame. And now,” he added more geni- 
ally, ‘let me look at the dogs; and decide 
which of them are likely to be benefited 
by the treatment.”’ 


OG after dog was brought forward for 

his inspection. Through the list went 

Iscanyi. Out of the nine dogs he accepted 
five for treatment. 

With the five, next day, he set forth in 
a second-hand car for a tumble-down farm- 
house he had rented at bottom price, and 
whose location was known to none of his 
patrons. A thick-witted boy with a hare- 
lip was engaged as a helper; and the 
training course began. 

At the end of six months the tumble- 
down farmhouse—location and existence 
unknown to the miracle-worker’s growing 
list of patrons—still was the scene of the 
training operations; and the harelipped 
boy was left almost wholly in charge. The 
work was simple, even for the youth’s 
bud-blasted intelligence. It consisted in 
underfeeding and overexercising a variant 
number of fat and blasé and prematurely 
old pet dogs. 

But the modest room in the Hotel St. 
Croesus had been superseded by a smart 


the office furnish- 
ings. But herlam- 
bent personality glorified it, as Iscanyi’s 
glamour lent semimystic charm tohisoffice. 
She wore no hint of make-up and she 
needed none. Her big dark eyes held 
Giulio hypnotically in their softly appeal- 
ing clasp. Why, at first glance, she was 
more like some wonderful child than like 
a grown woman! 

There was a childlike frankness about 
her, too, as she presented to the dazed 
Iscanyi a note of introduction from Mrs. 
Stephen Dirck, which read: 


Dear Magician-Man—Please don’t be 
‘angry with me for telling your secret to one 
more of my friends. You can rely on her to 
keep faith. 

This is Mildred Leclaire, of whom, natu- 
rally, you have heard. She is featured in 
Ropes of Sand, at the Diana Theater. Miiss 
Leclaire had been giving us such wonderiul 
help in our Knickerbocker Pageant; and 
really she is not one bit like an actress. No- 
body can help loving her. 

Today she was telling me about her Poin- 
eranian dog; and the tears came into ihe 
dear girl’s eyes as she talked. She doesnt 
know his age, for she has had him only three 
years. But she is sure he must be terribly 
old, for he is getting so fat and weak and 
lazy; and it makes her afraid he can’t !ive 
more than a little while longer. 

Your own heart would have been touched 
if you had heard her. She was so unhappy 
that I told her all about you; and she begycd 
me to give you this note and to ask if you 
can’t do as much for her Pom as you }i:ive 
done for so many other old dogs. Can’t you 
It will mean so much to her! 


Canes sent up a swift and mute 
prayer, to whatever gods he had, that 
the Pomeranian might prove to be merely 
overfat and not overold. Then he put on 
his most glowing smile and stretched forth 
his hand toward his caller. 


(Continued on Page 80) 
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CHARMING GIFTS 


























bese Gay MANICURE SErs 








The Compact Set $ .60 
The Five Minute Set 1.00 
The Traveling Set 1.50 


SucH WELCOME GIFTS! 
These wonderful Cutex 
Manicure Sets. The warm 
Christmas greeting of their gay wraps. The splendid 
Cutex preparations to make lovely hands lovelier. The 
delightful range of price and size to meet every Christmas 
need. Everyone is delighted to receive any one of these 


charming and ever so useful sets. q Cutex manicure 





The Marquise Set $2.50 preparations, made by the 
aoe Sonor Sat — reatest authority on: th 
The De Luxe Set 5.00 5 y . 


manicure, are recognized 
the world over as the correct thing for the nicest 
manicure. Six charming sets to choose from. You can 
easily make your whole selection in just one call at 
your druggist’s or department store. Each is in this won- 


derful Christmas wrapper or in a decorated metal case. 


Northam Warren, New York, London, Paris. 
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CUTEX 
MARQUISE 
SET 
Metal case. 
Cuticle Remov- 
er, Polishes, Nail 
White, buffer, file, 
emery boards, etc. 
$2.50 (Canada $3). 


¢ 





























































; CUTEX FIVE MINUTE SET 

This chic metal case con- 

‘tains Cutex Cuticle Remover, 
P ish, Powder 


> 


CUTEX TRAVELING SET 


Above. In smartChrist- 
mas wrap. Contains 
Cuticle Remover, Cake 
Polish, Paste Polish, 
Nail White, file, em- 
ery boards, orange 
stick. $1.50. 
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Can you take off your hat... 


and be your prettiest ¢ 


Do you take off your hat with a 
gay little gesture of confidence 
because you know that, without 
it, you’re prettier? 

Does your hair shine and lend 
its sparkle to your eyes? Does 
it look so alive, so soft, that it 
enhances your features and col- 
oring? It can! Here are 2 
Packer Shampoos to bring fluf- 
finess, life and lustre to your hair. 
In each is all the knowledge 
gained in 55 years’ experience in 
making shampoos—55 years of 
consultation with physicians. 


1. Packer’s Olive Oil Shampoo, a new 
golden liquid of olive oil, cocoanut 
oil, soothing glycerine. It lathers in 
an instant, rinses in a twinkling! 


2. Packer’s Pine Tar Shampoo, a 
dark-amber liquid that contains the 
soothing benefits of olive and cocoa- 
nut oils and—in addition—health- 
ful pine tar, without the tar odor. 


Nw2 PACKER Shampoos 


In each bottle—safe cleansing, 
hair loveliness, hair health. 
These two shampoos are gently 
cleansing for dry hair; and so 
quick and safe, you can use them 
on oily hair as often as you wish 
—every 4 or 5 days if need be. 
With Packer’s you can keep 
your hair always fluffy, soft, 
entrancing. Packer’s will help 
it to make you prettier! 


PACKER’S TAR SOAP — Practically every 
medical work on the hair recommends pine tar 
soap in the treatment of dandruff and certain 
other skin ills requiring special care. And so skin 
specialists prescribe Packer’s Tar Soap as the 
most effective nice way to give your scalp the 
benefits of pine tar. Each cake now in an indi- 
vidual metal soap box. 


Send ioc for Sample and Manual. 


For 10c (stamps or coin) we will send you enough 
Packer’s Shampoo (either Olive Oil or Pine Tar— 
please indicate which) for two treatments, and a 
copy of our new Manual, “The Care of the Hair.” 
This profusely illustrated 28-page book has re- 
cently been re-edited to present the most modern 
scientific thought on the care of the hair. It con- 
tains dozens of authoritative suggestions for mak- 
ing your hair healthier and lovelier. Fill in the 
coupon, clip and mail today. 


Quick to lather .. . Quick to rinse 


THE PACKER MFG. CO., Inc., Dept. 7-L 
Box 85, G. P. O., New York, N. Y. 





December, 19247 





I enclose 10c (stamps or coin). Please send me 
your Manual and sample of the type of Packer’s 
Shampoo I have checked: 











0 Olive Oil O Pine Tar 
(If you wish samples of both types, send 20 cents) 
Name 
Address 
4 City State. 








OLIVE OIL 


To insure correct mailing PRINT name and address 








PINE TAR 


(Continued from Page 78) 


“T ought to be seriously offended, Miss 
Leclaire,”’ he said, “for this betrayal of 
my work—a work that I am ashamed of 
and which I have taken up only to please 
Mrs. Dirck and to keep a few people from 
being made unhappy by losing the dogs 
they love. But somehow when I look at 
you, I can’t feel vexed. When can you 
bring him here?”’ 

“He is in the car,’’ answered Mildred. 
“Will you let me bring him in? And, oh, 
will you try very 
hard to believe he 
is one of the kind 
you can make young 
again? Itmeansso 
much to me, doc- 
tor!’ 

She was gone; 
leaving the office 
strangely dim and 
dead by the loss of 
her radiant pres- 
ence. Iscanyi 
blinked toward the 








i 
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type that responds readily. Indeed, he is 
of a type whose resistance to the lymph 
must be broken down by a long and care 
ful process. Frankly, I believe—mincd 
you, I only say I believe—I believe I could 
cut many years off from him, and mak: 
him young and handsome and well 
But ——” He waved his hands elo 
quently, by way of finishing a sentence he 
could not think how to complete in the 
right words. 
“If I should undertake this case,” 
Iscanyi continued, smiling down into the 
uplifted brown 
eyes, ‘I should not 
do it for the money 
that may accrue 
from it. Frankly 
the extra care and 
time and costly 
chemicals involved 
would wipe out any 
profit. It would be 
a labor of—of love. 
The love every 
true scientist has 











doors he had left 

half open. He had gone through life thus 
far without having any woman bruise no- 
ticeably the tough cardiac muscle he called 
aheart. Hismodesof livelihood had given 
him scant opportunity to meet on equal 
terms any young and good-looking women 
of the class he admired. 

Indeed, until he had been thrown into 
contact with Mrs. Stephen Dirck and 
her circle, his acquaintance with well-bred 
women of any age had been negligible. 


EFORE he had time to sneer himself 

out of the unwonted mood of adora- 
tion and to grip afresh his lifelong sanity, 
Mildred Leclaire was back in the office 
again. In her arms she bore lovingly a 
spherical and liver-hued Pomeranian. 

Iscanyi took the Pom tenderly from 
Mildred, handling him with ostentatious 
gentleness, and carried him to the office 
table. There his long sensitive fingers ran 
over the pudgy mass in highly professional 
style. He stopped to listen to the raucous 
breathing. His forefinger rested deftly 
above the heart. 

Just as he had thought! Beyond being 
unbelievably fat and logy and weakened 
by the eternal carrying of three times his 
own normal weight, the dog was as sound 
as need be. 

Mildred stood close at his elbow, sooth- 
ing the fatly indignant growls and grunts 
of her pet and waiting in tense anxiety for 
the great man’s verdict. The faint per- 
fume of her hair arose like incense to the 
doctor’s nostrils and to his brain, making 
him drunk with the loveliness of her. 

Presently the inspection was over. Is- 
canyi steadied his rich voice and gave 


verdict. ‘“‘Miss Leclaire,’”’ he began re- 


gretfully, “if it will not be too much of a 
disappointment to you, I would far rather 
not take this case.” 

He was interrupted by a catch in her 
breath. The big eyes, looking up so im- 
ploringly into his, filled with mist. For 
the first time in a varied and active life, 
Giulio Iscanyi was aware of a conscience 
twinge; of a sensation as of having struck 
a laughing child in the face. 

“‘Oh,”’ she begged. ‘‘Please! Please! 
He means so much to me, doctor! He’s 
the best pal a lonely girl ever had.” 


SCANYI’S heart missed a beat. A 

“lonely” girl, eh? That meant an ab- 
sence of interfering relatives, of punitive 
brothers, of counsel-laden intimate friends; 
in brief of all the worst barriers to a closer 
acquaintance with her. In his joy he 
missed her next word or two. But he came 
to himself as she paused; her tiny gloved 
hand lying appealingly on his arm. 

“‘Don’t misunderstand me,” he soothed 
her. “It isn’t hopeless. But it promises 
more difficulties than I have encountered 
with any of the others. And I am a busy 
man. That is why I said I would rather 
not take the case. It would mean night- 
and-day treatment and observation for 
weeks, perhaps months. He is not of the 


for his profession,’’ 
he added, after a 
barely perceptible interval during which 
he studied covertly the face which was be- 
ginning to engrave itself on his heart. 
“And you will take the case?”’ 
“Yes,” he said, simply. ‘‘ Yes, I will.’ 


HE cried outin childlike happiness. Im- 

pulsively she caught his hands in hers. 
With mighty effort he forced himself to 
give the eager little hands only the brief- 
est and kindliest of pressures; then to re- 
lease them before they had time to seek 
release. Turning to the Pom that was 
balancing dubiously and flabbily on the 
table edge, he lowered the dog gently to the 
floor, stroking the fat-wadded, furry back. 

“My chief reason for hesitating about 
undertaking this work,” he explained, 
“is really less because your dog is of a 
resistant type than because of his great 
age. I suppose you know how old he is?”’ 
“‘T haven’t an idea,”’ she answered. ‘‘He 
was grown up when he was given to me. 
Nine or ten, though, I should think.” 

“‘Add another six years to that,” said 
Iscanyi, ‘“‘and you will be nearer the truth. 
This dog is somewhere between fifteen 
and sixteen years old. To bring him back 
to his first youth—if I can—will be a 
triumph worth incorporating in the next 
paper I read. How did he hurt his back?” 
he broke off, his stroking hand touching a 
triangular scar under the sparse, liver- 
colored coat. 

“Tt was in the country, two years ago,” 
she replied. ‘“‘Ritzi ran under a barbed 
wire fence and got an ugly three-cornered 
gash in his shoulder, poor darling. The 
scar has always stayed.” 

“Ritzi, did you call him? Odd name. 
Pretty name. Yes, Miss Leclaire, I’ll do 
all for him that my poor skill can do. I'll 
do more for him than I have done for any 
other dog I have rejuvenated: Instead of 
taking him to my place in the country, 
I’ll keep him right here, where he can be 
under my own eye all the time. I’ll even 
do more,” he went on with a tinge of re 
luctance. ‘‘Since you are so devoted to 
him, you would be unhappy not to see hin 
sometimes. If you will promise not to tel! 
anyone that I am breaking this rule, I'l! 
let you come here, from time to time, i! 
you care to, and see him.” 

When she was gone he glowered ab 
sently down upon the dog. Ritzi wa 
whining and scratching at the closed offic: 
door, in an attempt to get out and to fo! 
low his mistress. 


““TDUP,”’ said Iscanyi, “I’ll have to give 
up my evenings to taking youon walks 
that will start at two miles and end at ten 


os | 


miles; and in making you run races in th 
Park. It will be a nuisance. But—I’ve 
got to win your friendship—the friendshi) 
of a canine toy balloon with the heaves: 
That’ll be the rottenest part of the whol: 
thing. Butit’s worthit, Ritzi. And that’s 
the highest praise I can give her.” 


(Concluded in the January Home Journal) 
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For a Real Peppermint Treat 
get Wrigley’s Double Mint 
and enjoy this new and better 
Peppermint flavor. 


WRIGLEY’S Double Mint is 
good—and good for your 
teeth, mouth, breath, appetite 
and digestion. 


Look for it at your dealer’s. 
He2 The flavor lasts. 












Don’t sing a song of six-pence 
A nickel is enough! 

And when you bake the blackbirds 
If you should find them tough 
Just get a pack of Double Mint 
Let everybody sing 

“Wrigley’s after every meal 

Is just the very thing!” 
MOTHER GOOSE UP-TO-DATE, 
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And ever 


after—the scent of yellow roses recalls to her—his eyes; recalls to him—her fair and radiant face 
-) 





“Does Fragrance paint deecim 
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OVERS OF FRAGRANCE—fortunate ones born sen- 
. sitive to the beauties of scent—how much 
sweeter is their world than that of those who’ve 
never known . . . the rush of dreams brought back 
by some old familiar scent; the thrill of a newly 
discovered odor. 

Scent-conscious people — blindfold — know the 
low spots of a country lane by their cool and 
grassy smell; know each season by its typical and 
haunting odor; know the flowers of their gardens, 
each by its sweet fragrance. Such people would as 
soon walk in a garden of paper flowers as bathe 
with an unscented soap. 

The dainty, fresh fragrance of Cashmere Bou- 
quet is loved by all who are keenly scent-per- 
ceptive. It is more than merely a fragrance; it 





> 


pictures fou YOu : 








emanates from those rare flower essences which 
create, in this exquisite soap, a unique and two- 
fold magic. These essences actually aid in cleans- 
ing each tiny pore, leaving the skin soothed and 
satin-soft. And after, there lingers a lovely faint 
freshness which is the height of personal daintiness. 

If you thrill with delight at the first fragrance 
of Cashmere Bouquet Soap, you will know that 


you are one of those blest ones whose nostrils 
are keenly attuned to Nature’s lovely scents. 

You will use Cashmere Bouquet always 
finding it a joy and likewise an economy, for 
its hard-milled cake lasts long! And down. to the 
last sliver Cashmere Bouquet gives an abundant 
and gentle lather. The large cake may be had 
for 25c in drug and department stores. 








Colgate & Co., Dept. 60L, 505 Fifth Ave., New York : 
Please send me a free trial cake of Cashmere Bouquet Soap and the 
little book “‘Nature’s Way to Lovely Skin,” endorsed by a skin specialist. 


Name 





Address. 
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AINTY, exqui- 
D site, practical—a 

gift to make a 
by) woman’s heart go pit-a- 
=J pat with joy! That’s 
what the articles on this page rep- 
resent. A lovely, soft bed jacket 
for a proud young mother, a cap 
and sack and carriage robe for baby, 
a frivolous heart-shaped sachet to 
add a breath of perfume—and all 
a-blossom with the Dresden-china 
charm of silk and wool embroidery 
done in the intriguing French man- 
ner! There simply couldn’t be a 
more delightful gift! 

Of course, one doesn’t have to 
give the entire set. The cap and 
jacket alone, or the cover that may 
serve for either bassinet or car- 
riage, would earn a coo of pleasure 
from any tiny person, while the 
bed jacket is as suitable for the 
young girl as for the matron, and 















































































































































with the wool flowers of pink, blue 
or honeydew, with yellow centers. 
In the largest motifs the leaves 
and calyxes were done in blue silk, 
the various wool flowers in pink, 
blue, white or honeydew, with a 
cluster of blossoms in lavender silk 
adding a contrasting note here and 
there. 

The carriage robe, which would 
be equally charming as a bassinet 
cover, measures 201% by 30 inches, 
finished, including a 114-inch turn- 
back at one end; and both it and 
the cap are lined with palest blue 
china silk. If pale pink or white is 
preferred, however, either may be 
substituted for the blue. Three of 
the large flower motifs are used on 
the cover—two placed 3 inches in 
from the sides, 31% inches from the 
folded edge of the turned-back bor- 
der, and 7 inches apart; and the 
third centered 81% inches from the 





the sachet would be welcomed by 
any devotee of daintiness, no matter 
what her age. The articles them- 
selves are simple of construction, 
and the embroidery, despite its 
effectiveness, belongs to the qviick 
and easy school that anyone can 
follow. It’s merely the lazy-daisy 
stitch in several variations, and its 
particular charm lies in the com- 
bination of dull wool and shimmery silk and the 
touch of airy daintiness it gives. 

One and a half yards of white albatross will 
make the carriage cover, cap and self-lined sack. 
The last two are included in Design No. 4800, 
while Transfer 647 gives the motifs used on all 
five articles photographed on this page. 

Fine worsted, of the kind from which baby things are 
knitted, was used for the wool flowers—single strand for the 
open five-petaled kind and double for the solid flowers and 
buds. It comes in pink, blue and white only, so where a touch 
of other color is desired, odds and ends of crewel from the scrap 
bag may be utilized. Embroidery floss, rope silk or mercerized 
cotton—whatever one happens to have on hand—may be used 
for the touches of silk. In the smaller motifs shown, the use 
of silk was confined to the leaves, which are of green or blue, 




















C french Hlandwork to Accent 


Baby (sharms 


By MABEL FosTER BAINBRIDGE 





Transfer 647 





with varia- 
tions. A and 
B show the 
simple lazy- 
daisy used for 
leaves. For 
buds, make 
stitch A, next 
insert as inC, 
and catch 
down loop as 
was done inB. 












The stitgh Each petal 
used is of open 
lazy-daisy flowers is 


two lazy-daisy 
stitches,as in D, 
Solid flowers 
are made of 
petals set close 
together, each 
a complete lazy- 
daisy stitch. 
Three button- 
hole stitches at 
bottom form 
calyx, as in E, 








folded edge. Like the robe, the cap 
has a turned-back border around 
the face, 13g inches wide, and is 
adorned with three of the medium- 
sized motifs, placed 2 inches in 
from the folded edge and 2 inches 
apart. The strings match lining. 

In the self-lined baby sack a 
medium-sized motif was centered 
on each sleeve, 114% inches from 
turned-back edge, and one medium-sized and two 
smaller motifs—the medium-sized one in center— 
were placed down each front, 14% inches apart. 
The smaller ones are 114 inches from edge and 
the medium-sized one, 1 inch. 

The heart-shaped sachet, of pale pink crépe 
de chine, measures 514 by 61% inches at widest 
points, and is edged with 34-inch-wide fine white lace. No de- 
sign is given for the making of the bed jacket, but it may be 
easily cut, kimono fashion, from 14% yards of pale pink crépe 
de chine. The corners are rounded, and the lining is of pale 
blue china silk, with a 1144-inch-wide, turn-back band down 
front. On each side a large motif was placed on shoulder, 24% 
inches from neck edge; a medium-sized one 24 inches below it 
and 54 inches from front edge; and another large one3 inches 
below the medium-sized one and 414 inches from front edge. 





4800 Transfer 647 








Transfer 647 











Diseanas , . 
atterns may be secured from any store selling Lapres’ Home Journat Patterns; or by mail, postage prepaid, from the Home Pattern Company, 18 East 18th Street, New York City. Dresses, 60 cents; Coats, 
45 cents; Children’s Patterns, 35 cents. Transfers, 30 cents. 
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Elizabeth Arden has a charmingly appropriate gift 


FOR EVERY WOMAN ON YOUR CHRISTMAS LIST 














Elizabeth Arden’s Bath Salts are delightfully 
fragrant and refreshing. A favorite gift at all 
seasons. Rose, Russian Pine, and Nirvana. 


$7.75, $3, BS. 








A gift of Elizabeth Arden’s important Prepara- 
tions is always useful and always welcome. The 
name Elizabeth Arden on your Christmas pack- 
age enhances the gift in any woman’s eyes. 

















DEMEYER. 











HEY are gifts of the sort that every woman loves 
—exquisite powders, smart travel cases, bath 
salts, jewel-like compacts—intimate little accessories 
that express delightful things to a woman. Every 
Elizabeth Arden Preparation is made with immaculate 


Mon Amie Elizabeth, a perfume created espe- 
cially for Elizabeth Arden. Smart cut glass bottle 
in satin-lined box. $27.50. 





A dainty holiday gift—Elizabeth Arden’s 


inky Holiday a trden’ —— 
inten Lip Paste in a gay little galalith box. purity, and with a background of scientific knowledge | 
which makes each specialized Preparation surely effec- \ \ : 
tive. And so your gift of Elizabeth Arden’s Prepara- \ \ ( = 
tions is pleasantly useful to the recipient. And it mage 4 \ A 
carries a message of subtle flattery, too, for Elizabeth [ ates 
Arden’s Venetian Toilet Preparations are used by the \E spo) 


most distinguished women all over the world. They 
are sold at smart shops everywhere. 





Elizabeth Arden’s Venetian Dusting Powder, 
a delightful luxury, a smooth fine powder, pure, Elizabeth Arden’s 
soft and lightly perfumed. A large box gaily Beauty Boxes and 


flowered, with a big puff. $3. Travel Cases are a Leather Travel Cases 









perfect gift for the are $85,375, $60, $30. 
most important names Rose lacquered metal 
on your list. boxes, $18, $14, $3.85. 





/ 
Elizabeth Arden’s Jasmine Soap comes in a Prices include Petite OBoy, Elizabeth Arden’s smart compact, 
charming trinket box of jade green. Allamanda fittings and a chased gilt case, containing powder or rouge 


Soap in a lapis blue box. $3.75. Preparations. or both powder and rouge. $2.50. 


Elizabeth Arden’s Venetian Toilet Preparations are on sale at smart shops all over the United States, Canada and Great Britain, and 
in the principal cities of Europe, Africa, Australasia and the Far East, South America, West Indies and the U. 8. Possessions. 


ELIZABETH ARDEN 


NEW YORK: 673 FIFTH AVENUE 


WASHINGTON: 1147 Connecticut Avenue 
DETROIT: 318 Book Building 
PALM BEACH: 2 Via Parigi 


LONDON: 25 Old Bond Street 


CHICAGO: 70 E. Walton Place 
PHILADELPHIA. 133 South 18th Street 
BOSTON: 24 Newbury Street 


PARIS: 2 rue de la Paix 


SAN FRANCISCO: 233 Grant Avenue 
ATLANTIC CITY: Ritz-Carlton Block 
LOS ANGELES: 600 West 7th Street 


BIARRITZ: 2 rue Gambetta 
CANNES: 3 Galeries Fleuries 
© Elizabeth Arden, 1927 


Poudre d’Illusion, klizabeth Arden’s most ex- 
quisite powder, in a satin-lined box. \\lusion, 
Rachel, Ocre, Minerva, Banana and White. $3. 
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Beauty and (somfort 
in Covers and 
Cushions 
For Your Chaise Langue 


Photographs by William Shewell Ellis 


aOR those blissful hours of rest in the privacy of one’s own 
room there can be no real comfort without the accom- 
paniment of daintiness. One can’t be happy in an 
unattractive room. But with such stunning appoint- 
|Sease ments for the chaise longue as those shown here there 
can be no fly in the perfect ointment of content. And we can all 
have them in our own homes! For despite their Parisian elegance, 
they're very simple of construction, and by the exercise of a little 
taste in the choosing of appropriate colors they may be made the 
satisfying touch of a thoroughly delightful room. 
Stitching is the keynote of attractiveness in the taffeta cover and 
cushion photographed at top of page. The cover (seen in detail at 
lower right) measures 52 by 58inches. The largest stitched circle forming 
center of flower measures 6 inches across, and the outside petals are 18 
inches long by 12 inches at greatest width. The stitched border around edge 
of cover is 834 inches wide, and consists of two rows of stitching, 14-inch 
apart, repeated four times at 17¢-inch intervals. A layer of cotton batting 
forms the interlining. The matching cushion is 271% inches square, in- 
cluding a 414-inch-wide flat hem, interlined with a layer of cotton bat- 
ting allaround. The diameter of the largest circle in center is 4 inches, and 
the flower petals measure 1014 inches long by 5 inches at greatest width. 
The double stitching on flat mae’ is spaced exactly the same as in cover. 
The delightfully unusual three-cornered cushion at right, measuring 
27 inches along two sides and 401% inches along the third—inclusive of 


the 6-inch-long ‘‘ears’’ at upper corners—has a 214-inch-wide boxing 
tapering to a point at each corner. The ears, which are the gathered 
corners of the top and bottom of cushion, are each lined with a piece of 
the contrasting material. The inside cushion extends only as far as the 
ears. A tasseled silver cord, 28 inches long, including the 4-inch-long 
tassels, is knotted around the base of the ears. The appliquéd flower 
design on top of cushion measures 11 by 121% inches over all, with the 
largest, crescent- shaped petal about 1 by 41% inches, and the smallest, 
triangular ones 11% inches along sides. The three leaves—one at each 
corner of desig measure approximately 114 by 21% inches. 

The cushion of the flowered chaise longue set Sado measures 24 by 29 
inches, including a 4144-inch-wide border of corded velvet all around. The 
three rows of 14-inch ‘cording are spaced 17% inches apart. The flowered 
top is lined with a single layer of outing flannel, to soften the harshness 
of the metal cloth, while muslin lines the velvet border and plain silk 
back. In the throw, which is 55 inches wide by 62 inches long, the velvet 
border is 1084 inches wide, with the 14-inch cording placed at 5-inch 
intervals. The cover is lined in the same way asthe cushion. Since there 
is no quilting to hold top and bottom in place, velvet-covered button 
molds are placed at intervals of a foot or so on the back and lightly 
tacked through to the front, in lieu of tufting. 


Right, a second 
view of cover at 
top of page shows 
in detail the 
stitched design 
in silver thread. 
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Silver lamé, velvet- 
appliquéd taffeta, 
or satin or taffeta- 
appliquéd velvet 


may make the 
stunning cushion 
top at left, with 
boxing and bottom 


of velvet. The 

“ >»? 4 
ears’’—whtich 

are the corners of 


cushion cover— 


aretied with silver 


cord and tassels. 
Velvet, edged with 
a tiny gold cord, is 


appliquéd on lop 
for flower motifs. 
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Printed metal cloth and blue velvet—the latter shirred and corded—form 
a charming partnership in the cover and cushion at left. Rose silk makes 
the undersides of both. As in the case of the other pillows shown, the 
cushion proper may be bought, or made of white muslin, cut 4 inch 
smaller all around than outside cover, and loosely stuffed with cotton. 
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« Made-at-Home 
Hteroes 


Of Oilcloth and Paint 
Will Find a Royal Welcome 
on (hristmas Morn 








hat memo 


will your children have? 


issued tells: How to 
get a home; Where to 


Will their memories be 
of some rented place, of 
frequent movings,or of locate it; How to 
a teal home—a home get the money to pay 
of their own—like the for it. 

delightful home of 
your childhood that you 
look back to? 


This beautifully illus- 
trated book tells also 
how to build a home 
tight—with CELOTEX. 
This amazing material, 
sold by all reliable lum- 
ber dealers, insures the 

maximum of com- 


fort and cuts down 
fuel bills. 


All parents who can 
afford to pay rent, today 
can own their own 
home. A free book just 


This Sign Will Guide You 


to houses that are well built 
and to builders who build well 









© This building is made 


wy, FOR OLD HOMES, TOO 
YSTRONGER COOLER in summer 


IN houses already built, Celotex lines 
attics. Here it will make your home cooler in 
summer; warmer in winter; add an attrac- 
tive extra room; and save more fuel money 
than it costs. It is also used to line base- 
ments, garages, and for remodeling work. 


VQUIETER YWaRMER in winter 





VLEss CosTLy to heat 
by CELOTEX 


“The 5 POINT material Mi THE CELOTEX COMPANY 


Chicago, Illinois 


JOHN DOE: Contractor 








THE CELOTEX COMPANY L.H.J.—12-27 
645 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 


Please send me the book, ““You Caz Own That Home,” and 
the Celotex Building Book. 


FE TOR Re OIE, BO a MEI RN RARER Sc 
O I am interested in buying or building a Celotex house. 


This Free Book 


Approximate pfice............:.0c000 I EET: 
O I am interested in using Celotex in my present home. 








Tom, Tom, the Piper’s son, 

Stole a pig and away he run, 

With Chuck, the cowboy, in 
pursuit 

All dressed up like a wild 
galoot. 

Both ran into a copper bold 

Who stopped them short, so I 
am told. 

He took them off to oilcloth 
land 

And for their pictures made 
them stand. 

Now they’re turned into 
Christmas toys 

To gladden the hearts of girls 
and boys. 

























rapturously happy? Then stick a fas- 

cinating oilcloth doll within his Christ- 
mas stocking and listen to the shouts of glee 
that greet the glad discovery. 

Any mother with an eye for line can add 
these dashing little fellows to her family. 
They’re simply made of pebbly white oilcloth, 
with the faces, hair and clothing painted on 
with oil or fabric paints. 
Their over-all measure- 
ments are approxi- 
mately 5144 by 11% 
inches, and the two 
pieces of oilcloth that 
compose each figure are 
stitched together 
around the sides, with 
edges left raw, and 
stuffed with cotton. 
The matter of color is 
purely one of choice, 
but the brighter the 
hues, as a rule, the 
greater the appeal to 
youthful eyes. 


D: YOU want to make some little person 


There’s a copper on our beat 
Who's as neat as he is sweet; 
There’s a sailor boy ashore 

With a swagger I adore; 

There's a leatherneck marine 
With a lovely, lordly mien. 
Which one would you rather own 
If you could have but one alone? 
How can any little boy, 

Longing for a brand-new toy, 
Choose from such a dashing three? 
Mother, make them all for me! 
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One of those rare gifts 
really includes the whole 





HRISTMAS dinner more luscious than 

ever .... and so much easier to prepare. 
Savory surprises that just make an impromptu 
party. A bountiful reserve of foods for un- 
expected guests. These—the very essence of 
the holiday spirit—made pleasantly possible 
by a General Electric Refrigerator. 


Why not have the supreme satisfaction of a 
General Electric Refrigerator during the holi- 
days? It’s an all-year-round cold storage plant 
in miniature. It protects food from the killing 
chil! of winter and the bacteria-breeding heat 
of summer. It makes quantity buying possible. 


The General Electric Refrigerator is unusually 
foomy. Even the smallest size (the one illus- 
trated) has a shelf area of nine square feet— 
and that’s generous for the needs of the aver- 
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that 
family! 








age family. Special designing of shelves and 
freezing chamber has given each model the 
very greatest food storage space. 


This simplified refrigerator hasn’t a single 
belt, fan, drain-pipe or stuffing box. It needs 
no oiling. It is unusually quiet. All its mov- 
ing parts are enclosed 
in a single hermetically 








sealed casing. There’s no machinery under it 
.... none in the basement. It can be plugged 
into any electric outlet. It is the worthy 
product of fifteen years of research .... and 
is guaranteed by General Electric. 


e 7 = 


Write us today for Booklet 12-J, which is 
completely illustrated and fully descriptive. 


Electric Refrigeration Department 
of General Electric Company 


Hanna Building Cleveland, Ohio 


efrigerator 









GENERAL ELECTRIC 
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ON’T let your skin get chapped and weath- 
ered—when Hinds Honey & Almond 
Cream will keep it creamy smooth. For chap- 
ping is the result of exposure to cold and wind, 
; ¥- and this weathering ages the skin—by drying 

~ ee. . out its natural oils and moisture. Protect 

be ~ QS your skin and it stays young. (That’s why 
=~ the shoulders generally look younger than 
the face—they’re protected from exposure.) 
Hinds Cream protects—prevents weathering. 

Pat it on before you go out—after you come 
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get more at less cost. 
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PAT iT ON... 
and your skin won't chap and aze 


Buy Hinds Cream in the 
50c. and $1.00 sizes. You 
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in. And your skin will stay smooth, fresh and 
young—no matter how biting the cold, how 
keen the wind. 

That’s just one use of Hinds Cream. Pasted 
on morning and night, it keeps your skin lovely 
the whole year ’round. Used as a powder base, 
it makes the powder cling. Patted into your 
hands, it smooths them, keeps them white. 

Have you tried Hinds Cream yet? We'll be 
glad to send you a sample bottle. Just mail us 
the coupon. 


Try HINDS CREAM 


Prevents chapping 

For children’s skin 

Softens cuticle Cleanses skin 

Prevents windburn Soothes skin 
Makes powder cling to face 


Softens skin 
Protects skin 


Before and after shaving 
Protects against alka 
Protects from hard water 
Prevents sunburn 
Smooths “catchy fingers ’ 


Made by A. S. Hinps Co., a division of Lehn & Fink Products © .mpany 
In Canada—A. S. Hinds Co. (Canada) Limited 
Distributed by Lehn & Fink (Canada) Limited 


° oe 
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LEHN & FINK, Inc., Sole Distributors 
Dept. 837, Bloomfield, New Jersey 


Send me a sample bottle of 
HINDS Honey and Almond CREAM, 
the protecting cream for the skin. 


Name — 





Address 








This coupon not good after December, 1928 
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eA Dainty Touch of Flandwork 


To Transform the Printed Handkerchief 





the difference in the world between 
the ordinary and the ‘“‘different”’ 
xift—and nowhere more so than in the 
handkerchiefs that form such an impor- 
tant part of our wardrobe nowadays. A 
box of handkerchiefs, bought at a store 
and sent with a Christmas greeting, is 
merely a box of handkerchiefs; but when 
the printed designs are accented and 
amplified by touches of attractive hand- 
work—why, that’s a different story! 
Any woman would be proud to receive 
a group of dainty handkerchiefs like those 
above, with French knots, hemstitching, 
appliqué, or buttonholed edge, testifying 
to the personal thought of the donor. 
And with the wide variety of printed 
handkerchiefs on the market today, it’s 
easy enough to find designs aplenty that 
lend themselves most admirably to this 
transforming touch. 
_ In handkerchief A, for instance, the 
jagged blue design on its white back- 
ground is made doubly effective by the 
addition of blue and white French knots— 
| the white background and white 


(Jira a bit of needlework spells all 





on the blue. In B—which boasts white 
flowers on a green background—the knots 
are used for the centers of the daisies, 
while in C they accent the design in cor- 
ners and on alternating bands of green and 
white that make the border. 

In addition to French knots, D has 
tiny pieces of white lawn appliquéd on 
the dark blue leaves and centers of ber- 
ries, while E, of solid yellow, strikes a dif- 
ferent note in the black hemstitching that 
forms a border of double squares. Tiny 
white squares, hemstitched on to the 
colored squares of the design, give the 
personal touch to F, in rose and white. 

The dots of G are merely printed, and 
since the design—in lavender on white— 
is elaborate enough in itself, the hand- 
work may be confined to a monogram. 
French knots mark the centers of the tiny 
flowers in H—dark blue on white—and 
the scalloped edge is buttonholed in white. 
I, in lavender and white, has a row of 
white French knots around edge and a 
white flower appliquéd on each corner. All 
the handkerchiefs are of linen, and all ex- 
cept H are finished with tiny rolled hems. 











Waar BETTER GIFT 


at Christmastide than one that be- 
stows PERFECTION in ankles through 
the two up-sweeping lines of the 
Pointex heel and that wears LONGER 
because of the reinforcement that 
the same heel places just where the 
shoe delivers its worst punishment. 


There’s an Onyx Pointex Stocking 
for every occasion and at prices that 
range from $1.50 to $2.75 a pair. 


Onyx @ Point. 
Silk Stockings 
MA 










@ Pointex 
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Contains one bottle of 
lavender bath salt crystals, 
and one cake of lavender 
soap. $1.50 the set. 


Contains lavender soap, 
perfume, talcum powder, 
face powder and two bath 
salt tablets. $3.50 the set. 







Contains one cake Old Eng- 
lish lavender soap, lavender 
water, face powder (in any 
Shade you wish). $2.25. 





Genilemen’s set contains 
one bowl shaving soap, 
talcum and one bottle laven- 
der lotion. $3.25 the set. 














































FROM LONDON’S SOPHISTICATED WORLD— 
CHRISTMAS GIFTS FOR AMERICANS OF FASHION 


SuBTLYy scented with the fragrance of Old English lavender blossoms 
. and possessed of the prestige of a famous London perfumer 
. these imported gift combinations are especially acceptable as 
Christmas gifts. Since 1770 women of fashion of the British Isles 
(and it is true, we have found, of smart Parisians too) have cherished 


the exquisite fragrance and purity of Yardley products. 


There are combinations of face powder, talcum, compressed 
lavender blossoms for scenting gifts, bath crystals, perfume, lotion, 
and Yardley’s Lavender Soap. The sets for gentlemen hold bowls 
of shaving cream, talcum, soap and lavender lotion. At all good 
stores, $1.50 to $12.50 for the sets, and 75c to $12 for the separate 
articles. Yardley, 8 New Bond Street, London; 15-19 Madison 


Square, North, New York; Toronto; Paris. 


Yardley’ 


Old English 
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(Continued from Page 13) 


People were going to think this Lovely 
Lady was her mother. Two suns shone 
in her eyes, lighting her plain little face. 

She sat down in a chair next to the Lady, 
short legs thrust straight out before her. 
The Lady was telling the store man what 
kinds of shoes to bring. Jessica twisted 
and squirmed. She simply could not sit 
still. The store man was going to think 
she was the Lady’s little daughter. 

After that, all afternoon they went from 
shop to shop. Jessica put on and took off 
everything that a little girl could wear— 
dresses, coats, gloves, hats that fitted so 
snugly that they did not need an elastic 
under the chin, underthings unlike any 
Jessica had ever seen before. 

As they went back to the car Jessica 
asked, “‘ Are you going to get more clothes 
for me?” 

“Yes, dear. You see my husband is 
not—not at home—very much. He’s so 
busy. He is not here now, but—but he is 
coming for Christmas Day, and I want 
you to look very nice for him, and wear 
pretty things. Oh, I do want to make this 
Christmas Day one that—for him—can 
be a happy memory.” The last words 
were said as if the Lady were speaking to 
something inside herself, not to anyone 
at all really, and Jessica noticed that her 
eyes were very cloudy and that she walked 
quite a bit faster and did not speak an- 
other word even after they were seated in 
the car. 


HE fur coat sleeve near Jessica’s cheek 

was so smooth, and the robe across her 
knees was very warm, the motion of the 
car was easy and nice. She leaned back 
and closed her eyes. She wondered what 
the kids were doing. She hoped Mary Lou 
would not have any earaches. That bad 
Patrick Nolan shouldn’t act so smart 
about Santa Claus. Would someone rock 
Tony to sleep? 

The next thing she knew the black man 
was carrying her up a stair. What a wide 
stair; what a quiet house; what pretty 
lights! He set her down in a lovely pink 
room. Her foot was asleep and her toes 
prickled. A girl took off her hat and her 
mittens and her coat, and these with her 
bundle and the pink paper package con- 
taining her old shoes were placed in a 
drawer in the closet. 

Jessica had been bathing herself since 
she was four, and the ministrations of the 
girl named Edna were painfully embarrass- 
ing to her. But she loved the huge towels 
and the talcum, dusted on with a puff 
bigger and fluffier than anything she had 
ever seen in her life. A soft nightgown was 
slipped over her head and blue slippers 
were put on her feet, then came a woolly 
bath robe just the shade of the slippers, 
with a white silk cord to tie about her 
waist. 

Edna went away and returned with a 
tray which she put on a low table. It was 
Jessica’s supper. She supposed she could 
eat with the Lady after her new clothes 
came. She busied herself with the bright 
spoons and the blue dishes with pink rose- 
bud handles. As she ate she slipped one 
foot out of her slipper and dug her toes 
into the thick rug. 


HIS was a home, a home that did not 

begin with a capital aitch, and she was 
the child in it, like a daughter. She was to 
stay for Christmas. Five whole days. 

She pushed her foot into her slipper, and 
shoving back her chair, crossed to the 
window. She pressed herself against the 
glass, cheek flattened to the pane. She 
wondered if the kids were asleep at the 
Home. She wondered if 

“Not lonesome are you, little girl? Did 
you like your supper?” 

Jessica jumped and spun about. Her 
hands flew up to her face. Before her was 
a vision such as she had never imagined in 
her most elaborate conceptions of the 





Right Royal Princess. The Lady was 
dressed like a princess, all in silver, and 
her slippers had diamond buckles and 
heels. Her hair was like a tight gold cap, 
and Jessica had never seen such red lips in 
her life. 

“Did I startle you, dear?” 

“No. I mean, no, ma’am.” 

The Lady put her arm about Jessica’s 
shoulders. “I do not wish you to say 
‘ma’am’ to me, Jessica. We must decide 
what you shall call me.” 


it WAS coming. Jessica shut her eyes 
tight, and made a gulping sound with 
the lump in her throat. She felt hot and 
cold, too, and weak and determined, just 
as she had the day she had told the visit- 
ing minister that she wanted to join the 
church. 

It was coming, coming now. Her prayer 
was going to be answered by her God 
above. Now she was going to call some- 
one “‘Mother.”’ For five whole daggsgche 
could call the Lady ‘‘Mother.”’ SEh®wet 
her lips, swallowed, but no sound came. 

“You know that my name is Mrs. 
Robert Sutton, don’t you, dear? But you 
don’t know that my first name is Kath- 
erine, and that my friends call me Kay? 
How would you like to call me Kay?” 

Jessica’s eyes opened wide, but she did 
not see anything. There was the sound of 
drums and trumpets in her ears, and the 
feel of a sword in her side. But she must 
not let the Lady know. She had promised 
to be a good girl. The Lady did not want 
to be called mother; she wanted to be 
called Kay. So Jessica nodded and man- 
aged a smile, but there was no sunburst 
about her eyes. 

“Allright. That’s settled. Now I must 
fly. Good night, sleep tight, and happy 
dreams, dear little girl.”” Jessica felt cool 
hands on her cheeks and a quick kiss on 
her lips. 

The Lovely Lady—Kay—was gone. 

Twice Jessica said good night to the 
closed door. 

Three of the five days passed, and though 
Jessica did not see much of Kay she had 
a wonderful time. Kay was always just 
getting in or just hurrying out, as if she 
were running away from something. Every 
day, or two or three times a day, a big 
green car would drive up to the door and 
aman would come into the house down- 
stairs. 


HEN it was just one more day before 

Christmas everyone was talking pres- 
ents, buying presents, making presents. 
Edna was feather-stitching a camisole for 
the second maid, and the cook confided to 
Jessica that she was painting a candy box 
for the laundress. Jessica could feather- 
stitch, also she could paint. She wished 
she had something out of which to make 
a present for somebody. And then Kay 
hurried in. ‘Oh, Jessica! I’ve a per- 
fectly marvelous idea!’”’ Kay’s eyes were 
almost entirely without clouds. ‘“‘How 
would you like to give a very extra special 
present to that—what’s his name— 
baby?” 

“Tony? You mean Tony?” 

“Yes, Tony. Have Tony’s eyes fixed!” 

“Oh! Oh! Kay!” 

“Why, darling, darling little girl. Does 
it make you as glad as that? It’s nothing, 
dear. Nothing to do for you, Jessica—for 
your staying in this house to help me over 
this Christmas Day.” 

Then there was the roar of a motor out- 
side and Jessica knew it was the green car. 
Kay knew it too. She threw up her head, 
shut her eyes, and bit her lip. Then she 
laughed in a funny tight way, and kissed 
Jessica. When she was at the door she 
said, “‘’By, dear. Tell Edna that you are 
to buy exactly what you wish with the 
money on the table, and I’ll see about 


(Continued on Page 92) 
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PIECES OF CHARM CHEST WITH MIRRORED INSIDE COVER 
Eight Salad Forks, Eight Butter Spreaders, Eight Iced Tea Spoons, a 
Cold Meat Fork, a Gravy Ladle, a Berry Spoon, a Dessert Server. 
Twenty-eight pieces, $51.50. (Prices in Canada slightly higher.) 


Just what are PIECES OF CHARM? ... Merely elimi- 
hate the necessities for the everyday meal — the 
conventional knives, forks and spoons—and you 
have them catalogued for you. 


For PIECES OF CHARM are any, and all, of those 
pieces of tableware that almost every woman 
craves, and so few of them buy... the oyster 
forks, the bouillon spoons, the salad forks, the 
‘ice cream forks ... and also that galaxy of indi- 
Vidusl pieces for the correct serving of meats, 
pickles, jellies, condiments and desserts. 


“PIECES OF CHARM” in 1847 ROGERS Bros. 
Silverplate! How appropriately named! And how 
beautifully presented for this gay holiday season. 


PIECES OF CHARM may be had in the gorgeous 
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Cabinet illustrated above (with the pad removed 
it will serve as a lovely vanity case for your dress- 
ing table), or in a beautiful tray, or as separate 
items, in individual gift boxes. The courtly group 
of Watteau figures in the illustration is repro- 
duced on the covers of both the chest and 
the individual boxes. 


You have your choice of a variety of impeccably 
correct patterns, among them the Anniversary, 
Ancestral, Ambassador, and the new Argosy. 


“TREASURE BOUND ON THE GOOD SHIP BUDGET” 


Once you see Pieces of Charm, you'll never be satisfied till your silver- 
ware service is complete. And to make it so is now one of the easiest 
things imaginable. Send for our new booklet, ‘Treasure Bound on the 
Good Ship Budget,” and learn how to buy Pieces of Charm systemati- 
cally and with pleasing thrift. Ask for Booklet M-28, and address 
International Silver Company, Department E., Meriden, Connecticut. 


i & ; f 
‘1847 ROGERS BROS - 


Canapa: INTERNATIONAL Sttver Company or Canapa, Limitep, HamMILton, ONTARIO 





SILVERPLATE 
INTERN 





ATIONA 


Sacesrooms: New Yorx, Cuicaco, San Francisco. 
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one of the 


IO] 


new dishes 


you can make from 





thistiny cube @¢ 


It’s a dish all by itself, too. It’s the first course 
of a good dinner, an in-between-meals appetizer, 
a health-drink before retiring, a pick-me-up for 


sleepy mornings. And so easy to make! One 





“STEERO” bouillon cube in a cup. Pour on boiling 
water. The cube dissolves. And there you are! But bouillon is only one 
of 101 tempting ways to use these tiny cubes of flavorsome goodness. 
They give soups, meats, vegetables, eggs, gravies, and sauces a delecta- 
ble, piquant zest—a magic something that arouses even the most jaded 
appetites. As easy to use as salt and pepper, too, for they come to your 
kitchen accurately measured. And—the handy box of 12 costs but 
little. If you want to add new magic to everyday dishes, just say to 
your dealer, ‘‘‘SrEERO’ bouillon cubes, please.” And write for the 
new cook book, “101 New Dishes.” The coupon brings it to you free, 


together with free samples of the cubes to try in your own home. 


Bouillon made from these cubes /s good. But—it’s only one of 101 
equally tempting ways to use “STEERO” bouillon cubes. These cubes 
combine the flavors of choice beef, vegetables and fragrant spices 


and give a subtle yet piquant flavor to all kinds of everyday dishes. 














American Kitchen Products Co. NAME 


277 Water St., New York, N. Y. 








STREET 
Please send me your new cook book, 
“101 New Dishes’’ and free samples i Sea 
of the cubes. — eee 





December, 1925 
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your extra special present to Tony this 
very day.” 

That afternoon Edna took her shop- 
ping, and turned her back while Jessica 
bought a pink celluloid thimble for her. 
A thimble seemed just the thing for the 
second maid who did the mending. At the 
same counter she selected a pincushion 
that looked like a very ripe tomato. She 
would give that to the cook. A tomato 
seemed just the thing for the cook. Then 
she told Edna that she wanted to get her 
present for Kay before she spent any 
more of her money. 


HE wanted to buy a motto for Kay. A 

man led them to a counter whereon lay 
framed poems. Jessica was very much dis- 
appointed. She did not want poetry. 
Anyway, these were in such small print, 
and they had too many words on them. It 
was not a poem she wanted for Kay. It 
was a motto, a white glossy card with big 
letters in different colors, pretty flowers 
scattered around, golden curlycues. But 
Edna told her not to be bothersome, that 
she certainly could find something here 
that would do. There was one named 
Windows. Jessica won- 
dered if it would be all 
right, if Kay would like 
it: Windows might 
mean the same as “Let 
a little sunshine in,” 
and Kay loved that 
song. She began toread 
it, slowly, forming the 
words with her lips, 
striving to understand 
it. But Edna took it 
out of her hands, and 
said all right she would 
read it to her if she was so particular, and 
Jessica listened as hard as ever she could: 


“My soul has windows where the sun 
streams in; 
They never, never shuttered are, 
Lest their closed blinds hide in my soul 
some sin, 
And keep some lovely thing afar.” 


Jessica thought it was much too long, 
and she did not understand it. Edna read 
too fast, and ran the words together so 
they didn’t mean anything much. But it 
did have a beautiful sound like the visit- 
ing minister praying or the organ at serv- 
ice. There was the place where it said, 
“windows where the sun streams in’’; 
now that must mean the same as “‘Let a 
little sunshine in.” But it was not a 
motto, and it was not what she wanted for 
Kay. But it did have a nice gold frame. 

So Jessica put her money in Edna’s 
hand and said, “‘I guess I’ll buy that one.”’ 

That night everyone was hurrying to go 
out somewhere, and Jessica was told to 
eat her supper and be quick about it. 
Edna said she would have to go to bed an 
hour earlier because she would want to get 
up earlier in the morning to see what Santa 
Claus had brought her. 


HEN Kay came in to say good night 

Jessica saw that she had been crying, 
and she looked worried and sort of scared 
about something. Kay did not seem at all 
like a queen, but more like a tired big girl. 
She laid her head beside Jessica’s on the 
pillow. “Tonight Santa Claus is coming, 
kiddie.” 

How funny that nobody in this house 
realized that she was old enough to know 
about Santa Claus. For two years she 
had helped fill the stockings at the Home. 

“Yes, little Jessica, tonight Santa 
Claus is coming, and tomorrow—oh, I 
am glad that you are here! I could not 
face tomorrow unless you were here.” 

“Ts someone coming?” 

“Someone is. And you are here as a 
dear little sunshiny wall between him 
and me. So good night, dear-little- 
sunshiny-wall! I'll call you in the morn- 
ing to see what Santa Claus brought 
you.” 

Kay went out, and soon Jessica heard 
the roar of the big green automobile. 
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She turned and twisted and tried her } Sculptu 
best to go to sleep. She pulled the covers Yo 


oiss 
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tight under her chin, then up over her 
face, but sleep would not come. 

She wondered if Edna had remembered 
to take her presents down to the library 
for tomorrow’s tree. She sat up in bed, 
and by the light of the night lamp sav, 
just as she had suspected, that Edna had 
not taken her presents downstairs. There 
were the packages with her greeting 
cards tied on, right where she had put 
them on a chair near the door so that 
Edna could not forget them when sje 
went down. Jumping out of bed, she 
pulled on her slippers and bath robe, and 
taking her Christmas offerings ran down 
the front stairs. 

The doors to the library were open, but 
the portiéres were drawn close. Jess.ca 
reached out one hand to pull them apart 
when she heard voices from within— 
Kay’s voice and a man’s. The man was 
coaxing Kay to go somewhere with him, 
and Kay’s voice sounded as if she were 
about to cry. 

“No! No! I cannot go tonight. Next 
week. I will go anywhere in the whole 
world with you—next week. But tonight 
is Christmas Eve. He is coming home to- 
night; home for Christ- 
mas. No! No! I can- 
not. I will not.” 
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OULD that be Kay 
talking so queerly, < 
so jerkily ? 

Jessica put her 
Christmas presents 
down on the floor at 
her feet. Should she go 
in to Kay just as she 
would go to one of the 
kids crying in the night? 
She pulled at the heaviness of the velvet 
curtain, then dropped her hand. She did 
not know what to do, what she ought to do. 

The man’s voice came to her. It was 
the man who came in the green car, and 
made Kay act so excited and siily. He 
sounded cross. ‘* You are not staying here 
because you don’t want to ruin his 
Christmas. You are staying because of oad 
that child. Why in heaven’s name did miral 
you bring her here in the first place?” 

“Oh, I don’t know—impulse. Yes; betve 
impulse. She was singing a Sunday- 
school song I used to know, about letting 
sunshine in, and I thought if she could I 
bring any sunshine here for Christmas field 
for his Christmas—as long as it was going 
to be the last—my last. . . . I do want 
to give him something to remember. love 
Something good. Maybe he can forget hav 
me, and will remember only the Christ- 
mas Day. Oh, can’t you understand? 
I wanted to do penance. I wanted ousl 
to make this Christmas —my last in prat 
his house—as homelike for him as | 
could make it. I brought the child here. 
I put the candles in the windows. I had ! 
Sam hang out the little old lantern. I am 
having a tree.” 1 

“That’s it. You are having a tree— for 
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. this Jessica. You are letting her keep you fror 
here, yet you are not happy in this house. mir 
He cannot love you as I do or he would yok 
not leave you alone so much. Come wiih \ 


me, Kay! Tonight!” 
“No! It’s Christmas Eve. I cannot has 
leave Jessica.” De 
“If it weren’t for this orphan you'd 
come. You have been different ever since 
she came to this house.”’ bs 


ESSICA stopped her ears with her {11- 

gers and flew from hearing more. Up 
the stairs she tore, tripping on her long 
bath robe, but making no sound on thie 
heavy carpet. 

Kay wanted to go with the man, but 
she had said “I cannot leave Jessica.” 

She burst into her room, ran straight to 
the closet and pulled open the drawer 
containing her Home garments. Off came 
the blue slippers and the bath robe, down 
slipped the nightgown from her shoulders. 
Edna had opened the windows top and 


(Continued on Page 95) 
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4 Sculpture Society, says: 
You are making silverware for what I call instinctive con- 
isseurs—people who are endowed with an intuitive appre- 
iation of the finest in design—people who have been waiting 
r some manufacturer to make it possible for them to express 


B 





heir good taste without paying top-notch prices.’ 








Yes, walk into the store with 
Norman Rockwell, the fa- 
mous illustrator. Have Robert 
Aitken, President of the 
American Sculpture Society, 


stand beside you at the 





counter. Ask the opinion of 


‘The arn over the Wesley Sherwood Bessell, 
iteway of the Ad- 
mira Cox les House 


ut Farmington ledto clerk shows you the new 
the placing of the urn s 


bet-veen the scrolls.” Nancy Deane pattern in 
Wallace Silver Plate. 


noted architect, when the 





‘or these men—each a leader in his special 
field of art, each a creator of beauty—are united 
in their high enthusiasm for the superlative 
loveliness of Nancy Deane. Read what they 
have said. Surely there must be something 
radically out of the ordinary —something glori- 
ously unique—in a design that could win such 
praise from such men. There is! May we tell 
you the story of Nancy Deane? 


Inspired by old Colonial houses 


This story turns you aside for a moment 
from the hurry and worry and complexity of 
modern life and transports you to the peaceful 
town of Wallingford, Connecticut—home of 
llace Silver. Here is a neighborhood that 


changed but little in the last hundred years. 
Descendants of men who fought the Revolu- 


ion still live in the square white houses built 


their ancestors long ago. The whole coun- 


vside is fragrant with serene old-time beauty 
haunted by memories of other days. 


“A great change has come over me since I 


serT AITKEN, famous sculptor, President of the American 
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et these men help 
choose your Christmas oifts 


began working in this mellow environment,” 
said the Wallace designer who created Nancy 
Deane. “Quite naturally I left off looking in 
picture books for patterns that I might copy 
or adapt. I turned to the grand old houses of 
this district—the Wareham Williams House at 
Northford, the Admiral Cowles House at 
Farmington—and found a finer, truer, more 
inspiring source of ideas.” 


For “instinctive connoisseurs” 


“T had been told not to hurry,” the designer 


‘ 


went on, “not to try to dash out some hack- 
neyed pattern that might sell because it looked 
like so many others. I took my time... let the 
old houses work on me... and, detail by detail, 


the Nancy Deane pattern designed itself.” 





The 26 piece Dinner Set, in the new Butterfly tray. 
6 tea spoons, 6 dinner knives, 6 dinner forks, 6 table 
Spoons, butter knife and sugar spoon. Price $34.25. 


Bear in mind, also, that Nancy Deane is not 
turned out in great quantities to break mass 
production records. The appeal of Wallace 
plate is not to the crowd of undiscriminating 
buyers but to a certain small number of homes 


TEA SPOONS $3.75 FOR SIX 
29 PIECE DINNER SET $33.25 37 PIECE BRIDGE SET $50 








Westey SHERWoopD Besse.t, noted architect, says: 
“You have revived Colonial decoration in Nancy 
Deane with everything that is delightful in Early 
Americana. You have been able to do this because 
Nancy Deane was designed and created by men 
who live in the last stronghold of Early America.” 


__ > a 








DINNER FORKS $7.50 FOR SIX 








Norman Rockwe tt, well-known illustrator, says: 
“‘An artist must do more than study the splendid 
examples of Colonial design in these old Connecticut 
towns. He must live with them and love them to 
really catch the Colonial spirit in line and form, as 
you have done in the Nancy Deane pattern.” 


—not necessarily wealthy homes—where dwell 
those instinctive connoisseurs to whom Mr. 
Aitken refers. 

Among those on your Christmas list are 
there not two or three of these instinctive con- 
noisseurs—who will 
respond to the poetry 
of the story of Nancy 
who will 





Deane 
revel in the exquisite 
charm of this sincere 
interpretation of the 


id 


lien old Colonial tradi- 


tion? Give Nancy 





Deane—a complete 
“4 doorway in the 
Wareham Williams 
House at Northford 
inspires the graceful 
double scroll.” 


service or such pieces 
as you may select. It 
will be a gift that will 
reflect credit on your 
good taste for the lifetime of those who use it. 


When you are seeking the gift that must be 
authentic in its adherence to Early American 
design, you have the satisfaction of knowing 
that these distinguished artists confirm your 
choice of the Nancy Deane pattern. 


Send for this booklet 


Mr. Bessell has written a very interesting 
little brochure on the Nancy Deane pat- 
tern, a copy of which 
will be sent to you 
upon request. Ad- 
dress R. Wallace & 
Sons Mfg. Co., 212 
Wallace Park, Wal- 
lingford, Conn. 





DINNER KNIVES $12 FOR SIX 


38 PIECE HONEYMOON SET $50 41 PIECE ELITE SET $50 


ALLACE SILVER PLATE 
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cA few 
Del Monte Varieties 
you should know 


Peaches, Melba Halves 
Peach Halves, both Yellow 
Cling and Freestone 
Sliced Peaches, Apricots, Pears 
Royal Anne Cherries, Plums 
Sliced Pineapple 
Crushed Pineapple 
Asparagus, Spinach 
and many others 
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ISN’T IT WORTH YOUR WHILE TO INSIST ? 


It costs no more—and 
brings you so much 


If you put up canned fruits in your own 
kitchen, you’d go to no end of trouble—not 
only to see that you got the finest raw materi- 

‘ als, but to make sure these fruits were canned 
in exactly the proper way. 


| When it comes to commercially canned 
: fruits—even more important—are you just as 
a particular about their quality? Are you still 


as jealous of your own judgment in getting 
the flavor and quality you want? 


If so, you are probably one of the millions 
of careful buyers who ask for the Det MonTeE 
Brand. You're probably one of the millions of 
housewives who have made Det Monte the 
largest selling canned fruit label in the world. 


No matter when or where you buy, you 
know Det Montz insures that luscious fruit 
and richness of syrup you like so well. On 
other products, too—vegetables and prepared 
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foods—this one label stands for the finest, an 
advance assurance of the quality inside the can. 


But be sure you say DetMontze. You'll find 
it pays to insist! ; 
SEND FOR FREE BOOK 
We will be glad to send you, 
without cost, a copy of “ The Det 
Monte Fruit Book” and an assort’ 
ment of folders, containing new 
fruit and vegetable recipes. Ad 
dress Department 121, California 
Packing Corporation, San Fran’ 
cisco, California. 
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(Continued from Page 92) 


bottom, and the room was cold. Jessica 
got into her crumpled clothing as fast as 
she could. There were her old shoes right 
where she had left them when she had taken 
the pink wrapping. She sat down on the 
floor to put them on. Oh, that mean old 
lacing with the metal tip gone. She wet 
it on her tongue and twisted it to a nice 
point between thumb and forefinger. But 
she had lost the knack of thrusting it 
neatly through the eyelet. She stuffed it 
inside the shoe top and jumped to her feet. 

She spread her bed precisely, just as 
she had been taught in the Home, and 
putting out the night light felt her way 
down the side stairs, and let herself out 
into the winter night. 

She was going back to the Home, and 
now Kay could go with the man if she 
wanted to. 

From around the corner came a group 
of children. Some wore red capes and 
hoods, but some were dressed in everyday 
clothes. Some were laughing and talking 
low, and some were humming under their 
breaths. Jessica hurried to meet them. 

“Hello, little girl! Lost your bunch? 
Come on with us. The more the merrier.” 

“Do you know where the Home is?” 

“Oh, come on, we'll take you home 
after we’ve done our carols.” 


ESSICA fell in step. These were nice 

kids. They would take her tothe Home. 
It could not be far. She was tired. 

The children stopped before every 
house that had candles in the windows, 
and sang the most beautiful songs. Jes- 
sica loved it. This was Christmas— 
music, night and snow. Christmas was all 
around her—stars and cold and singing. 
And she had Christmas deep inside her, 
warm and glowing and waving like a 
candle flame. 

At the next house the children hesi- 
tated. There was only an old lantern 
swinging over the driveway, its tiny light 
dimly flickering. This was not the usual 
sign for carolers, but they straggled up the 
winding driveway to the big house that 
was all dark. The curtains were drawn, 
but by the radiance of the Christmas 
night there could be seen slim tapers, one 
in every window, cold and white, un- 
lighted and forgotten. 

Jessica stood on the edge of the group 
looking up at the big house. It was Kay’s 
house! She hadn’t walked very far after 
all. She wished Kay would light the Christ- 
mas candles for the kids to see. Jessica had 
a scooped-out feeling under her heart be- 
cause of leaving Kay. 

That carol was over. The children were 
consulting in whispers as to whether they 
should sing another when Jessica stepped 
forward and, without thought or plan, 
almost without volition, gave her message 
to ay. On the clear night air her high 
swect voice rang out. “Let a little sun- 
shine in. .” It was her “‘Good-by, I 
love you,” to Kay. 


ILE sang the first verse, and did not hear 
ihe giggles nor see the carolers melt 
away as if in a game of hide. With face 
upli‘ted she sang to Kay’s house with its 
cur(ained windows, unlighted candles, to 
Kay's eyes with their cloudy look. Jes- 
Sica did not know that hers was different 
fro the other carols. She sang her song 
to I.ay who was going away: 


“Let a little sunshine in, 
Let a little sunshine in, 
Clear the darkened windows, 
Open wide the door . 


‘Che great front door did open, a broad 
pati of golden light carpeted the steps, 
and like a blade of silver Kay came flying 
down the walk. She had Jessica in her 
arms, and pushed her, pulled, half bore 
her into the house, slamming the door 
with a bang like a gun. 

Kay was weeping and her beautiful face 
was all wet. The strap to her silver dress 
was broken, leaving one ‘shoulder bare. 
When she had Jessica on the white fur 
Tug before the fire she dropped on her 


ae 

















knees beside her. She rubbed the stiff un- 
mittened fingers between her soft palms. 
She hugged her. She held her off. She 
hugged her again. She stopped crying, 
but did not seem to care if the tears were 
all over her face, and she talked fast and 
jerkily just as she had talked to the cross 
man. 

“Oh, childie, why did you run away? 
I was terrified—your little presents on the 
floor! Oh, Jessica, little Jessica! The 
poem for me—I read it.” Tears were fall- 
ing on Kay’s pretty dress. ‘‘Oh, darling, 
you even made your bed before you left. 
Forgive me, Jessica. I haven’t realized 
you. I’ve kept ‘some lovely thing afar.’”’ 

“No, Kay, I didn’t go far.” 


AY hugged her again till it hurt, but 

the hurt was nice. “Will you stay 
with me, now, Jessica? Help me keep my 
windows clear? Keep me—out of mis- 
chief?”’ 

“Don’t you want to go away with the 
man?” 

Kay turned very white. Jessica thought 
she was going to be sick, but when she 
spoke her voice was very quiet and 
steady. “Jessica, is that why you ran 
away?” 

“Yes.” 

“Did you see—the man? 
name?” 

“ec No.”’ 

Then something happened in Kay’s 
eyes. It was as if she had opened wide 
the windows and let the sunshine in 
to stay. ‘“‘We’ll call him Lancelot, the 
misguided knight. Some day you will 
remember and understand. Now let’s 
forget the whole silly business. Will you 
lend me your hanky, Jessica? Mine’s 
soaking. There, now! Would you help 
me get this house ready for Christmas—a 
merry Christmas? Someone is coming 
here tonight. I want to make up to him 
for a lot of things. Now what shall we do 
to make this house look like a home?” 

“Let’s light the candles.” 

“Yes! Yes! And let a little Christmas 
in,” laughed Kay, and she ran from win- 
dow to window pulling the curtain cords. 
When she had finished she turned. . 


Hear his 


AY was standing stiff and straight by 
the table. In her hands she held the 
poem in its bright gold frame, but her eyes 
were shut and she looked tight and solemn 
as if she were making a promise. 

sé Kay? ” 

“Oh—yes, darling? Jessica, come 
here.’’ She dropped to the sofa and held 
out her arms. “I love your gift to me 
more than any gift I have ever had in my 
life. Now, will you let me pass it on as 
my gift to somebody—tonight? Some- 
body who is coming home? It will make 
him and me the happiest people on earth, 
for it will say to him what I could never, 
never say myself.” 

“But it’s all the present I got for you.” 

“But there is another present you can 
give me, Jessica. You can give me— 
you—for a little daughter.” 

Jessica did not feel like a big girl—ten, 
going on eleven, years old. She felt white 
and shining and flickery like a star, an 
extra special Christmas star. She said 
clearly, ‘I want to.” 

Kay laughed way down in her throat 
and lifted Jessica’s face. Shining eyes 
looked into shining eyes. 

“Merry Christmas, little daughter!” 

“Merry Christmas, Kay—I mean ——”’ 
Jessica swallowed the lump in her throat. 
She lifted her eyes and in them the love 
stars shone desperately. Finally she got 
the word up out of the depths of her 
heart: “Mother!” 

The roar of an automobile coming up 
the drive—Kay was on her feet, smooth- 
ing her hair, tucking the broken shoulder 
strap into place. She was trembling. 

Jessica tugged at her hand. ‘“‘Who?” 

“No, darling, it’s not Lancelot.” Jes- 
sica’s mother’s laugh rang out like a wind- 
blown Christmas bell. “‘It’s King Arthur, 
my little daughter. No; it’s Santa Claus.” 

“It’s my father,’”’ declared Jessica, and 
wished that her shoes were laced properly. 
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N order to find out just how much 

various brands of sheets differ 
from each other in wearing quality, we 
sent sheets of several different brands 
to a steam laundry to be washed and 
ironed until they had had the equivalent 
of years of home wear. 


Some of the sheets came back prac- 
tically in tatters. Others had selvages 
torn off, hems gone, rents or holes in 
the body of the sheet. Still others 
showed merely a general weakening of 
the fabric. The only ones that were 
still good throughout were the Dwight 
Anchors. 


We are now so sure that Dwight 
Anchor sheets will conspicuously out- 
wear any other sheets 


THE TAPE SELVAGE Showed still strong 
and firm after repeated washings 


THE CENTER FOLD showed no weaken- 
ing as a result of rough handling at 
the laundry 


Photographs taken through microscope 
—entirely unretouched 


Where other sheets wore out 
these sheets remained 
strong and firm 


Write the date of purchase on the 
woven label sewn to the hem, and as 
time goes on, compare the service you 
get from them with any others you 
have had. 

Notice especially how beautifully 
the tape selvage holds up—how well 
the fine, firm stitching of the hem lasts. 

x 


You'll be delighted, not only with their 
durability but with their quality— 
their fine finish. And you'll be pleased 
to note that they always iron out 
straight, because, in the making, they 
have been torn, not cut, to the right 

sizes. 
Laundered, ready to use. Wide hems 
top and bottom both 





you can get, that 
we're asking you to 


SHEETS AND 
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Dwight fAnchor 


—if you prefer. And 
with each one comes a 


PILLOW CASES oer 
guarantee, requiring 


MARK 








self by keeping an ex- 
act record. 


SHEETS 








Write the date of purchase on the 
woven label sewn to the hem 


Dwight — 
Anchor 


PILLOW CASES 
Manufactured since 1840 


the dealer to replace 
it if not perfect. 


SHEETING TUBING 
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HE food the 
= Pilgrims had 
at their first 
Thanksgiv- 


ing season would be 





stern fare for us to-day. 
Those who now give 
thanks, even in the 
bleakest spots in Amer- 
ica, can feast upon fruits 
from California, vege- 


tables from every fertile 


field, and milk 











The flavor is dif- 
ferent. The distinctive 
flavor of Evaporated 
Milk has two causes: — 
The extraordinary rich- 
ness, and the certain 
safety — sterilization. If 
the flavor seems ‘‘queer”’ 
it is only because you 
are unaccustomed to it. 
When you are accus- 


tomed to the flavor and 








from the finest 
dairy sections. 
How much 
the world has changed since the first 
Thanksgiving Day. How rapidly we are 
moving. Yesterday we didn’t know of many 
things our comfort now demands. Our grand- 
mothers feared the canned foods which this < 
year make a part of every Thanksgiving din- - Z 

ner. Only now has science assured us that my 

they are the safest, most wholesome of foods. 

We now know, better than ever before, that milk is the most 
important single item in the human diet. We have long known that 
it is the most fragile of foods. It needs the utmost of care and 
protection. Millions of women are now realizing that Evaporated 
Milk sterilized in sealed cans has solved the years-old problem of 
safety and wholesomeness in this most important of all foods. 

Do you know what it is? Have you thought of Evap- 
orated Milk as a substitute for milk? It isn’t that at all. It is 
milk—and it’s better milk—pure milk from the best dairy pas- 
tures and farms of America— put in a sealed container while it 
is fresh and sweet—protected from everything that could impair 
its richness and freshness and purity. Nothing is added to the 
pure milk. Nothing is removed but part of the water. It is 
more than twice as rich as ordinary milk. Evaporated Milk is 
richer and safer than any other milk. It is the last step in the 
long struggle for an absolutely safe and wholesome supply of 


milk for everybody, for every use in every place and season. 


Once Upon A Time~ and Now sic 





know the 


cause of it, 


milk decause of 
its flavor. Food made with Evaporated 
Milk has a flavor that is definitely due to 
the flavor of the milk —a rich flavor that 
makes the good food taste better. 

The modern cream and milk supply. 
Evaporated Milk serves in place of cream 
—not as a substitute, but as a better item 
of food. It has the richness and consistency 
you want when you use cream. But it has more than that. 
Cream is rich in only one food element of milk — butterfat. 
Evaporated Milk has an equal richness but the richness consists 
of all the food substances of milk—the substances which make 
milk—wnot cream—the most important of all foods. In coffee, on 
cereals and desserts—wherever you use cream—Evaporated Milk 
takes the place of cream—with the Jeter richness— at less than 
half the cost. It can be diluted to suit any milk need —the cream 
is always in the milk —it costs less than ordinary milk. 

Safer, richer, more economical, more convenient, more 
wholesome than milk in any other form—these are the reasons 
why Evaporated Milk has become the favored cream and milk sup- 
ply in thousands of homes—why it will be he milk supply in 
the future for everybody, everywhere. All grocers have it now. 

Let us send you: our free booklets demonstrating the 
adaptability of Evaporated Milk to every cream and milk use-— 


an astonishing revelation that will surprise you and delight you. 





Eighty-seven and one-half per cent. 
of cow’s milk is water. . . . Twelve and 
one-half per cent. is butterfat, milk 
sugar, proteins and mineral salts (solids). | 
Ordinary / 
Milk 


In ordinary milk the butterfat 
(cream) begins to separate as soon 


as the milk comes from the cow. 
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EVAPORATED MILK ASSOCIATION 
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In making Evaporated Milk sixty per cenit. 
. . Therefore 


every drop contains more than twice 4s 


of the water is removed. . 


This much water 


ts removed ~ much cream and other food substances. 


making ; 
It is never skimmed milk . - - 


‘Evaporated the butterfat never meperatcs 
| ] ... the cream is kept in the mi's. 
Milk 
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drifting to and fro; 


all wrong, 


and fro 





N THE green hills of Judea very long ago 
Shepherds watched their grazing white flocks 


Watched and dreamed of a Messiah coming to restore 
Israel’s power, Israel’s glory, vanished years before. 
King He would be, wise and worthy, pledged against 
Captain leading marching armies many thousand strong, 
Victor riding home in triumph, every battle won; 
Trumpets blaring, banners flaring gayly in the sun. 


Thus they dreamed the while their white flocks drifted to 


On the green hills of Judea very long ago. 
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When Shepherds Watched by Their White Flocks 


By MaBEL CornELIA Matson 


night, 


On their ears there fell strange music, on their eyes 


strange light; 


ran they, 


King lay; 


Prince of Peace and Lord of Battles, God’s anointed 


One, 


There He slept, and smiled in sleeping—Mary’s little 


Son. 


Thus it was they lay a-dreaming when, one quiet 


Angels made that music, singing the Messiah’s birth, 
And the light was light of heaven shining on the earth. 
Wondrous joy and joyous wonder! Straight and swift 


Sought and found the royal manger where their young 








that time. One of these hucksters even 
retained for his own purpose eleven out 
of twelve sketches offered to him, paying 
two dollars for the twelfth and never 
accounting for the others at all. In 1879 
Carlsen had a public sale of thirty pictures; 
seventeen were sold and thirteen returned, 
with a bill from the auction rooms for 
eight dollars. 

After this he abandoned painting and 
made a decent livelihood as a designer and 
engraver until the lure of the palette again 
became too strong and he opened another 
studio. 

It was then that Blakeslee, the art 
dealer, discovered him, and prepared an 
agreement, which Carlsen signed, in which 
the painter contracted to supply a fruit, 
flower or still-life picture every month for 
sO many years, the stipulation being that 
it should be done abroad. 

So Carlsen went back to Paris and for 
two years fulfilled the bargain, mingling 
with his work the study, at the Louvre, 
of the great French master in the still-life 
genre, the exquisite Chardin. The two 
painters had this in common, too, for just 
as we know that Chardin, having painted 
a loaf of bread and a couple of eggs, often 
was only too glad to eat them, so could 
Carlsen be grateful that circumstances 
had made him a painter of edible things. 


Upward to Wealth 


HILE toiling for the dealer Carlsen 

found time to paint, for his own pleas- 
ure, a large figure and still-lifecanvas which 
he sent to the Salon of 1885, where it im- 
mediately found a buyer. It was this sale 
that may be said to have founded the 
artist’s independence, for shortly after it 
he told Blakeslee that he could paint to 
order no more, and returned to New York 
to a new studio of his own and a self- 
reliant career. In 1887 he accepted the 
post of director to the San Francisco Art 
School, remaining there for four years, and 
Substituting, in his own time, the study of 


the Pacific for that of the Atlantic; for his 


Emil (@arlsen 


(Continued from Page 10) 


devotion to the sea never weakened. Lat- 
terly, until 1918, he was a member of the 
teaching staff of the Pennsylvania Acad- 
emy of Fine Arts, Philadelphia, and if 
his own summary of his American life is 
exact, he was never again in penury. In 
1922 I found him telling an interviewer 
that though he came here “dog poor’”’ he 
was now “rotten rich.” 

So much for externals. Carlsen’s paint- 
ing underwent those changes that are not 
unusual in an artist’s career, and there is 
little doubt that to his passion for Chardin 
when he was in Paris in his early thirties 
may be attributed the final and better 
change. From Paris he brought a lighter 
touch, a richer bloom. Noc that you 
would think of any imitation of Chardin 
should you see the delicate still-life, 
Yellow Crockery and Brass, which hangs 
in the Worcester Art Museum; it is merely 
that its subject is reminiscent of the great 
Frenchman; but it has an equal distinc- 
tion. 

I personally think of it as one of the 
most beautiful still-lifes I have ever seen; 
and this is saying not a little when it is 
remembered that the Dutch masters spent 
so much of their genius in this genre, to 
say nothing of Chardin himself. It has a 
gayety and a delicacy that irradiates it; 
while the drawing—and nothing, I sup- 
pose, is so hard to draw as these vessels 
with which, seeing so often, we are sub- 
consciously intimate—is impeccable. It 
has been said that a boat and a bicycle 
give the draftsman the most difficulty; 
but I should doubt if the ordinary critic 
is ever so competent to judge as when he 
essays-cups and saucers and jugs. 

An excellent idea of his surprising range 
is conveyed by his picture, The Miracu- 
lous Draft of Fishes, that we reproduce. 
The distance between a group of kitchen 
articles and a representation of Christ 


on the Lake of Galilee is vast; but the 
artist succeeds in both works. In the one 
you see his loving solicitude for detail 
and his fine sense of arrangement; in the 
other you find his large imaginative qual- 
ity, his power of suggesting both the lone- 
liness and mystery of water, the drama 
of the miracle and the reverence of the 
fishermen. 





EDITOR’S NOTE—Another subject in the 
American series will appear in an early issue. 


(hristmas Seals 


NE of the most puzzling phenomena 

to those who are active in the study 
and promotion of public health today is 
the increase of tuberculosis among young 
girls between the ages of fifteen and 
twenty-four, says the National Tubercu- 
losis Association. Although the death rate 
from the disease for all age groups in this 
country has been more than cut in half 
during the past twenty years, the number 
of deaths among young women has been 
increasing at an alarming rate since the 
war, while among men in the same age 
group the rise although noticeable has 
been considerably less. In 1925, census 
figures show that 2532 boys were victims 
of tuberculosis as compared with 4603 
girls of the fifteen to nineteen age group, 
an excess of 82 per cent; while in the 
twenty to twenty-four division there were 
4744 young men and 7056 young women, 
or an excess of 49 per cent. 

Tuberculosis associations throughout 
the country whose aim is to educate the 
public in the prevention of the disease are 
calling attention to this situation. There 
is no reason, they believe, why this age 
group, especially among women, should 
not be as strong as any other, provided the 
laws of good health are not violated. 

The work of these tuberculosis associa- 
tions is supported wholly by the Christmas 
seal sales held annually in December. 
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kitchens of the 
“Palmer House, 
Chicago—right 
to your own 
table 


OMETHING new— 
S two ways of add- 
ing fresh satisfaction to 
everyday dishes with 
Hawaii’sdelightful, yet 
economical, fruit. 

Read Chef Amiet’s directions for mak- 
ing these flavorful dishes, and note what 
Mrs. Richards, good housewife of Los 
Angeles, Calif., says. She “home-tested” 
both suggestions. Then send for our new 
booklet, “‘ Hawaiian Pineapple as 100 Good 
Cooks Serve It.” It brings you many new 
ideas for adding delightful touches to your 
mealswithbothconvenient formsofCanned 
Hawaiian Pineapple—S/iced and Crushed. 





GALETTES OF PoRK SAUSAGE ALOHA: Grill a slice 
or two of Canned Hawaiian Pineapple. Place on 
plate with slice of toast spread with peanut butter. 
Cover toast with three grilled sausage patties size of 
a silver dollar. Serve with Sauce Chateau: reduced 
veal juice to which extract of beef, lemon juice and 
parsley have been added before stirring in butter for 
the purpose of obtaining suitable consistency. 


PINEAPPLE SALAD MAUNA KEA: To 2 cups drained 
Crushed Hawaiian Pineapple add 2 tablespoons sharp 
mayonnaise, I teaspoon maraschino cherry juice and 
I tablespoon whipped cream. Soak 1 tablespoon 
granulated gelatine in 1 tablespoon cold water 5 min- 
utes. Melt over hot water and add to previous in- 
gredients. Mix well and mold in a demi-tasse or any 
high mold. Just before serving, hollow out from base 
to top, diameter of a lead pencil, and fill cavity with 
currant jelly. Unmold on shredded lettuce. Garnish 
top with a maraschino cherry cut in four parts to 
represent a flower. Serve ice cold. 


odays Mrs. Elizabeth 8S. 
Richards, of 325 South 
Avenue 60, Los Angeles, 
California: “The rich 
flavor of the Hawaiian 
Pineapple gives delightful 
zest to the pork sausages. 
Just to look at the dish 
makes you hungry. 

“*The dainty fruit salad 
would grace any meal,and 
it’s quite easy to prepare.” 











—For serving right 
from the can and 
for quick desserts 
and salads. 


—For sundaes, ices, 
pies, cake filling, 
salads & hundreds 
of made-up dishes. 





SEND FOR THIS FREE BOOK! 


Dept. 41, Ass’n of Hawaiian Pineapple Canners, 

451 Montgomery Street, San Francisco, California 
Please send me, free of charge, your new book, 

“Hawaiian Pineapple as 100 Good Cooks Serve It.” 


Name__ 








Address 











City _ State 
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At noon—each day 


JAPAN 
TEA 


ests and 


refreshes 


When you’ve had quite enough 
lunch today, knock off the serious 
business of taking in nourishment 
and linger over a cup or two of 
Japan Green Tea. 


Business, housework, play— 
whatever has been waiting for you 
—can wait ten minutes longer. 


In fact, it will welcome you 
twice as cheerfully when you do 
come back to it. For it will find 
you fresh and rested, full of energy 
for a better afternoon. 


Try it today. Try it again to- 
morrow. After that you'll never 
think of lunch without it! 


Japan Tea is tea at its best—tea 
in its natural state, uncolored and 
unfermented, with all the flavor- 
laden juices of the fresh leaves pre- 
served by immediate sterilization. 


Specify Japan Green Tea when you 

buy. Packaged for the home under 

various well-known brands. Several 
rades and prices. The best you can 

c will cost you 

only a fraction of 

a cent a cup 
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Lhe, Journal Page by Page 


Art Appreciation and Art Educational Service 


review of the November LADIES’ 

HOME JOURNAL until I have chatted 
with you for a few moments about some of 
the very interesting features of this Christ- 
mas number which you are now reading. 
Many of them are so timely in this particu- 
lar month of the year—and 1928 still seems 
a long way off. Doubtless certain of these 


I: JUST seems impossible to start my 


features will call for further discussion in ~ 


January, for their greatness puts them be- 
yond the limits of any special time. 
Naturally we give more time in our 
thoughts to the life of Christ at this season 
of the year than at any other, though this 
may be not altogether to our credit. At 
any rate, the contemplation of master- 
pieces of art interpreting incidents in 


By RaymMonp P. Ensicn 


Now turn to the November number of 
the JOURNAL. Place it beside you so that 
you can easily refer to its pages while fol- 
lowing these paragraphs. Even a rapid 
turning of pages reveals a multitude of 
noteworthy things. 

Continuing the American Artists series 
is the full-color reproduction on page 24 
of one of Mary Cassatt’s paintings. You 
will no doubt cut this out for mounting 
with your other examples of work by well- 
known artists. The article by Mr. Lucas 
adds to the value of the reproduction. 





His life may have special significance 
now. So The Miraculous Draft of 
Fishes by Emil Carlsen was chosen as 
the painting by an American artist to 
present to you this month. This con- 
tinues the series which has been so re- 
produced during the past year. 

The simplicity, dignity and quiet 
power of Carlsen’s painting are faith- 
fully portrayed for you in this excellent 
full-color reproduction. The interpre- 
tation of the artist’s work and the 
sketch of his life by Mr. Lucas will 
add much to your enjoyment and ap- 
preciation of the picture. 


HE article, The Earliest Christ- 

mas Books, on page 14, with ac- 
companying illustrations, has a very 
definite bearing on our program of art 
study. Of course much more than 
now, in this machine age, was the 
making of a book in those earlier 
periods a matter of hand work. Nor 
was it by any means purely a matter 
of manual labor. The examples shown 
you in the illustrations are sufficient 
proof that the bookmakers of the time 
had a love for beauty and an ever 
present desire to express it in the work 
of their hands. The sketch of the 
monk, at the top of page 14, as he pa- 
tiently works away at the hand letter- 


‘ 


page 6, notice how the path, the gate- 

posts and the tree masses lead to a 

minor centering of interest at the right, 
nicely balancing the major interest at the 
left. 

You have probably turned to Will 
James’ spirited drawings of spirited horses 
more than once, following the reading of 
Our Family Album on page 38, where is 
given an account of the artist. 

George Brehm, Joseph Simont, Oliver 
Herford, Henry Raleigh, Wallace Morgan 
and Arthur Edrop are some of the other 
illustrators who have contributed to the 
November JOURNAL. The latter did those 
fresh, free drawings for pages 28 and 29. 
Rose O’Neill gives us more Kewpies 
on page 63. 





























While studying the illustrations in 
black and white, you will find it stimu- 
lating to turn to pages 22 and 23, 
where various dramatic incidents are 
depicted in the style of several dec- 
ades past. Some of our older readers 
may recall the vivid impressions such 
pictures as these made upon them in 
their childhood. 


OU may not bé ina position to 

enter into the competition which 
is outlined on page 30, but your inter- 
est in civic betterment and art applied 
in everyday life will lead you to lend 
whatever support you can to any such 
movement as this. 

Necessarily and rightfully, much of 
your attention has to be given to the 
adequate functioning of art as applied 
in your own home. The articles and 
illustrations on pages 31 and 36 may 
have many helpful suggestions, even 
though they cannot be interpreted 
literally in your own situation. These 
illustrations are well worth clipping 
and filing away in your collection of 
such material. Have you gone through 
the advertising pages carefully to see 
how much there is for you there? 

Turn to page 43. Here are the two 
decorations which are repeated on this 

















ing of his manuscript page, may carry 
something of the spirit of the times. 

Bearing in mind that the books illus- 
trated were printed some two and a half 
centuries ago, note the fine type faces and 
the letter spacing. 

Study the effective adjustment of mar- 
gins and the harmony achieved in the re- 
lation of decorations and illustrations to 
the type matter: Do you wonder that 
the best of our modern printers and book- 
makers are enthusiastic in their study of 
such fine old books? 

The reproduction of the miniature 
painting, The Nativity, on page 11 shows 
in delightful fashion the naive manner in 
which the artists of four or five hundred 
years ago introduced all manner of de- 
tails in depicting such scenes as these from 
the lives of the Virgin and the Infant 
Christ. Surely every Sunday-school 
teacher can make interesting and profit- 
able use of this page, whether the class 
members be young or old. 


O WE dare admit that Marionette 
Plays seem to hold as much fascina- 
tion for grown-up folks as they do for chil- 
dren? Yet soit seems. If you are not yet 
an enthusiast, just join the youngsters in 
following Tony Sarg’s directions for pro- 
ducing one, as given on pages 16 and 17. 
This is the season for just such activities. 
You will be interested in the editorial 
notice that during 1928 Hendrik Van Loon 
will write for the JOURNAL on Rembrandt 
and His Times. Full-color reproductions 
of some of Rembrandt’s masterpieces are 
to be presented. 


You have probably already read the ar- 
ticle by Mr. Duffus, beginning on page 25, 
which is the first of a series. I read his 
analyses and his conclusions with great 
interest and much profit. 

There are many very remarkable illus- 
trations in the November JOURNAL. The 
full page in color by Pruett Carter on 
page 9 is a nice example of that young 
artist’s free and forceful use of paint. On 
pages 16 and 17 are two colorful illustra- 
tions by Frank Hoffman. You see he is 
by no means limited to the delineation of 
horses. His figure painting in these two 
pieces is admirable. Note the effective 
modeling of the forms, the distribution of 
dark and light areas and the bold play of 
color. But Hoffman does like to draw ani- 
mals, as witness the three little sketches 
which have been slipped into the text 
matter. 

Henry J. Soulen’s very decorative illus- 
tration on page 27 is not in “full color,” 
but orange, blue and black printings have 
given a very colorful effect. All these color 
illustrations will make valuable additions 
to your files. 

Thomas Fogarty, as a master of pen- 
and-ink technic, is an old friend, whose 
work always has a fresh appeal. The first 
story in the November magazine is en- 
livened in its page appearance by his work. 
The two black-and-white illustrations by 
Grattan Condon on pages 6 and 7 are spe- 
cially noteworthy for their fine drawing, 
effective distribution of dark and light 
and for their admirable composition. On 


page which you are reading. They 
seemed to merit emphasis at this time 
of the year. Various manipulations 
of them will result in attractive greeting 
cards, calendar decorations or bits to fasten 
to the wrappings of some of your Christ- 
mas gifts. Some of the similar decorations 
are unusually artistic and forceful, as those 
on pages 95, 102, 107 and 222. The flower 
panels on pages 90 and 104 are very decora- 
tive and may help you when you come to 
try your hand at some craft project, as 
the designing of a lamp shade. You may 
have found a use for some of these decora- 
tions during the Thanksgiving Day festivi- 
ties. The one on page 167 was appropriate, 
as were all the six or seven which featured 
activities of the Pilgrims. 

Many other November pages have their 
bearing on our art study. There are more 
than a few devoted to design in costume. 
Page 144 presents half a dozen really ar- 
tistic charts, carefully planned and beauti- 
fully executed. The magic of turning 
seven match boxes into a desk has its ap- 
peal for the little folks when they need 
constructive play ona rainy day. See page 
181. The designs shown on page 186 are 
reminiscent of some of the best antique 
fabrics. 

And let us not forget The Office Dog 
(page 233), for he opens his columns to a 
study of costume designs! 





EDITOR’S NOTE—Teachers and supervisors 
of art should receive each month the Fournal Art 
Educational Supplement which Mr. Ensign pre 
pares for you. Send us your name and address if 
you have not already received Numbers 1, 2 and 3. 
There is no charge for this service. 
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FLAT SERVER 


in lined gift box. Illustrated in 
Triumph Pattern. 


$2.40 each 


STAINLESS STEEL STEAK CARVERS 
in lined gift box. Illustrated in 
Mayfair Pattern. 


$3.75 per set 





COLD MEAT FOR ~ GRAVY LADLE 
in lined gift box. Illustrated in 
Triumph Pattern. 

$1.50 each 


in lined gift box. Illustrated in 
Mayfair Pattern. 
$1.25 each 
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INDIVIDUAL SALAD FORKS 

a half dozen in a lined gift box. 

Illustrated in Triumph Pattern. 
$4.80 per set of 6 


a half dozen in a lined gift box. 
Illustrated in Mayfair Pattern. 
$4.40 per set of 6 
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SRY 


or (Yhristmas 
and { for always foe 


There is a sentiment that includes the giver 
in the gift, and a lasting quality of delight 
to enrich the years, in Wm. Rogers @&% Son 
fine silverplate. Beauty and usefulness, at 
little cost, for Christmas and for always. 
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“PIECES OF 8” 


set in a glass bottom serv- 
ing tray. 8 tea spoons, 8 
table spoons, 8 medium 
forks, 8 medium knives, 1 
butter knife, 1 sugar shell, 
34 pieces in all for $20.25 


26-piece set with tray 
$16. 









THE CASE OF PLENTY 


(illustrated above) is com- 
plete service for 8 covers 
with all the useful serving 
pieces as well—86 pieces 
in all—with stainless steel 


knives $74.50 


Triumph Pattern shown 
















Triumph Pattern shown 
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The gifts illustrated can be supplied by your dealer in Triumph, Mayfair and La France Patterns 
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Mayfair Pattern 
Tea Spoon 
$3.50 per dozen 
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WHROSERSESON 4 
SILVERPLATE ee 


Quality guaranteed by 
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ey $3.50 per dozen 
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Whn some Wa aS 
Bewitch “Them } 


to see her smile, to hear her voice, 
to look into her delightful eyes — 
gives young men a thrill. 


So winsome are her ways, so taking 
her charm, so lovely and so lovable 
she is, that merely to be near her is 
bewitchment and bliss. 


What wonder, then, if romance has 
sought her out with flattering fre- 
quency? Though she has scarcely 
turned her ’teens, is it strange if she 
has been the heroine of more than 
one proposal? 

* * * 


Sally Martin breathed appreciatively 
of a radiant, ravishing fragrance. 

“Friends, Romans and Old Dears,” 
she drawled, “behold a clue! The 
mystery unfolds. I see now why Anne 
is so besieged by suitors. It’s that 
new perfume of hers.”’ 


“But who would dream,” teased 
Arleen Blake, “that one so fair and 
fascinating would need the sorcery of 
infatuating scent?” 

“Methinks,” Claire Norris contrib- 
uted, “it behooves the rest of us to 
band together in an offensive and de- 
fensive alliance against Anne’s new 
allure.” 

“Yes,” came from Marjorie Graham, 
with mock dramatics, “shall we sit 
supine and let her monopolize such 
matchless magic? Over her dead body, 


Jove to meet Anne Lamberton— 
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if necessary, I for one vow to learn 
her secret.” 


“Count on me to the last man and 
the last ditch,” Sally seconded. “If 
adorned with a perfume so irresistible 
as Anne’s, perhaps we too might be 
fending off flocks of frenzied wooers. 
Please, Anne, we beseech thee, tell us 
what it is.” 


“After all your slandering,” Anne 
returned, “you deserve to be kept in 
darkest ignorance. But I forgive you. 
If you vamps think this fetching fra- 
grance will surround you with a mystic 
sway, graciously and unselfishly I share 
my secret. It is Orange Blossom Fra- 
grancia—and may you each and all 
live happily ever after.” 


The Spell It Weaves 


RANGE Blossom Fragrancia is 
the true entrancing scent of 
springtime orange ‘flowers —the 
witching scent which weaves its 
spell on all who breathe of it. 
Until recently, this rapturous per- 
fume was known only to a fashion- 
able few—and in all the world there 





Perfume $2.75, $4.50, $7.50, $15, $30, and 
$100. Purse size $1.50. Toilet Water $4.75. 


Face Powder (in all shades) $1. Powder and 


Reape Compacts $1 each. Talc $1. Bath Salts 
and Dusting Powder $1.50 each. Sachet $1.75. 


these aids to charm are not yet at your 
favorite counter, any of them you desire 
will be mailed prepaid on receipt of price. 


was only one place where those few 
could obtain it. 

So that others also may each de- 
light in its entrancement and with 
it each enhance her charms, it is 
now being supplied to stores — 
both in perfume and companion 
toiletries. 


Orange Blossom 


“Fragrancia 


Ra Quel 


Also—L’ Endeley 


A magnetic, mystifying odeur that stirs 
the imagination and stays in memory. 


And—Olor de la Noche 
—or Fragrance of the Night 
A strangely striking perfume inspired by 
a strange wild flower which sends forth its 
hypnotic tropic scent only in the night. 





So Lovelifying 


{Le a Fairy’s Blessing on the cheeks —that is 


Raquel Face Powder; so delightfully lovelify- 


ing, so luxuriously soft and smooth, so exqui- 
sitely scented, so natural in its blending, so pleas- 
ingly adherent. 


December, 1925 
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Raquel 


Inc. » 475 Fifth Avenue «~ 


New York 





eA New Bedroom for a (hristmas Gift 


(Continued from Page 24) 


the effect is light. At the bottom of the 
chair there is a finish of red gimp, and be- 
low this two very demure two-inch-wide 
pleated ruffles, the upper one of pickle 
green, the lower one of soft holly red. In 
the room, too, there is a mahogany chest, 
with a mahogany-framed mirror hung on 
the wall above it; anight table; a ladder- 
back chair painted an antique gray green; 
and a little cabinet for books,and room 
accessories, showing a red exterior and an 
interior lined with wall paper. 

The lamp on the ight table 
has a clear glass base and a 
shade of parchment done in 
bright flame red; on the chest 
the pair of lamps show slender 
clear green glass bases and 
shades of natural parchment 
with scallops of bright red. 
Because there is so much white 
in the room, the notes of red often seem 
to acquire a saturation of the white, giv- 
ing in this room scheme an effect of 
deepest pink with green and white. It is 
rare indeed to find green and red com- 
bined successfully, but on account of the 
cool crispness of this color scheme, and 
its informal quaintness, the combination 
is successful here. The hooked rugs on 
the floor are very antique in cast and 
combine many other colors besides pink 
and green to add their interest to this 
lovely scheme. 

A new bedroom for the young daughter 
of the house might .be schemed around 
painted furniture and developed in this 
same Christmasy color scheme. At the 
windows the curtains may be of organdie 





in lime-drop green over inner -glass cur- 
tains of white swiss. The bedspreads may 
be of the same green organdie and made in 
the same manner that has been described 
for the other room. If only one bed is 
needed, and this is of full width, the bed- 
spread treatment still may be the same. 
Crocheted or braided oval rag rugs may be 
planned for the floor. These should be of 
two-toned green and black, with touches 
of ivory and flame color braided in. Lines 
of flame red and a few unobtru- 
sive decorations of this color 
may be used on the old white 
furniture. Candles of flame red 
may be used in tall ivory pot- 
tery sticks. 

If the guest room is the room, 
how about furniture of red? A 
fine decorative red with a dash 
of orange in its mixing results 
in an adaptable Chinese red very easy to 
incorporate in a room scheme. The wall 
paper could be plain cream color, or it 
could have dots of red as an indistinct all- 
over patterning. The curtains at the win- 
dows could be black grounded, showing a 
lavish treatment of the Indian tree design, 
in which the colors jade green, yellow, red 
and white are effectively blended. 

On the floor there may be hooked rugs 
showing a decoratively strong use of these 
same colors, and on the bed there may be 
a counterpane of cream color showing a 
patchwork trimming of black and jade 
and white around the edge. A piece or so 
of Italian pottery in brilliant jade color 
and some tall red Christmas candles will 
intensify the joys of the holiday season. 


Garlanding the Flouse for (hristmas 


(Continued from Page 35) 


room, but add your Christmas garlands 
as extra accents of festivity where the 
room’s usual accents already have been 
placed. If you use festoons, do not string 
them just anywhere that you find some- 
thing to which they may be attached, but 
let them follow the natural architectural 
formation of the room. When you hang 
your wreaths or lay your sprays, plan 
these as fine extra touches for some group- 
ing that is already formed. For in a 
studied avoidance of spotty effects, your 
Christmas decorations will achieve the 
true proportions of dignity, which, after 
all, is in accord with the spirit of this fine 
old feast. 

Clusters of green should be placed so 
that they do not straggle; clumps should 
be arranged evenly with an eye to formal 
balance. The ropes of laurel should be 
seen as straight bandings, rather than in 
looped disarray. Wreaths should be as 
compact as possible, as thin wreaths with 
bristling edges give a fussy appearance to 
any room. Loops of wide ribbon in red or 
green may be used to suspend the wreaths, 
to band in the corners of laurel ropes as 
they follow some necessary right angle, 
and to attach sprays of holly as accents to 
bands of green, or to any other object they 
are planned to decorate. And besides fill- 
ing bowls with Christmas sprays, perhaps 
you'll want some festive plants in honor of 
the season; in which case you'll find that 
holly, mistletoe, ardisia and Jerusalem 
cherry are suitable ones to choose. Then 
you'll find that baskets of scarlet-cheeked 
apples, set between lighted tapering 
Christmas candles in brilliant red or pun- 
gent bayberry green, add an extra air of 
real festivity to any room. 

If you don’t want to buy your garlands 
of evergreen by the yard, they may be 
made out of greens you have gathered in 
the hills or the woods, from ground pine 
to heavier evergreens such as spruce, fir, 
pine, hemlock, cedar or laurel. If you 


select the ground pine to work with, plunge 
the greens in water overnight so that the 
next day they will be soft and damp and 
ready for use. 

Provide yourself with a ball of hemp 
twine and a ball of fine green wrapping 
cord. Tie the twine and the cord together 
in a slip loop and fasten to a convenient 
stationary object; then stretch the hemp 
twine well across the room to another 
heavy object to which it may be secured. 
This stretched twine represents the back- 
bone of your garland, and the green sprays 
are to be bound regularly onto it by means 
of the green wrapping cord. 

When you are ready to begin the fash- 
ioning of the garland, which may be as 
long as you wish to make it, drain the 
ground pine, shake out the foliage, and 
seat yourself at the left side of the drawn 
hemp twine with the material beside you 
Start the garland by laying a branch of th 
pine on top of the twine so that the ful! 
part will adequately cover the loop; hol« 
it in position until with your right hand 
you have secured it with a slipknot of th: 
lighter cord, by passing the stick throug!) 
the loop. Draw the knot tight and lay th: 
next branch over the stem of the first, anc 
so proceed without cutting the cord. Kee: 
the garland even as you go, and if need be. 
double small branches, so that no thin 
places will occur. Both cords, during the 
making, should be stretched very tight. 

Ground-pine wreaths dotted wit! 
sprays of holly are effective and durable. 
and they can be made on a wire frame or 
wooden hoop after the principle for mak 
ing garlands. If they are to be hung at « 
window they should be double, since the} 
will be seen on both sides. And as you 
make these Christmasy things you will be 
so fascinated with the undertaking that 
you will want to hasten on to the fashion- 
ing of all sorts of sparkling trifles for the 
Christmas tree, as well as the stringing o! 
pop corn! 
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The delicate PROFILE, with its refined outline, adds new 
grace to the ankle. It’s just a wisp of shadowy tone in 
pointed effect rising from the reinforced heel. This slen- 
derizing beauty is to be found only in this famous hosiery. 
And it is now to be had at the new low price, $1.75 a pair. 
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PyREX Ovenware |S 
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In these dishes you can bake apples, beans, 

macaroni, vegetables, meats, all casserole and 

scalloped dishes, all puddings, pies, biscuits, 
loaf cakes, cup cakes and breads 





For $5.25 —enough Pyrex pieces to do all A Pyrex dish stores up more heat, scientists say, stores. The following guarantee accompanies 


The deep oval casserole in a well- : 
pane horse makes a delight- DY OTT ARE REE HIS FoR Ph OER MEET ha 7 MS PERE Ot RON nk ht A eae et EY x through the meal from this beau- 


your ordinary baking . . . Enough to serve all than any metal can hold and gives it out more 


baked foods in the only completely attractive 
way: hot, delicious, perfectly browned! 


In this favorite everyday outfit are the most 
essential Pyrex dishes—pie plate, loaf pan, bis- 
cuit or utility dish, six custard cups and a casse- 
role—round or square or oval. 

Each piece is so well designed that it has a 
dozen uses. And every recipe that you make in 
Pyrex dishes will be a new delight, so delicate in 
texture, so evenly browned. 


Uses heat in a different way 


Pyrex ovenware, women have found, not only 
looks nicer—it actually bakes better than metals. 


RECIPE 


evenly to the food within. That is why food 
baked in Pyrex ovenware is never scorched on the 
sides while underdone in the center. 


every baking dish stamped “PYREX” (Trade- 
mark Registered in U. S. Patent Office): 


Guarantee 
Any PYREX dish or part which breaks 





Women say, too, that Pyrex ware 
keeps food piping hot for second 
helpings; never discolors food, nor 
affects taste; never holds odors; 
never wears out, crackles nor crazes; 
needs no harsh scouring. 


Get this modern baking outfit for itm 
your own kitchen, or for a gift. You BES 
will find Pyrex ovenware in the = 
housewares or china section of any 
department store or at hardware 














Pyrex Nursing Bottles, 

narrow neck and wide 

mouth, 8 ounces, now at 
all drug stores 


from oven heat within two years from 
[2X date of purchase may be replaced by any 
aw, PYREX dealer in exchange for the broken 
= pieces. Corning Glass Works, Corning, 
pang | New York. 


Take this list to your dealer: 
Covered casserole, No. 623 round, No. 653 
= square, No. 633 oval or No. 643 shallow 
= wmsRT CURRY INO hg go's a's aie ath on cab so -0 ae $1.75 
bal Utility dish, No. 231—medium size........ 1.00 
7d easeo! 4 Six custard cups, No. 410, 3 oz. size....... .60 
Pie plate, No. 209, medium size........... .90 
Loaf pan, No. 212, medium size........... 90 


Total $5.15 
All prices slightly higher in West and Canada 
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BOOK FREE—-CLIP THE COUPON NOW! 
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ful and different gift 





Corninc Giass Works, Dept. 106, Corning, New York 


Please send me free the Pyrex Book on Better Baking, which gives sixty delicious, 
easily prepared, new recipes. Tells of a great cooking school’s tests on Pyrex ovenware 
—shows all the Pyrex dishes. 
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Hot biscuits can be served all 
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here tonight—feed and rest my horse, get 
somethin’ under my own beit, and chalk 
up a good night’s sleep. Then I can 
mosey along in the mornin’ with some 
comfort, before Mobley arrives as per 
schedule. Me and you don’t want to mix 
in no trouble and I don’t guess this here 
Godfrey person will start anything with- 
out your help. Here’s the way we'll 
work it: Give me your word that you'll 
play fair, take your gun and go back to our 
friends yonder as if nothin’ had happened. 
Pretty soon I come ridin’ along and appeal 
to the hospitality of these good citizens— 
you and me havin’ never met before, of 
course. Said hospitality bein’ granted, all 
goes merry as a weddin’. In the mornin’ 
I'm off south. You head for Kingston. 
And when you meet Mobley give him my 
regards. ‘Course, if all this ain’t to your 
likin’ we can play it some other way—but 
it looks to me as though I held the cards.’”’ 


HE big sheriff laughed softly in the 
dusk. 

“It’s funny now, all right,” said the en- 
gineer grimly, “‘but I didn’t see it that 
way then—with that Christmas business of 
the Godfrey children on my mind, and 
that outlaw dictating terms to me. But, 
as he said, he held the cards. . . . 

““The Godfreys and I were just sitting 
down to supper when Montana Joe rode 
up cool and casual. But I noticed he didn’t 
dismount until he was satis- 
fied that I had kept my word. 

“Well, sir, those 
folks made him wel- 
come as cordially as 
they had received me, 
and while Jim went 
with him to put his 
horse out, the little 
woman cooked some 
morebacon. Andthen, 
when he and Jim came 
back, those blessed 
youngsters went at him 
just as they had gone 
for me. 

“At first Montana 
seemed a little bewil- 4 
dered when they named ws 
some of the presents 
they were expecting. 
He sized things up, and gave 
me a look, with a sharp glance 
or two at the father and mother when 
they weren’t noticing. But he caught on 
mighty soon. And then he just turned 
himself loose with a string of the greatest 
Christmas fairy yarns I ever heard. With 
two of the kiddies in his lap and his arm 
around the other one, who snuggled as 
close as he could get, the outlaw answered 
every question without a break; and the 
stunts he made old Santa do on the desert 
brought squeals and shouts of merriment, 
while their eyes were as big as saucers and 
tliey fairly shivered with delight. I could 
see, though, as I watched his face, that 
there was something on his mind beside 
the stories he was telling. The situation 
Was evidently getting on his nerves as it 
had on mine. And so presently he wound 
up his entertainment by telling them that 
they had better go to bed because they 
would have to be up as soon as it was 
daylight. Then, with a gruff ‘good night’ 
to Jim and his wife, he went out toward 
the dilapidated wagon where he and I 
were to sleep. 





=, 


a HEN I joined him a few minutes 
later he was lying with his face 
buried in his arms. I dropped down beside 
him, but he never moved, and I thought 
at first he was asleep. Then he stirred and 
groaned as though in pain. 
, “*What’s the matter, Joe?’ I said. 
Are you sick?’ 
‘Sick!’ He sat up as though I had 
touched a spring; and man alive, I never 


| ee language in my life—and I’ve 





eA Desert Santa (olaus 


(Continued from Page 7) 
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heard some tall swearing too. He cursed 
me from my remotest ancestors clear 
through to my last possible descendant — 
called me every insulting name in two 
languages and accused me of every crime 
known to the human race—and then he 
started in at the beginning and damned 
me all over again with variations, finishing 
with an apology, assuring me that there 
was nothing personal in his remarks. 
“*That’s all right, Joe,’ I said. ‘No of- 
fense, I assure you.’ And then—well, I 
was no match for him, of course, but I fol- 
lowed his lead and did the best I knew. 


s HEN I had exhausted myself he 

said quietly: ‘And now that we’ve 
played our face cards in this little old 
Christmas game that we’ve broke into, 
what’s our next move, C. K.?’ 

“‘T told him what I had been about to do 
when he had interfered and blocked my 
escape with his gun. 

“He shook his head. ‘We can’t do it, 
C. K. And you know we can’t. We’ve 
just naturally got to see this through. If 
they was growed-up old toughs like you 
and me we might quit ’em, but we can’t 
leave kids in a hole like this. Didn’t 
you hear ’em countin’ on old Santa bein’ 
on his job, desert or no desert? There 
sure’ll be hell to pay in this camp at 
sunup tomorrow if somebody don’t do 
somethin’. And that little woman too! 
Didn’t you see her face? It'll be 

murder—the worst kind of 
murder. I’mtellin’ you 
I know.’ He threw 
himself down again 
with his face buried in 
his arms. 

““We might fix up 
their stockings with 
some money and let 
them get their own 
presents,’ I suggested 
after a while. 

““*Money, hell,’ he 
groaned. ‘Money can’t 
make no sort of Christ- 
mas for kids like that. 
If it could, my money 
wouldn’t do—yours 
might be all right, but 
they’d be sure to find 
out where mine come from as 

soon as Mobley gets here—and 
what sort of Christmas gift would that 
make?’ 

“We didn’t say anything again for 
some time, while we were both trying to 
figure out something. Then all at once we 
heard a curious little noise. Joe sat up 
and we both listened. The noise came 
again—a little louder. Suddenly he 
caught me by the arm with a grip that 
nearly made me yell, as he whispered in 
my ear, ‘It’s that little mother out there 
in the brush, cryin’. Listen!’ And then 
with a kind of a sob he set in to swearing 
again, under his breath. 





”" E KNEW what had happened as if 

we’d seen it: Mrs. Godfrey, when 
the children and Jim were asleep, had 
stolen away from the tent to have her cry 
out alone. But I guess Jim wasn’t sleeping 
any too well himself because we heard him 
go to her and they talked together awhile 
in low tones until finally they both went 
back to bed. 

“When everything was still again, 
Montana Joe slipped out of the wagon and 
a minute later came back leading his 
horse. 

“*What are you going to do now?’ I 
asked as he threw on the saddle and drew 
up the cinch. 

“He didn’t answer a word until he had 
one foot in the stirrup; then ‘he said, ‘I’m 
just goin’ to prospect around a little. If I 
don’t show up here again come daylight, 
you back my play by stallin’ them kids off 
awhile with some palaver. If the sheriff 
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Secretary No. 362 
of Georgian _ peri- 
od, created during 
reign of the Georges. 
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Nateunt Patterns 
Tr ! Wood 
enrich this Geo 


RNA oren ona patterns of delicate 
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whorls and lacy tracings are etched 
into the very hearts of the old, gnarled 
French walnut trees through years of Na- 
ture’s minute and painstaking workman- 
ship. From these hardwood hearts are se- 
lected panels, and they in turn are matched 
by expert Landstrom craftsmen into rich, 
Ss » symmetrical designs. With these woodland- 
pattern designs, this Georgian secretary of 
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Desk No. 36234, same 
design without secretary top. 


RGIAN SECRETARY 


stately outline is exquisitely adorned. 

Could there be a Christmas gift more beautiful—more last- 
ing—more useful—more satisfying? Why not make a gift to 
your own home this year? Among the Landstrom dealer’s 
exhibits you will find many attractive things, each a fitting 
gift and al! within a reasonable price range. 

Infinite care is taken by Landstrom to make each hidden 
detail of construction as perfect as the rich, glowing finish. 


Doors and drawers fit up snugly to 
frames, but move silently and smoothly. 
Each Landstrom piece is finely made in- 
Using the coupon will 
bring you a free booklet showing many 
Landstrom pieces in actual colors. Fill 
in and mail this coupon at once. 


side and out. 





Landstrom 


COR 2.64 
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Landstrom Furniture Corp., Dept. A-12 
11th Street at 18th Avenue 
Rockford, Illinois 


Please send me your colorful booklet. 
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BED ROOM & DINING ROOM FURNITURE ~DESKS & CABINETS 


ROCKFORD ILLINOIS 
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CHARM 
PATTERN 


“Look at the beautiful China 
Jack’s giving me—‘¢he Haviland I’ve 
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always wanted! + 7 7 7 


INSISTED on choosing my own 

pattern ahead oftime. Deauville 
shape; ivory border background; 
the darlingest yellow roses in 
quaint blue-and-gold urns inside 
a circle of blue leaves; just a hint 
of lattice-work in the centre; 
double trimming with coin gold. 
Isn’t it a love?” 
Haviland, France—the mark of fine 
taste in fine china—is also the mark 
of fine taste in gifts. The patterns here 
shown on the fashionable Ivory are 
typical of Haviland distinction in 
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design and coloring. Loveliness to 
revel in—and a pleasing range of 
price as well as pattern. Insist on the 
genuine, marked in green, under the 
glaze, ‘Haviland, France.”’ 


These are only a few of many designs in 
which Haviland China is made. A wide va- 
riety of open stock patterns at all prices is 
obtainable from your dealer so that you can 
easily get replacements or add to your set 
as you may desire. 


SEND NOw for the free illustrations show- 
ing in full colors the wide range of these 
exquisite Haviland China designs together 
with a list of the nearest dealers. Ask for 
Group LB. 


Genuine 
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Every piece of genuine Haviland 
China—the product of the 
original Haviland, estab- 

lished by David Havi- 
land in 1837—bears 
the trade marks 
shown above. 
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bere are CHINA CO., INC., 1107 Broadway, at agth Street New York 
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beats me to it I’ll make the grade some- 
how. I reckon maybe Santa Claus has a 
deputy somewhere in this here desert. 
Adios.’ And he rode away in the dark. .. . 

“It was just beginning to get a little 
light in the east when I heard those 
youngsters twittering and chirping and 
giggling in the tent. I stood up in the 
wagon and looked around to see if I could 
see anything of 
Montana Joe. 


——__, 


properly make his exit. Then he began 
talking to the children with a great show 
of mystery about how hard it was for 
Santa Claus to disappear when folks were 
watching and how if they kept looking at 
him he couldn’t get away at all and would 
likely perish in the desert and there 
wouldn’t be any Santa any more. And 
while he was talking he drew us all into a 
corner of the 
ramada behind the 





There was nothins, 
stirring, so JT got 


tent—we older 
ones joining in to 





down and went 
over to the ramada 
to be. handy when 
the children came 
out. And you may 
believe that I was 
thinking hard and 
fast—trying to 
frame up some sort 
of an excuse for 
old Santa’s delay. 

“When the little 
chaps appeared 
they were all danc- 
ing and laughing 
with eagerness. 








help out the play. 
But, believe me, 
my heart was 
thumping one- 
sixty to the min- 
ute, for I thought 
of course he was 
getting ready fora 
fight.” 


HEN hehad 
us bunched 
in the corner where 
we couldn’t see, he 
said: ‘Now prom- 
ise me that you 








Then, as they 
looked about and 
took in the general emptiness of their sur- 
roundings, I never saw anything so pitiful 
as their disappointed little faces. I was 
trying to tell them that they were up too 
soon, that Christmas didn’t begin as early 
in the desert as it did in colder climates, 
when Jim and his wife appeared. And we 
three just stood there—looking at each 
other, not knowing what to say or do.” 


HEN Mrs. Godfrey said: ‘You are 

very kind, sir, but ——’ And she 
went down on her knees and took the little 
ones in her arms, while Jim and I turned 
away. 

“Jim was just asking rather gruffly 
where the other man was, when I saw him 
look across the clearing with an expression 
on his face as though he were seeing a 
ghost. I took one look and yelled for the 
youngsters. Mrs. Godfrey must have 
known by my voice that something had 
happened, for she came with her children 
on a run. 

“‘Coming toward the camp was a regu- 
lation Santa Claus—red breeches, boots, 
red coat, cap, all trimmed with white fur, 
long white whiskers, pack and all. Fora 
minute or two we were too paralyzed to 
move. 

“Santa came up and asked in a gruff 
voice: ‘Can you tell me where the Godfrey 
children live?’ 

““*Sure,’ said I. ‘These are the Godfrey 
children— Jimmie and Bill and Mary.’ 

““*Well, well,’ he said, shaking hands 
with them, ‘I’m mighty glad to get here at 
last. I’ve sure had a tough time in this 
old desert tryin’ to get around without any 
snow. Here you are, kiddies, this here’s 
my last call and all I have left is for you.’ 
He lowered his pack to the ground and 
began pulling out horns and picture books 
and candy and things—and then those 
blessed youngsters and I went wild. But 
Mrs. Godfrey and Jim couldn’t say a 
word; they just put their arms around 
each other and looked on. 

“‘T could see all the time, though, that 
Santa was hurrying a little and mighty 
anxious to have it over. Presently he 
winked at me and said: ‘Well, children, I 
must be movin’ along now. This here 
climate’s a little warm for me, you know.’ 
And just as he spoke I looked across the 
clearing toward the arroyo where he had 
left his horse and, by George, there was old 
Mobley, here, riding out of the brush.” 


HEN Mobley saw the outlaw’s 

horse in the arroyo, he dropped out 
of sight before the Godfreys noticed any- 
thing. But Montana Joe saw him. And the 
outlaw knew that with the sheriff waiting 
by his horse, he was caught all right; but he 
never changed a hair. He just straightened 
up and drew a long breath and looked 
around in a casual sort of a way as though 
planning how Santa Claus could most 


won’t turn around 
or peek, for I’m 
going to go.’ He stopped and hesitated in 
an embarrassed way; then: ‘Do you think 
you kids could kiss old Santa just once?’ 
He knelt down and they jumped into his 
arms. Then he stood up. ‘Mind you don’t 
look, now—good-by.’ But before he could 
move, Mrs. Godfrey put her hands on his 
shoulders and, standing on tiptoe, with her 
face shining through her tears, kissed him. 
Well, sir, I thought for a minute that poor 
old Montana Joe would drop. The false 
whiskers hid most of his face, but the look 
in his eyes will haunt me as long as I live. 
Poor Jim couldn’t speak; he just gripped 
Joe’s hand and bowed his head like he was 
saying a prayer. Then Montana steadied 
himself and said to the children: ‘Mind, 
now, I’m goin’—don’t you look! Good- 
by. >»? 

The engineer paused. 

“And did he put up a fight?”’ I asked. 

“T have always thought he intended to 
when he played to get us out of sight,” 
said the other. 

The sheriff spoke. ‘‘ When he was about 
halfway across the clearing, coming to- 
ward the arroyo, I saw him reach for his 
guns. But he hesitated a second—stopped 
stock still, then put both hands up in the 
air and came on steady as a church. Of 
course I was ready for trouble, thinking he 
might spring some trick, but when he got 
close so that I could see his face I knew it 
was all over.” 


T’S all right, Mobley,’ he said, as he 
slid down into the arroyo where I 
stood with his horse. ‘For God’s sake take 
my guns and let’s get away from here 
quick.’ And when I locked him in acell that 
night I think his was the happiest face I 
ever saw. He was that way all through the 
trial, and when the judge sentenced him 
he smiled. When I told him good-by at 
San Quentin he laughed and said, ‘Merry 
Christmas, old man. It sure was worth it.” 
“And tomorrow morning he gets his 
parole for a Christmas gift,’’ mused the 
engineer. ‘I wonder what he’ll do.” ' 

The sheriff answered in his slow way: 
“‘That’s all fixed. Jim Godfrey takes him 
on as superintendent of the ranch. Jim 
and his wife left yesterday for San Quentin 
to bring him back.” 

I could not resist one more question: 
“But where in the world did he raise that 
Santa Claus rig?” ; 

My two friends laughed. ‘Why,’ ’ said 
the engineer, “‘ you see, even in those days 
there were two Sunday schools in Kings- 
ton. They were fighting each other, and 
both had planned to hold their Christmas 
exercises on Christmas night, each hop- 
ing to knock the other out of a good crowd. 
Montana Joe told me he figured that sort 
of Christmas rivalry didn’t give the God- 
frey kids a fair shake, so, being Methodist, 
he held up the Baptist outfit and went 
away with the whole works.” 
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TEETH 
Free of Film 


Thus They Attract With 
Dazzling Whiteness 


In this spectal way dentists urge 
you to remove film every day 


Send Coupon for 10-Day Tube Free 





HE essential differ- 

ence, according to 
present-day dental find- 
ings, between sparkling, 
white teeth and dingy, 
“‘off-color’’ teeth is that 
clear, white teeth are 
film-free, and dull, dingy 
teeth, film-coated. 


* * * 


The essential difference, 
too, modern dental opin- 
ion holds, between prop- 
erly protected teeth and 
gums and gravely unpro- 
tected teeth and gums is 
founded largely on the 
same factor: film. 














The modern dental profession so ae he 
sponsors this “fight-the-film” 
movement Able dental authorities 


say brushing alone does 
not effectively remove that film. Thus, greatly on 
dentists’ orders, people everywhere are adopting 
Pepsodent. A special film-removing dentifrice. 
A footh paste essentially different from all others in 
many ways. 


Feet Witn TonGcug 


You can feel it now with your tongue, that 
film; a slippery, viscous coating on your teeth. 
It clings to teeth, it gets into crevices and stays 
beyond the power of ordinary cleansing. 


When one eats or smokes, food or nicotine 
stains that film. Teeth look dingy and off-color. 
White and sparkling clearness comes only when 
that film is removed. 


TarTAR—GuM TROUBLES 


Film, too, is the basis of tartar. And with germs, 
tartar is a cause of pyorrhea. Thus film and gum 
troubles are definitely connected by many respected 

authorities. Film, too, holds food particles in contact 
with teeth, which ferment and foster the acids of decay. 


Remove Twice Dairy 


To cleanse teeth to high lustre, and better to safeguard 
against tooth decay and gum disorders, the dental 
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profession today urges that film be removed TWICE 
EACH DAY at least. 


Feel now for film on your teeth. Find out, to your 
own satisfaction, whether or not your present cleans- 
ing method is adequately removing film. 


Because many old ways of cleansing had failed in 
effectively removing film, and because tooth and gum 
troubles were so gravely increasing, dental science sought 
and found new ways. An utterly NEW type of tooth 
paste— Pepsodent —was the result. 


CuRDLES AND Removes FILM 


Compounded in exact measure to the exactments of 
present-day dental thought, Pepsodent has, largely on 
dental advice, altered the tooth-cleansing habits. 


Pepsodent acts two ways on film. First it curdles the 
film. Then removes it in complete safety to enamel. 












Sparkling smiles are, perhaps, the biggest thing in being 
beautiful. Thus, Pepsodent that brightens teeth by remov- 
ing dingy film is now accepted as a foremost beauty aid 


Removing film on teeth is accorded high importance by the modern Dentist. So | 
Pepsodent is chosen for its unique therapeutic and prophylactic qualities 


Thus it cleanses your teeth as you have probably 
never felt them cleansed before. Thus it lightens and 
brightens them. Thus it fights decay. 


Firms TENDER Gums 


Then Pepsodent acts to firm the gums; supplying for 
this purpose the latest men of science know as an 
aid in gum protection. You use on the brush for this 
purpose. You massage the gums with it each night. 


Pepsodent, too, acts to neutralize mouth acids by 
increasing the alkalinity of the saliva; an exactment 
modern research proves essential in a tooth paste. 


Thus, in virtually all important ways, Pepsodent 
creates a new era of clear teeth and healthy gums. 


SEND FOR TEN-Day TuBE 


Mail the coupon for a 10-day tube of Pepsodent. Use 
it twice daily with the brush. Massage it nightly into 
the gums. Note how your teeth lighten as film coats 
go. Note how much better your gums feel. After 
this test, we believe you will agree that next to your 
regular dentist’s care, Pepsodent is the most important 
tooth protective factor you can find. 





oe 


FREE—10-DAY TUBE 








Mail coupon to 
The Pepsodent Co., 
Dept. 1316, 1104 S. Wabash Ave., 
Chicago, Ill., U. S. A. 


Other Offices: The Pepsodent Co., 

Ot Coenen et a 

42 Southwark Bridge Rd.. . . London, S. E. 1, Eng. 

(Australia), Ltd., 137 Clarence St. Sydney, N.S. W. 
Only one tube to a family 2513 


PEPSODENT 


The Quality Dentifrice—Removes Film from Teeth 


Toronto 2, Can. 
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One Day’s 
I Remembrance 


Which Serves 
| Throughout the Years 







y ag Yuletide’s joyous laughter 

. . . the day’s generous im- 
pulse . . . or the tender word 
— which gladdens the heart ...a 
t gift of usefulness and enduring 
beauty serves best this day of 
days—and always. 


Expressed in exclusive INLAID 
Silverplate, the Christmas gift is 
. Wines : a lifelong delight. Each day the 
san  — ~~ | ) Service for Six gladdens the fam- 
Sac Ae \ : ily dining. How inexpensive, this 
26-piece set with handy serving 
tray, at $34.25, or the 34-piece Set 
for Eight, with serving tray— 
ample for the larger family and 
guests—only $44.50. Larger as- 
sortments up to $365. 
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Single serving pieces, priced from 
$1.25 up, are ideal individual gifts. 
Until your service is complete, 
sets of six may be added at your 
convenience. 
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Per Set of Six 
eR mOOOnS «. «) » s Saas 
Dessert Spoons . . . . 7.50 
Table Spoons. . . .. Sao 
Round Bowl Soup Snoons <<. 
Breakfast Forks . . . . 7.50 
Dinner Forks. . aro, ee 
Individual Salad Forks oe) as 
Butter Spreaders. . . . 6.25 
Bouillon Spoons. . . . 7.25 
Cee moons. =. . » 0 3.99 
Iced Tea Spoons. . . . 6.00 
Ten a 
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All Patterns Are Open Stock 













INLAID! 


At points of hardest wear... inlaid 
with clidel silver to assure relifelong wear. 





os Romance 


“HOLM 


Made and guaranteed by the Holmes & 
Edwards Silver Co.; International Silver ” TRADE 
Co., Successor; Bridgeport, Connecticut. : 


© 1.s.c0.1927 
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Evergreens for the Small Place 


(Continued from Page 21) 


to soften the sharp’ angle between the 
1ouse and lawn, but not so much that all 
relation between the house and its sur- 
roundings is lost. Each group contains 
one or two accent plants, tied in with low, 
rounded masses which edge down com- 
pletely to meet the lawn. 

We are all familiar with the red cedar 
(Juniperus virginiana) and the American 
arborvite (Thuja occidentalis), two plants 
which have been much used for accent 
purposes, and which are extremely satis- 
factory as such. This very fact, however, 
leads us to look for something else, to raise 
our plantings from the commonplace to at 
least some slight distinction. The cryp- 
tomeria (Cryptomeria japonica), a tree 
reaching about twenty feet in height, of 
dark green, solid texture, and symmetri- 
cally columnar in habit, is unusually inter- 
esting. There is a variety of the American 
arborvite known as the Douglas pyram- 
idal arborvite (7. occidentalis douglasi 
pyramidalis), which has the same good 
green foliage of the parent type, but also 
an even narrower silhouette. There is also 
the Standish arborvite (T: standishi), whose 
peculiarly twisted foliage gives it charm. 
The Japanese yew (Taxus cuspidata), per- 
haps the richest of all our evergreens in 
texture and color, will also serve as accent 
where something a bit broader is needed. 
It will get too big if not restrained, but it 
may be sheared to any desirabled form. 
The Canada hemlock (7suga canadensis) 
will also stand such treatment for a rea- 
sonable length of time, as will also the 
Japanese (7. diversifolia) and Siebold (T. 
siebuldi) varieties, which are somewhat 
richer in character than the native form. 

When we come to select material for the 
mass or body of our planting we must con- 
sider only those things which will blend 
one with another and which will result in 
a sky line or silhouette which is made up 
of curves and flowing lines, free from sharp 
points and projections. Here is where the 
great group of broad-leaved evergreen 
shrubs is most useful. 


Broad-Leaved Shrubs 


E HAVE the native mountain laurel 
(Kalmia latifolia), an excellent plant 
for our purpose, reaching an ultimate 
height of about six feet, having a glossy 
green foliage and great masses of pink flow- 
ers in June. This 
will do well for 


something somewhat lower in growth, we 
may use Leucothoe, Andromeda floribunda, 
or Andromeda japonica, and rockspray 
(Cotoneaster microphylla )—all broad-leaved 
shrubs. The dwarf junipers, mugho pine, 
and the lower yews also add variety to 
such a group. 

Where the soil is not suitable for the 
growing of some of these things—that is, 
where it is decidedly alkaline in reaction— 
we can use the Pfitzer juniper and mugho 
pine for the mainstays of the planting and 
edge down with the dwarfer junipers such 
as communis, whose lovely masses charac- 
terize the pastures of old New England, 
squamata, or sabina tamariscifolia, which 
is so pleasing all along the rocky Maine 
coast. Then there are the low forms of yew, 
such as the spreading form of the Japa- 
nese, the dwarf Japanese yew (Taxus 
cuspidata nana), the Canadian (7. cana- 
densis), and the spreading English variety 
(T. baccata repandens), although the last 
named is not satisfactory in the Northern 
States. 


Evergreen Ground (overs 


HE third section of our foundation 
planting is the ground cover. In a 
situation such as this we want a very fin- 
ished planting. It must blend completely 
with the house, within itself, and with the 
lawn; we do not wish to see any bare 
earth between the plants, but rather un- 
broken greenery throughout. For ma- 
terial to cover these bare spaces we must 
look carefully, for we may not use species 
of vigorous growth which will be detri- 
mental to the larger plants in the group, 
nor do we particularly desire flowering 
things, for we are now planting for the 
sake of a broad effect and not for individ- 
ual plants. Such things as myrtle, pachy- 
sandra and English ivy (Hedera helix) are 
suitable for the purpose, but there are 
also such more unusual things as pachis- 
tima (P. canbyi), a little, low, compact 
evergreen shrub, Euonymus radicans var. 
kewensis, box sandmyrtle (Letophyllum 
buxifolium), a rather small shrub with 
leaves somewhat similar to box, only 
smaller, and Daphne cneorum, which bears 
clusters of exquisitely perfumed flowers. 
For border plantings and screen groups 
we will wish to use an entirely different 
class of material. A glance at the small- 
place plan 
which we pre- 





the body of the 
planting. With 
it we may use 
Japanese holly 
(llex crenata), 
some of the > 
evergreen aza- 
leas such as 
amoena, ledi- 
folia alba, hino- 
degirit, and the 
newer coton- 
easters, those 
charming im- 
portations from 
China which 
have dark 
glossy green 
leaves, pleasing 
flowers, and 
bright-colored 
fruits in au- 
tumn. Fran- 
cheiiand simonsi 
are two very 


VEGE: TABLE 
GARDE: 





DRYING 
GARAGE: 
YARD 























sent herewith 
will show how 
such plantings 
are arranged. 
Here we have 
groupings 
which are pri- 
marily designed 
to give us a bit 
of privacy, for 
when forced to 
live in close 
proximity to 
our neighbors 
we relish some 
seclusion. 
These planta- 
tions are, in the 
very nature of 
things, made up 
principally of 
deciduous 
shrubs and 
small trees, but 
there is oppor- 
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lovely ones, 
while salicifolia 
and glabrata, 
twoofthehardi- 
est, are very 
desirable but 
rather difficult 








tunity for the 
use of many 
evergreens. In 
fact, most of the 
dreadful mo- 
notony of shrub 
groups is the 
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The proper use of evergreens in screen and border plantings. 
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the hostess’. EMILY POST 


THIS famous writer on eti- 
quette says: “We dine on 
Linen Damask. This is mere- 
ly a statement of fact if the 
house we are dining in be a 
perfectly appointed one. For 
the test of the practised host- 
ess is in dinner giving and 
the test of the perfect table is the 
quality of its Linen Damask. 


“No other table covering, 
no matter how fine or elabo- 
rate, satisfies our inherent love 
of faultless suitability. Noth- 
ing can imitate fine, even 
flaxen threads closely and 
skillfully woven, nothing can 
imitate the soft satin-smooth- 
ness, the suppleness and body 
of best quality pure Linen 
Damask. 


“The linen closet is the treas- 
ure chest of the ultra-fastidi- 
ous hostess. One might even 
coin a slogan—A lady of 
quality is proclaimed by the 
quality of her linen.” 

Emily Postwriteswithcharm 
and authority ina booklet con- 
taining new ideas in table dec- 
oration. Helpful information 
for the hostess. Use coupon. 






Enclose 25c with 
the coupon below 
for a copy of the 
* illustrated booklet 
on table coverings 
andcharmingcolor 
effects, with a fore- 
word byEmily Post 


LINEN DAMASK 


TABLECLOTHS 

















New York, N. Y. 
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IRISH AND SCOTTISH LINEN DAMASK GUILD 
Dept. 10-J, 260 W. Broadway 
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Now-—for Christmas 
Enjoy the Magic of the Si/ver Screen 


Home Movies—A New Answer to that Age-Old Question— 
“What Shall I Give for Christmas ?”’ 


NEW gift idea! Something dif- 
ferent for Christmas. The gift 
unusual, for one who already 
‘has everything.”’ A family 
gift that carries with it a thou- 


nn DSS. 
CLitkiida 


td 





ment to a greater number of people, than anything 
else you might give. 

No wonder thousands are choosing a Ciné- 
Kodak for Christmas. For think of the fun—the 
sport—the personal satisfaction in home movie- 
making, the new dramatic art! 


The Miracle of Movies You Make Yourself 


Think of the movies you've always wanted to 
make—the children, friends, neighbors, outdoor 
trips. It’s so easy now anyone can do 
it with the assurance of professional 
results. 

Into the marvelous Ciné-Kodak 
camera weighing only 5 pounds, 
Eastman Scientists have concentrated 
every necessity of movie production. 

What a triumph in simplicity! No 
need to focus. No tripod. No grind- 
ing crank. Everything is there that 
you need . . . the non-essentials have been done 
away with. Just sight the camera, cither from 
waist height or eye level. ‘ 

Then press the button. A shutter whirls inside, 
and the film slides swiftly behind the always- 


sand thrills—that affords more _ 
genuine pleasure, more enjoy-. 





Weighs but 5 pounds 





ready lens. Instantly every action 
within the scene before you, every 
changing sequence of light and 
shadow, is registered for all time 
on your film. 

After pressing the button, your 
work is done. No troublesome 
developing. No bother or fuss. 
We finish your films at no extra 
cost, and return them ready to run. 

Then with equal ease your films 
are shown. Switch on your Koda- 
scope projector and instantly the 
screen becomes alive with action. 











professional cinema camera de- 
sign, the men who made ‘'still’’ 
photography so easy have now 
made home movie-making equally 
simple for you. 

To supplement your program, 
Kodak Cinegraphs— 100-foot reels 
of comedy, drama, travel, may be 
purchased at $7.50 per reel, and 
full-length feature pictures of fa- 
mous stars may be rented from any 
Kodascope Library. 

Official United States War De- 
partment movies of the World 














Crisp and clear you see the pic- 
tures you’ve made. Drama... 
adventure . . . romance . . . in the lives of people 
you know and children you love parade 
before your eyes in a swift pattern of light 
and shadow. ‘‘Your own movies!’’ They 
are as easy as that to make. 


. . « Simplicity Itself 


Ciné-Kodak embodies Eastman s forty 
years’ experience in devising easy picture- 
making methods for the amateur. Un- 
biased by the precedents and prejudices of 


~ Ciné-Kodak + 


Simplest of All Home Movie Cameras 


Sight camera from waist or eye level 


War, filmed in action by the Signal 
Corps, are also ready for you to 
run. War Cinegraphs—200 feet per reel—$15 cach. 
Special authentic war thriller, ‘‘America ‘oes 


Over’’—2000 feet—$150. 
Now costs only $140 


Today a complete outfit, Ciné-Kodak, Kodascope 
Projector and Screen, may, be had for $140. 

Give a Ciné-Kodak for Christmas. Thousands of 
Kodak dealers have it ready to show you. Fot 
additional information, mail coupon below. 

7 7 T 
EASTMAN KODAK CO., Dept. LHJ-5, Rochester, N. Y. 


Please send me, FREE and without obligation, the booklet telling m¢ 
how I can easily make my own movies. 
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direct result of neglect 
to use enough of this 
type of material. So 
many of our common 
shrubs—the deutzia, 
forsythia, mockorange 
and lilac—have similar 
characteristics that un- 
less we use an occa- 
sional accent plant to 
relieve their flatness we 
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We should place groups 





Key to Foundation 
Planting Plan 


. Cryptomeria japonica. 

. Juniperus pfitzeriana. 

. Taxus cuspidata, 

Tsuga seiboldi. 

. Kalmia latifolia. 

Ilex crenata. 

. Leucothoe catesbaei. 

. Juniperus sabina 
tamariscifolia. 

9g. Andromeda floribunda. 

. Juniperus communis. 

. Cotoneaster microphylla. 


Pachysandra terminalis. 
Pachistima canbyi. 


willcreateonly tiresome po 
compositions. Such ” 
evergreen accents can- 12, Pinus mugho. 
not, however, be 14. 
thoughtlessly scattered Pap 
throughout the border. 16, Vinca minor. 





(Pinus koraiensis), or 
the cedar of Lebanon 
(C. libani). 

Those somewhat fa- 
miliar with plant ma- 
terial probably missed 
seeing the names of old 
favorites in these lists. 
We haven’t talked 
about the retinospora 
or the Norway spruce; 
we haven’t so much as 
mentioned the ever- 
popular Koster blue 
spruces, those indices of 
socialstanding by whose 
height and symmetry 
one’s position in the 
community was once 
judged. This has been 
deliberate, for our aim 








of plants of distinctive 
color, texture or shape 
at strategic positions in order best to gain 
the desired effect. Cedars or arborvite 
standing well up above the low shrub 
masses carry the eye skyward; pines, hem- 
locks or Douglas spruce give massive 
groups of fine texture and make excellent 
screens; laurel or Rhododendron maximum 
add a delightful degree of finish. 

The principal caution in selection of 
material for this purpose is this: Choose, 
in so far as possible, those plants which 
will thrive in the close confines of the 
shrub border. Some pines, the spruces 
and most of the firs will not produce their 
characteristic form if planted closely about 
with deciduous shrubs, and will lose most 
of their lower branches and present a 
scrawny appearance, especially in winter, 
when we are relying on them for their 
effectiveness. As you can see in the plan, 
we have planted, therefore, either in con- 
siderable masses of evergreen with groups 
of deciduous material between, or, where 
this is undesirable, we have used single 
specimens which will withstand close com- 
petition and rise triumphant above it. 

At a property corner or entrance we 
have an opportunity to use outstanding 
specimens in a balanced, rather formal 
way which will add greatly to the effec- 
tiveness of such a plantation. Austrian 
pines, cedars or spruces are best here. 


Use Specimens Sparingly 


UR present feeling toward the use of 

specimen plants is somewhat different 
from what it has been in the past. Years 
ago, due probably to the relative rarity of 
evergreen material, a great deal of speci- 
men planting was done. That is, ever- 
green trees and shrubs were set about on 
the lawn, either in pairs along the front 
walk, or, too often, scattered rather aim- 
lessly about where, when they developed, 
they practically destroyed the pictorial 
value of the scene. Nowadays we use 
specimens but rarely, and then only when 
they fill a definite need in the composition. 
We therefore select with great care, and 
use only those things which are extraor- 
dinarily fine in character—for example, 
the delicate Swiss stone pine (Pinus cem- 
bra), the soft gray concolor fir, or the 
heavy, dark green Nordmann fir (Abies 
| nordmanniana), all of which form sym- 
| metrical, almost machine-made looking 
| trees. Where something a bit more pic- 
| turesque is desired there is the blue Atlas 





cedar (Cedrus atlantica glauca), or the green 
variety of the same, the Korean pine 


has been not to harp 
upon familiar things but 
to talk a little bit about those worthy plants 
which deserve a wider use. Of course we 
will use the old favorites, too, but for the 
sake of variety we will use others also. 


About Evergreens 


Zz O YOU know that winter losses in ever- 
~/ greens are most commonly due to what ts 
termed “‘freezing dry’’? 


Drying winds draw the moisture out of the 
leaves, and the roots, being frozen, are unable 
to replace that which is lost. Evergreens die 
more quickly if the roots are “frozen dry” 
than if there is plenty of moisture in the soil. 
In dry autumn seasons it is well to soak the 
soil around the roots thoroughly before the 
last heavy freeze. 


Do you know that evergreens should be 
mulched the year around and that the mulch 
should not be removed in spring? 


Evergreens prefer a cool, moist, though 
not wet soil. This is particularly necessary in 
climates where summers are dry and hot. 
Straw, leaves, lawn clippings and well-rotted 
manure may be used for mulching purposes. 


Do you know what causes evergreens to ap- 
pear grayish in summer? 


The red spider is to blame, and may be 
controlled by spraying the under side of the 
leaves with water. They may also be dusted 
with sulphur. 


Do you know that white scales on pine 
needles are caused by pine-leaf scale? 


It should be controlled by spraying with 
nicotine-sulphate solutions, prepared in ac- 
cordance with manufacturers’ directions. 


Do you know that the average three-times- 
transplanted evergreen is seven years old when 
it comes to you from the nursery? 


That is why evergreens cost more than 
many deciduous trees and shrubs. They are 
slow growing in the early years and difficult 
to establish. They must be carefully handled 
and root-pruned each time they are trans- 
planted in order to encourage a root system 
that will start them off quickly for you. 


Do you know that evergreens should be balled 
and burlapped, if they are to be successfully 
transplanted ? 


If the roots of the evergreen dry out it is 
absolutely fatal. Unlike many deciduous 
trees and shrubs, they cannot be revived by 
soaking in water, as once the resin in the 
roots hardens, the tree is beyond recovery. 
Insist on carefully balled and burlapped 
stock. In transplanting, do not remove the 
burlap. Merely loosen around the top after 
setting the tree in a hole the proper depth. 
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TO EVERY 
WOMAN 


HIS business of keeping things 

clean. Really, is there any other 
phase of housekeeping that takes more 
time and requires more hard work? 


There’s an easier way and a better way 
to perform these household tasks—the 
weekly wash, laundering your own 
dainty things, washing dishes three 
times a day, pots and pans, bathtub, 
refrigerator, cupboards, closets and 
woodwork. This new handbook tells 
the story. It was written to help you. 


Pure, cleansing, mildly antiseptic, de- 
odorizing, always safe—there is perhaps 
no other single product that has so 
many really helpful uses in washing and 
cleaning as 20 MULE TEAM BORAX. 
This new handbook will acquaint you 
with methods known and followed by 
hosts of women—and yet unknown to 
thousands. 


Send for a free copy right now. Learn 
how best to soften hard water; how to 
get 3 to 5 times more suds from any 
soap; how to whiten clothes and launder 
curtains, woolens, linens and all dainty 
fabrics with absolute safety; how to 
prevent that slimy ring around the 
bathtub; and dozens of other helps and 
hints that will lighten your daily tasks. 


Simply request a copy of ‘‘Better Ways 
to Wash and Clean.’” Free for the asking 
and well worth asking for. Address 
Pacific Coast Borax Company, 100 
William St., New York City, Dept. 135. 
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“‘Of course.” Barrett avoided the ex- 
pression of sympathy which he saw she 
preferred not to have thrust upon her. 
“The bank failed, I believe.” 

“‘He paid every penny of the loss him- 
self.” Her head rose a little. “I’ve heard 
him called a fool for doing it, but I’ve 
never been sorry, except on his account. 
Things weren’t too pleasant when we 
moved to Pittland. It isn’t easy fora man 
to begin all over again at forty-eight.” 

“‘He—he isn’t living?” 

She shook her head. ‘‘He died two 
years ago.”” The tone definitely dismissed 
the subject. “‘I should never have thought 
about the robbery, I suppose, if I hadn't 
read that you’”’—she flushed suddenly— 
“*T mean that Engel had been pardoned.” 
Again her hands closed. “Somehow I 
just couldn’t stand it. It’s an open secret 
that pardons aren’t given away in our 
state, Mr. Barrett. I knew my father’s 
money must have paid for that one, and I 
just saw red.” 

“You thought you might have a chance 
to get something back from Engel and 
came to Stillburn to try to find him.” 
Barrett prompted her as she paused. 


HE nodded. ‘I know it must sound 
ridiculous, but I didn’t care. I don’t 
care now. I’d do it again.” 

She moved her arms in a queerly pas- 
sionate gesture, as if they cast off a weary 
weight. 

“I might as well have been in prison 
myself,’’ she said. ‘I’d stood four years 
of it, four years of the same stuffy little 
cell in the bank, the same deadly things to 
do, the same stupid, stodgy, petty people 
ordering me about. I’m glad I ran away 
from it all. I’m glad.” 

Barrett laughed softly. ‘“‘I know how 
you feel. I’ve failed at every job I ever 
had because they all 
gave me that very 


Scapegoat 


(Continued from Page 25) 


Barrett dimly understood 
her. He saw that argument 
would not convince her, and, 
as he contemplated the pros- 
pect of a future in which some 
commonplace person from an a | 
employment agency would 
clatter the keys of the ancient 
Symwood, it became a 
matter of transcendent 
importance that Laura 
Wynne should be in- 
duced to 
stay. He 
had a sud- 
den lucky in- 
spiration. 

“lt Vou 
really want 
to find Dutch 
Engel, you’d 
much better 
stay right 
where you are. You'll never pick up his 
trail at Stillburn; by this time nobody can 
find him. But there’sa first-rate chance of 
his letting me hear from him; he liked me, 
or he’d never have bothered to give me that 
ticket. One of these days he’ll want to find 
out what I’m doing with his chance. And 
there’s something else,”’ he urged, his voice 
rising. 

“Tf adventure’s what you want you’re 
in the right shop for it. There’s mys- 
tery enough right here to keep your 
imagination busy twenty-four hours a day. 
Who’s Mr. A. B. Carter, and why is he so 
interested in Rudolph Engel, and why is he 





same sense of being 
jailed. We’ve both 
made our break for 
liberty, Miss Wynne, Dip a 
and I think we both Heal ids 
feel very much alike | 
about it.” 
He was puzzled 
by her suddenly 
extended hand, al- 
though, mechani- | 
cally, he touched it 
with his own. 
**You’ve been 
very good to me,” 
she said. ‘I’ve en- 
joyed my work 
here — and not just 
because I was stupid 
enough to think I 
was shadowing a 
dangerous criminal 
either. I know 
you're going to suc- 
ceed with this busi- 
ness; anybody can 
see that it’s not work 
for you, but pure 
fun, and I think it’s 
just that feeling that 
makes the difference 
between failures and 
successes.” 


ARRETT stared 
blankly. ‘“You’re 
not going to quit. 





















| 


Sheopened them very wide. ‘‘Ishouldn’t 
wonder if you were right,”’ she said. ‘“’]| 
stay on awhile, anyway, and see what hap- 
pens.”” Miss Wynne had resumed her 
typing and before he had been able to 
turn his own thoughts 
to his work. 

The door opened with 
iit} a certain effect of assur- 
ance; the young man 
who came into the room 
carried himself with an 
unmistakable confidence 
that sat strangely on his 
youth. Even before he 
spoke Barrett seemed to 
know that he was neither 
a salesman nor a pro- 
spective client. 


“T’M FROM the Cou- 

rier,”” he announced 
cheerfully. ‘‘ We under- 
stand that you’re Ru- 
dolph Engel. Care to 
. say anything?” 
Barrett could have laughed aloud at the 
sudden blaze of interest in Laura Wynne’s 
face. The effect of the words upon her 
was, for the moment, considerably more 
important to him than their possible bear- 
ing on his own affairs. 

“T’m afraid there isn’t any story for you. 
I’m not Engel, and as it happens I’m ina 
position to prove that I’mnot. But I'd 
certainly like to know who’s been spread- 
ing the notion.” 

He saw disbelief in the other’s eye and 
handed him the photographs and docu- 
ments which Laura Wynne had placed on 
his blotter. The reporter ran a nimble 
glance over the letter from Warden Fan- 
ning, narrowed his eyes as he compared 
Barrett’s face with the twin photographs 

“Well,” he said 
philosophically, 
“that seems to be 
that.’’ He looked 
thoughtful. ‘‘Some- 
body rang up our 
city desk and tipped 
us off without giving 
any name.”’ 

Barrett explained 
briefly that he had 
left Stillburn on the 
day of Engel’s re- 
lease, that somebody 
had evidently mis- 
taken him for Engel 
and, finding him es- 
tablished in the pro- 
fession for which 
Engel had gained his 
sudden notoriety, 
had jumped at con- 
clusions and acted 
on them. 

“Been to the po- 
lice about it?” 

“Why, no.” The 
idea seemed to strike 
Barrett with the 
force of novelty. 
“That hadn’t even 
occurred to me.”’ 


“T’D GET in touch 

with them if I 
were you. Might 
Save you some 
bother if they have 








Just when every- 
thing’s all straight- 
ened out and ——” 

“I’m going to see it through,”’ she said. 
“I’m going to find that man Engel and 
take my father’s money—or what’s left of 
it—away from him.” 

“Oh, no!’’ Barrett was startled by the 


earnestness of his protest. ‘‘ You mustn’t 


think of it. You haven’t one chance in a 
thousand of finding Engel, and if you did 
find him’’—he had a sudden vivid memory 
of Engel’s face—‘‘you’d be safer with a 
rattlesnake. You couldn’t get a penny 
out of him, even if he’s got any of that 
plunder hidden.”’ 


““ARE YOU ALL RIGHT, ALAN? 


so careful not to let Engel find out anything 
about him? Does it look to you like just 
an ordinary case of soppy sentimental- 
ism, or is there something back of it? 
“‘Why should anybody take all that 
trouble just to keep an ex-convict in a 
town like this? Why, Laura’”—he used 
the name without realizing it at first; when 
he did, he went on, “I’m not going to call 
you Miss Wynne any more, so you’d bet- 
ter make the best of it—why, you’ve gota 
movie thriller right here in the office, if 
you'll just open your eyes and notice it.” 


CAN YOU ——” 


the straight dope in 
advance.” The re- 
porter laid a printed 
card on the desk. 
“I’m Finley. Might let me know if any- 
thing comes up that looks as if it’d interest 
us.” He reflected. ‘‘Looks to me like 
crank stuff, but there might be something 
in it.” 

Barrett agreed willingly and Finley 
went out. Laura Wynne crossed the room 
swiftly to Barrett’s desk. 

“What does that mean?” Her voice 
was hushed but eager. ‘‘ Who could have 
telephoned that paper?”’ 


(Continued on Page 113) 
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WITH TRUE DODGE QUALITY 
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S the significance of Dodge 

Brothers latest achievement 
becomes more widely apparent, 
increased sales of this new Four 
follow: as an inevitable result. 


For Dodge Brothers have pro- 
duced, upon the foundation of 
traditional Dodge quality, the 
most brilliantly performing Four 
America has ever known! 


Mile-a-minute speed—with light- 
ning acceleration . .. One horse- 
power to every 68 pounds of 
weight .. . Longest springbase of 
any car under $1,000 . . . Fashion- 
able bodies, lacquered in smart 
pastels .. . Complete comfort for 
five passengers. 


And the lowest priced sedan ever 
sold by Dodge Brothers! 





DopGe BROTHERS 
NEW FOURS 
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H O M E 


a of families are needlessly 
cramped for sleeping accommodations 
because they do not realize how practically 
and completely the Kroehler Davenport Bed 
provides an “extra bedroom’ at no added cost. 

During the day the Kroehler Davenport 
Bed is a smart and luxurious davenport, richly 
covered—without a suggestion of a concealed 
bed. With one easy movement and in a few 
seconds’ time it opens into a full size, com- 
fortable bed, with bedding and mattress all 
in place. Any time, day or night, it enables 
you to turn your living room—or any other 
room—into a bedroom for two persons. 

This is the modern answer, in hundreds of 
thousands of homes, to a constantly growing 
need for extra or emergency sleeping room. 
What family does not feel such a need now 
when homes are smaller, rooms fewer, and 
rents higher than ever before? 


Hidden Qualities 


Kroehler furniture is as famous for its com- 
fort—deep, downy cushions; soft, yielding 


~KROERLER 
Davenport Bed 


DO NOT ACCEPT 
A SUBSTITUTE.... 





$s B28. oO Vv ‘4£..B 


Cc QO M E F I R_ S§& 





Davenport Bed Suite No. 1912—Coxwell Chair No. 340 


The best answer 
to the extra sleeping room problem 


backs —as for its Hidden Qualities. Each 
piece is built upon a frame of specially 
selected kiln-dried hardwood, strongly braced, 
glued, doweled and corner blocked. Not 
merely soft wood nailed together. 


High-carbon wire of Premier quality is 
used for the heavy, non-sagging seat springs 
which are interlocked with a spring Steel 
understruéture—a construction far stronger 
than the usual webbing. Filling is of sterilized 
flax fiber, best moss and felted cotton. Seat 
cushions are filled with patented, yielding 
coil springs —thickly padded with clean, 
white, felted cotton. The all-steel, folding- 
bed frame is fitted with sagless cable fabric 
and helical springs. This construction guar- 
antees many years of beauty, service, and 
comfort. 


Your Kroehler dealer will show you the 
latest period and overstuffed designs. Also, 
a wide selection of fine quality coverings in 
silk damask, tapestry, mohair, Chase Velmo, 
cut pattern and jacquard velours, linen frieze 
and moguette, leather and Chase Leatherwove. 


LOOK FOR THIS 
KROEHLER LABEL 


Moderate Prices fi 


Because of tremendous pro- 
duétion, economical pur- 
chasing, scientific manufac- 
turing practice, and skilled 
craftsmen, the prices of this 
handsome and long-lasting 
furniture are surprisingly moderate. Your 
dealer will gladly arrange convenient terms 
if you desire. 





Upon request we will gladly send you the 
name of a dealer near you and a free copy of 
our new beautifully illustrated book, ““Enjoy- 
able Living Rooms,” containing many useful 
suggestions for living room arrangement. 
Address 


KROEHLER MFG. CO., Chicago, Illinois 
or Stratford, Canada 


Faéories at: Chicago, Illinois; Naperville, Illinois; 
Kankakee, Illinois; Bradley, Illinois; Dallas, Texas; 
Binghamton, New York; Los Angeles, California; 
San Francisco, California; Cleveland, Ohio. 


Canadian Faéories: Stratford, Ontario 
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(Continued from Page 110) 


Barrett leaned back, his finger tips to- 
gether. “I can suggest three theories,’’ he 
said, giving his tone a burlesque gravity. 
“First, that my friend, Mr. Carter, did it. 
That seems improbable, after all his pre- 
cautions to avoid publicity; but it’s possi- 
ble. Secondly, somebody else may have 
made the same mistake that you and he 
made about me. That’s also improbable, 
but not impossible. Thirdly’’—he hesi- 
tated and robbed the speech of offense by 
grinning before he uttered it—“‘it might 
have been you, mightn’t it?”’ 

“You don’t think ” he saw that the 
suggestion startled her. 

“No,” he said. “Ill throw out Num- 
ber Three. That leaves us just about as 
much in the dark as ever.” 


V 


HE telephone disturbed Barrett’s final 

inspection of the neatly typed pages 
ready for submission to the Hubbards— 
detailed planting lists, orders for a dozen 
nurserymen which, in the present state of 
Barrett’s finances, would have to be con- 
signed to Warren Hubbard himself. | It 
was still early in the afternoon, and his 
appointment to dine at the Hubbard 
house was for seven-thirty, but he was im- 
patient, nevertheless, of the interruption, 
and his voice as he answered the call was 
undiplomatically curt. 

“This is J. B. Dalton, Mr. Barrett. 
I’ve bought an old farmhouse out on the 
Harford Road, and I’d like to have you 
run out there and look it over with me 
right away. Can you do it?” 

Barrett’s impatience vanished—a 
chance at a second contract before he’d 
fairly started on the first! He barely 
managed to keep his voice decently 
steady as he answered. 

“That’s fine. You take the trolley to 
the crossroads—Harford Corners—and 
follow the old road straight uphill for some 
two or three hundred yards. It’s the first 
house on your left. If I’m not there before 
you, go right in; there’s no lock on the 
front door, and you'll find a fire in the sit- 
ting room.” 

Barrett’s first glimpse of the farmhouse 
dispirited him. It stood in ashallow cup, 
shut off from any view of anything except 
the sagging barns and ruined fences that 
surrounded it; its clapboards had lost 
most of the yellow paint that had once 
made them a little uglier than need be; the 
lower windows were still shuttered with 
rough boards, and a walk of flat stones led 
up to a rotted porch and a broken door. 
He looked in vain for any redeeming fea- 
ture; whoever had bought this place, he 
thought, must have a childlike faith in the 
magic power of architects and landscape 
gardeners. 

A raw wind slid downward over the 
melting snows; Barrett moved toward the 
house to escape it. He would wait inside 
till Dalton came, and then tell him frankly 
that he’d better not throw good money 
alter bad by trying to beautify this place. 

The porch floor sagged under his weight. 
He pushed the door inward and stepped 
into a dark hallway; a heavy smell of 
damp plaster hung in the air. He turned 
toward the nearest doorway, shivering in 
the clammy chill. Dalton had said there’d 
be a fire, but 

Something descended on the back of his 
head. He had the illusion of a deafening 
crash, a blinding flash of light that van- 
ished as his knees collapsed and he fell 
forward into blackness. 


“ALAN—Alan!” Barrett opened his 
eyes again at the new voice. He’d 
heard it before, somewhere; there was 
something novel, though, in the way it 
spoke his name, something pleasantly un- 
familiar. Laura Somebody, anice girl he’d 
known long ago and far away—his mind 
cleared suddenly, and he sat up, giddy and 
shaken but quite awake. 
as Laura Wynne was bending over him. 
Are you all right, Alan? Can you ——” 
‘All right.” His voice sounded thick 
and blurry. He pressed his hands against 








ee 


a swimming, throbbing head. “‘Who— 
what happened to me?”’ 

‘Been waiting for you to snap out of it 
and tell us.”” The cheerful man chuckled. 
*‘Somebody tapped you with a blackjack, 
by my guess, but that’s where I stop. 
Didn’t you see who beaned you?” 

Barrett remembered. ‘I didn’t see any- 
body. Something hit me, and the lights 
went out.’ He _ straightened slowly. 
“How did you get here, Laura? What 
made you ——” 

“You'd hardly started when there was 
a special delivery letter for you. I don’t 





know what made me feel as if I simply had 
to open it, but I did.” 

Barrett blinked at the sheet of paper 
she held out to him. The typewritten 
words blurred and wavered drunkenly, 
but he read them: 


Don’t keep any appointment with any- 
body you don’t know, unless you’re in a 
hurry to get yourself killed. Silk hats are 
coming back. 


Barrett stared. ‘Silk hats? What have 
they got to do with oe 

The red-faced man chuckled. ‘Good 
thing he put that in, or the young lady 
might have had to come out here alone,” 
he said. “‘That was what got me inter- 
ested when she showed up at head- 
quarters. Never heard of what they used 
to call a bird named Harry. Dolan?”’ 

“*Silk Hat Harry’!’”’ Barrett struggled 
unsteadily to his feet. “‘The fellow that 
was mixed up with Engel in that bank 
robbery.”” 

““That’s him.’” The beefy man nodded. 
“Let’s get started. I’d feel better to have 
a doctor take a look at that dome of yours, 
and it’s a safe bet that Dolan isn’t coming 
back here. Can you walk all right? The 
car’s right out in front.” 





ARRETT was uneasily conscious that 

his venerable dinner jacket exhaled the 
breathofcamphorontheslightly aggressive 
elegance of the room in which he found 
Mr. and Mrs. Hubbard with the compactly 
lean, bronzed man whom Mrs. Hubbard 
introduced, with the unmistakable man- 
ner of a proprietor, as Cyril Varney. On 
sight Barrett liked him—liked him in spite 
of a stubborn wish that he needn’t, in 
spite of an admiring envy for the man’s 
vivid quality, the impression he gave of a 
vitality at once youthfully eager and in- 
telligently controlled. He was not so tall 
as Barrett, and yet he seemed taller; he 
carried himself with unconscious ease, just 
as he wore the cunningly tailored dinner 
suit that gave him that enviable sugges- 
tion of power without bulk. 

He was puzzled by Varney’s attitude 
toward Mrs. Hubbard. He was obviously 
not the man to be captivated by the lady’s 
autumn charms; it was still less thinkable 
that he could be classified among the 
young men who dance attendance on rich 
matrons for economic reasons—Tommy 
Tuckers dancing for their suppers. And 
yet he deferred to her, throughout the 
dragging meal, with a bold subtlety that, 
Barrett thought, could be neither artless 
nor insincere. 

Covertly Barrett watched his host. 
Warren Hubbard contained his emotions 
admirably, unless he either failed to notice 
Varney’s manner or approved of it. The 
man seemed to captivate him as easily as 
he manifestly charmed his wife. 

With another type of man the conclusion 
would have been self-evident that some 


mercenary motive actuated the pretense 
of attachment, but, for all his prejudice, 
Barrett could not harbor the hypothesis 
that Varney was either a sharper or a 
sycophant. And when his drawings were 
unrolled on the big oaken table—just too 
cleverly a counterfeit of a real antique—he 
quickly discovered that Varney possessed 
imagination, taste and a considerable, if 
cursory, knowledge of landscape design. 

In the main Varney heartily approved 
of his proposals; the changes he suggested 
were without exception instantly to Bar- 
rett’s liking. They had finished with the 
topic, and Barrett was, not without re- 
luctance, meditating on departure, when 
Varney, pushing the plans carelessly aside, 
lifted a shrewdly curious glance to study 
him. 

“I wonder if you’ll resent an imperti- 
nence, Barrett. I’m trying to imagine 
what under the sun inspired a chap like 


. you to bring your talents to a town like 


Binchester. Do you mind telling?”’ 


ARRETT’S reticence had been dissolv- 

ing under the spell of the man’s per- 
sonality. He did not consider the possible 
consequences of frankness. He told of his 
interest in and acquaintance with Dutch 
Engel during the latter’s imprisonment; 
of the unexpected and rather suspicious 
pardon; of Engel’s proposal that Barrett 
take his place in the favor of the benevo- 
lent Mr. Carter; of the circumstances 
which had put him, without intention, into 
the position of a masquerader. 

He was pleasantly conscious of rapt at- 
tention. Mrs. Hubbard visibly hung upon 
the story, leaning forward, her wide mouth 
open in artless interest, interpolating at 
every pause a breathless declaration that 
she had nev-ver heard of such a thing! 
Cyril Varney, his knees crossed, his long, 
thin cigar affording him, manifestly, a 
connoisseur’s content, leaned back, listen- 
ing with half-shut eyes and a faint smile 
of tolerant amusement, but his attention 
did not wander, Barrett felt, and once or 
twice he saw, with a certain narrator’s 
satisfaction, that some point in his story 
had surprised Varney for a moment out of 
his indifference. 

As for Warren Hubbard, his face more 
leadenly bank-presidential than ever, 
Barrett was conscious of a detached and 
disapproving attitude which presently ex- 
pressed itself. ‘‘You mean to say that 
you’ve used these gifts, knowing that they 
weren’t meant for you, to establish your- 
self in your present undertaking?” 

Barrett felt himself flush under the 
august rebuke of tone and eye. ‘Well, 
sir, you see i 

“I’m afraid I do,”’ said Hubbard stiffly. 
“IT seem to see something very close to 
misappropriation of funds, Barrett. You 
had no conceivable right to ——’”’ 

“Oh, don’t ‘president’ the chap, Hub- 
bard.’”’ Varney’s drawl was indolently 
good-humored. ‘It’s after banking hours. 
Of course he used the money. He’s in- 
telligent. Whoever put it up hasn’t any 
kick coming because he’s hired an honest 
man instead of a crook. Go on, Barrett.’ 

“Of course I’ll return the money as soon 
as I find out who this man Carter is,”’ said 
Barrett. “If he’ll let me, I’ll do better 
than that. You see, it isn’t just a ques- 
tion, any more, of being in debt to him for 
a few hundred dollars; since this after- 
noon I think I owe him for my life.” 





E ENJOYED the effect of the speech 

on his three listeners. Mrs. Hubbard 
emitted a delighted little squeak of ex- 
citement; Varney, his quizzical smile van- 
ished, lifted his head with a sharp jerk; even 
Warren Hubbard’s ponderous disapproval 
seemed to yield to a human curiosity. 

“It seems I’ve borrowed an enemy of 
Engel’s along with his unknown friend,” 
Barrett continued. He related the after- 
noon’s events. “If Carter hadn’t written 
that note, or if my secretary hadn’t opened 
it, I suppose I might have frozen to death 
out in that abandoned farmhouse.” 

It appeared that mev-ver in Mrs. Hub- 
bard’s life had she heard of such a thing, 
Her husband, his heavy eyebrows drawn 
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DURKEES 





_S alad ‘ Dressing 


“the most useful mayonnaise” 


TS PIQUANT FLAVOR adds new 
I relish to fish or meat sauces 
and gravies—makes appetizing 
dishes from “left-overs” — deli- 
cious with cold meats just as it 
comes from the bottle. 


Instantly adaptable to hundreds 
of uses, you can have savory 
salads or palatable “pick-up 
meals” ready in a jiffy on busy 
days or in emergencies with this 
most useful mayonnaise. Always 
keep a large size bottle on hand 
— it’s more economical that way. 


There are many helpful sugges- 
tions in the new Durkee Recipe 
Book—send for your copy. Use 
coupon below. 





Tomato Gelatine Salad 


Soak 4 tablespoons gelatine in 14 cup cold water 
for five minutes. Meanwhile, to 1 can tomato 
soup, add 2 cups boiling water, 2 tablespoons 
sugar, 4 cup vinegar, and the juice of 4 onion. 
Strain and add the dissolved gelatine. Pour into 
moistened molds and set in ice-box to jell. Turn 
out on bed of shredded lettuce and serve with 
Durkee’s Salad Dressing. 





Eggs Durkee 


Prepare 6 slices toast, covering each with 1 slice 
of tongue. On the tongue spread finely chopped, 
cooked spinach (about 2 pounds spinach will 
make enough). Make a sauce by melting 1 table- 
spoon butter and adding 2 tablespoons flour. 
Gradually add % cup sour cream and 4% oop 
Durkee’s Salad Dressing, stirring constantly. Coo 
five minutes and add paprika to taste. Poach6 eggs, 
place individually on the toast and serve with 
the sauce. 





ACCEPT THIS TRIAL OFFER 
E. R. DURKEE & CO., Dept. J. 
Elmhurst, L. I., New York 


For the enclosed 10 cents send me your unique 
new Calendar Recipe Book (full of helpful 
information) and trial bottle of Durkee’s 
Salad Dressing. 


Name a | ees 


Address a 
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(hristmas ayuggestion 


Gift Baskets filled with 


Delicious Homemade 


JAMS AND JELLIES 


HAT so truly expresses the 
real spirit of Christmas as a 
gift actually made by the 
giver? Why not give jams 
and jellies this Christmas? 











It isn’t too late. 
Certo, the natural jellying 
substance of the fruit itself, 


With 


you can make jams and jellies as easily and quickly B 
: . 4 . . A 
in November and December as in June. Even if you 


have never made jams or jellies before, with Certo 
you can be assured of perfect results every time. 
“But,” you say, “what kinds of jams and jellies can 
I possibly make in the winter?” Let us suggest a few: 

In fifteen minutes, with a pint bottle of grape juice, 
three cups of sugar and a half bottle of Certo you can 
make 6 glasses of most delicious grape jelly. 


A can of crushed pineapple, three and one-half cups of 


sugar and a half bottle of Certo make 6 glasses of jam 


that your friends will marvel at. 


Dried fruits—apricots, figs, prunes—with Certo make 
the most marvelous jams. And cranberries—what delicious 
jams, jellies, marmalades and various cranberry combina- 
tions you can make from them with Certo—and how good 
they taste when the fresh berries are not available. 

Orange jelly, green pepper jam, mint jelly—you will 
find the recipes for these, too, in the booklet which is 
underneath the label of every Certo bottle. 


Order Certo from your grocer today, and make up some 
of these delightful jams and jellies for your own use and 


for gift baskets. 


De Se forjelly glasses 


—also illustrated booklet, “‘How to make 
jams, jellies and marmalades— How to serve 
them.” If you want trial half bottle of Certo, 
send 10c (stamps or coin). 





Miss Alice Bradley, Principal, Miss Farmer’s School 
of Cookery, Cooking Editor, Woman’s Home Com- 
panion, says: “I strongly advise all housewives to 
make all their jams and jellies with Certo because:— 
It’s easier—Takes only one minute’s boiling. Tastes 
better—No flavor boiled away. Better color—Not dark- 
ened by long boiling. No worry—Never fails to set. 
It’s economical—Fifty per cent more from given amount 
of fruit and no waste from failures.” 


















CeERTO CorporaTIion, 84 Granite Bldg., Rochester, N. Y. 
(In Canada address: Cobourg, Ont.) 


Kindly send me free jelly glass labels, and illustrated 
booklet on jam and jelly making. 


eee ee eee eee eee eee ee ee 


Sertrrr re eee eee eee eee eee 


oO Check here and send roc if you want trial half bottle 
of Certo. 








together, seemed profoundly submerged in 
weighty meditation. Cyril Varney, erect 
and keenly interested at last, showed his 
even teeth in a pleased grin. 

““Can’t you see how the jolly old tale 
just curdles up with mystery and suspense 
and the hint of poetic justice, if your 
dear old pal Carter is some desperately 
wily villain who wants to use the safe- 
robbing josser for a cat’s-paw and, because 
you and the perfectly fortuitous female 
stumble into the machinery simply drags 
down retribution on his guilty old bean?’”’ 

Barrett meditated. ‘It might be like 
that,” he said slowly. A sudden thought 
startled him; he slapped his thigh. “By 
gracious! Why couldn’t it have been Car- 
ter who managed Engel’s pardon? Some- 
body must have paid for that, if there’s 
any truth at all in the talk about that 
fellow Little. I took it for granted that 
it must have been some pal of Engel’s, 
most probably that elusive fellow they call 
Silk Hat Harry Dolan. If it was Dolan 
who tried to smash my skull this after- 
noon, it doesn’t look as if he’d have in- 
vested very much in that pardon, does it? 
And Carter, on the face of things, tried to 
prevent the supposed Engel from falling 
into the trap. It certainly looks a 

“It looks a whole lot like a double- 
cross,” said Varney, chuckling again. 
“Going my way, Barrett?’’ He came 
lazily to his feet. ‘‘Glad to drop you any- 
where, if you’re ready to tear yourself 
away.” Asthey parted at Mrs. Garvey’s, 
Varney suddenly said: ‘“‘Enjoyed know- 
ing you, old top. Mind if I drop in one of 
these days at your shop and watch the 
merry old wheels go round?”’ 

Barrett was unreasonably pleased. He 
made his invitation cordial, and carried 
up to bed the agreeable conviction that he 
had found a congenial and valuable friend. 

VI 

FORTNIGHT later, as Barrett sat 

with an elbow on his desk, watching 
the lighted windows of the opposite build- 
ings grow brighter against the darkening 
background of the falling dusk, Laura 
Wynne looked up from her typewriting, a 
hint of amiably impatient amusement in 
her look. ‘You surely don’t expect an- 
other letter from Mr. Carter, after these 
two weeks. If you’d just make Mr. Hub- 
bard pay, you wouldn’t need to worry. 
He owes us at least three hundred dollars 
for what we’ve done, and ——” 

“And we can’t collect a cent of it unless 
he uses the plans,”’ said Barrett wearily. 
It was already an old debate. ‘“‘I ought 
to have stipulated that he was to pay for 
the drawings, if he turned down the 
scheme, but I didn’t, and that’s that.” 

“‘He’d understand, if you’d just explain 
things. He’d certainly advance some- 
thing, anyway, if you’d ——”’ 

He stiffened at the sound of the turning 
latch. But it was no heartening messenger 
with a special-delivery letter who came in; 
Barrett’s brief flash of hope subsided 
drearily at the sight of Halloway’s broad, 
red face. The plain-clothes man nodded 
to Laura Wynne and clumped across to 
Barrett’s desk, his look expressing the 
question with which Barrett had learned 
to associate it. ‘‘ Anything new?”’ 

Barrett shook his head. ‘‘ Not a thing. 
How about you?”’ 

“‘Just where I started. I dope it out 
that that’s where we'll finish. Whoever 
the birds were that took all that trouble 
to get Dutch Engel here, they’re wise. 
My guess is that they’ve both hopped out 
to pick up the right trail. I figure we’re 
done with ’em.,” 





“TF THAT’S so, there might be a chance 

to spot them,” said Barrett. “ Bin- 
chester’s not so big that it isn’t possible to 
check up on the people that have pulled 
up stakes in the last few days.” 

“Been doing just that.”” Halloway 
grinned approvingly. ‘‘ Drawn blanks, so 
far, but I’m keeping it up. Let me know 
if anything breaks; I’ll drop in now and 
then anyhow. It’s along shot for me, but 
there’s enough money up on Harry Dolan 
to make it worth a play.” 


He turned toward the door just as it 
opened to admit the brisk entrance of a 
postal messenger. Barrett sprang up with 
an excitedlaugh. “I knew it. I had q 
hunch this was my lucky day.” 

His hand shook as he scrawled his name 
in the boy’s book. The bulky envelope 
with its blue stamp had a promising feel of 
thickness. He tore it open. Halloway 
took the envelope from the floor as Barrett 
snatched at the little fold of yellow bills, 

“A hundred and fifty, Laura. There 
now, what did I tell you?” 


i HAT’S he got to say this time?” 

Halloway squinted at the type- 
written address. Barrett read the note 
aloud. 


“Regret unavoidable delay. Won't hap- 
pen again.” 


He laughed comfortably at the mani- 
fest conflict of emotions in the girl’s face. 
She was glad, of course, that the financial 
crisis had been passed, but it was wholly 
clear that her relief was tempered by a 
certain natural distaste for being proved 
in the wrong. 

Halloway studied the letter, compared 
it with the envelope, nodded slowly. “‘ He’s 
got another machine, I see. This isn’t the 
same type face he used in the other let- 
ters; that was a Tolliver, and this was 
done on a Symwood, I’d say. Doesn't 
signify much; both common makes.”’ 

Barrett was glad when he lumbered 
out, after a few minutes of discussion that 
led nowhere. The door had scarcely closed 
before Barrett gave his emotions the re- 
lief of a clumsy dance step. 

“We're going to celebrate, Laura. 
Come on, put on your little round hat, and 
we'll make a perfectly Parisian night of 
it—the automat for dinner and the movies 
afterward.”’ 

She shook her head. ‘I can’t, thanks. 
And besides, I don’t feel as awfully ex- 
cited about it as you do. We're all right 
for another week or two, but — It’s 
all the more important to make Mr. Hub- 
bard pay you.” 

Barrett could not shake her in her re- 
fusal to join him in the bacchanalian revels 
of the automat and movie. They went out 
together and were parting, as usual, in 
the lobby of the ground floor, when Cyril 
Varney sauntered indolently up to them. 

He had dropped in half a dozen times 
during the fortnight since his first meet- 
ing with Barrett, usually toward the clos- 
ing hour, with a lazily amiable offer to run 
Barrett home in his car. There was noth- 
ing unusual in his appearance, therefore, 
and Barrett greeted him with rather more 
than his wonted warmth. 

“Just in time to help me celebrate, Var- 
ney,” he said. ‘‘Miss Wynne won’t, and 
you'll have to.” 


* HAT’S the pretext for wassail and 

carouse?’’ Varney’s smile slipped 
past Barrett to the girl. ‘‘ And why won't 
Miss Wynne join in the dance? What's 
happened? You look as if they’d found 
the jolly old missing will at last.” 

“Something just as good,” laughed 
Barrett. ‘‘Carter’s bobbed up again, with 
three weeks’ back pay all ina lump. One 
more week and ——.”’ he spread his hands 
significantly. 

Varney lifted his brows. ‘‘ You mean 
you’ve been hard up? Why didn’t you 
mention it? I’d have been glad to ———” 

“Thanks.” Barrett was unreasonably 
pleased. ‘‘Maybe I’ll have to take you up 
on that, if we’re up against it again; but 
I guess we’re all right now, with godfather 
Carter back on his job. Of course, if Mr. 
Hubbard decides to go on with my plant- 
ing scheme, there’ll be quite a bit coming 
from him too.” -_ 

“And you’re going to see him tonight, 
remember,” said Laura Wynne. She gave 
them each a little double nod and turned 
away. 

Varney’s glance followed her approv- 
ingly. ‘‘Nice girl,’ he said. ‘‘Takes an 
interest, too, eh?” 


(Continued on Page 116) 
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OW many young girls, unknowingly, are letting their 
feet spoil their chances for popularity and happiness. 


Don’t let yourself be cheated out of good times as this 
Ohio girl did. Use her remedy, before it is too late. 


” 


“| wonder,” she writes, “‘if you people who make Arch 
Preserver Shoes realize there must be thousands and 
thousands of girls who need your wonderful shoes as much 
as the older women you talk about. 


“‘Take my case: I expected that last year would be the 
happiest of my life. It turned out to be the dreariest. All 
because I didn’t realize that my trouble was something | 
could conquer easily. I was perfectly miserable because I 
really believed I was different inside from all the girls I 
envied. 


“Tt was this way. I was going away to school, the same 
school my older cousins had gone to. I was sure I should be 
invited into their sorority. I knew they had recommended 
me. I was confident that I should have good times to make 
up for my last year at high school, which had been kind of 
flat. 


“A few girls called on me. But nothing further happened. 
I didn’t go out for sports. I just couldn’t. I was too tired 
all the time. Even in classes I couldn’t attract any atten- 
tion. It took all my energy just to keep afloat in my studies. 
My party clothes hung unused in my closet. All I ever got 
a chance to wear were the sweaters and skirts everybody 
wore to class. 


“At last I had to recognize the truth. I wasn’t being 
‘rushed.’ Still I hoped, until I overheard two sorority girls 
talking about me: ‘Jane and Mary wrote us again about 
their cousin Helen. We ought to give 
her a bid to C—G—just for their sake.’ 


“The answer nearly killed me—‘We 
just can’t. She’s pretty, but she hasn’t 
got a bit of pep or personality. She’d be 
a dead weight at every party. Why, not 
a single man has spoken to her since she 
came to school. And did you ever notice 
the way she drags her feet ?... she walks 
as if she were sixty.’ 

“T left school. I couldn’t stand it. I 


told my family I was homesick. The real 
truth was that I wasn’t popular. 
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“T kept thinking about what those girls said about my 
feet. It was true. My feet did hurt most of the time. But I 
wouldn’t wear the ‘old lady’ shoes I thought were necessary 
for correction. 


“One day I was enlightened. It was at one of mother’s 
bridge parties. Everybody was exclaiming over Mrs. T’s 
new parchment kid slippers. They were so smart and good- 
looking, and especially surprising because she had been 
wearing awkward ‘common sense’ shoes for years. Yet she 
said these lovely shoes gave her more foot support and 
freedom than she ever had known. 






















1927 
The Selby 
Shoe Co. 


“T asked her more about them. She told me they were 
Arch Preserver Shoes, and that they came in such stunning 
styles that she wanted to buy half a dozen pairs. She ex- 
plained about the patented, built-in concealed arch bridge 
and the metatarsal support to prevent foot strain, and the 
way the shoe was modeled to prevent pinching the foot 
nerves and muscles. She said that derangement of these 
sensitive parts was one of the greatest causes of foot aches, 
leg pains, nervous fatigue and lassitude. 


“T didn’t say a word, but I went right downtown and 
was fitted with two pairs—a mannish looking one for 
walking and a high-heeled pair for dress that looks as if it 
just came off the boat from Paris. I could feel the difference 
at once. I had a new feeling of buoyancy. What a relief to 
get rid of the strain on my feet! 


“T took up dancing again. I learned the new steps from a 
private teacher, and was all ready for the holiday round of 
festivities. The first dance was at cousin Jane’s. 


“T was so happy in my new freedom that I must have 
sparkled. At least, I found the men were cutting in on my 
dances more than on any other girl there. I discovered that 
one tall, good-looking college man was more persistent than 
anyone else. Soon he refused to give me up to anybody. 
He said he spotted me the minute he entered the ballroom, 
because I was the peppiest girl at the party. 


“That was the beginning. I could go back to school next 
year and get my sorority bid, I know. But I shall be happier 
getting my trousseau ready—and you may be sure that 
every pair of shoes in it will be trade-marked ARCH 
PRESERVER.” 


There is only one Arch Preserver 
Shoe. Its principles of construction are 
fully protected by patents. No shoe is 
an Arch Preserver Shoe unless stamped 
with the Trade-Mark. Sold by leading 
dealers. 


Made for women, misses and children 
by only The Selby Shoe Co., Portsmouth, 
Ohio. For men and boys by only E. T. 
Wright & Co., Inc., Rockland, Mass. 


Send the coupon now for free book- 
let, ‘‘A New World of Foot Youth,” 
telling all about this wonderful shoe. 














The Portia 
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Look for trade-mark on sole and lining. 
None genuine without it. It is your guar- 
antee. Sold by 2000 dealers. Styles for all 





occasions. All sizes. All widths. AAAA 





to 








Made for women, misses and children by 
only The Selby Shoe Co., Portsmouth, 
Ohio, Made for men and boys by only 
E. T. Wright & Company, Inc., Rock- 
land, Mass. 








“KEEPS THE FOOT WELL” 





The Musette The Druscilla 


THE 


ARCH PRESERVER — 


SHOE 


Supports where support is needed—bends where the foot bends 


The Suzanne 


a i. ei. ei: en en in oe: in af 
THE SELBY SHOE CO. 
594 7th St., Portsmouth, O. 


Send, postpaid, booklet No. L-94, ‘A New World 
of Foot Youth,”’ and name of dealer. 
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‘The'Tiny Arcadians know what- 
toys children like best 




















Every child should 
read this fine story 
about the Tiny 
Arcadians, with 
pictures in colors. 
Send name, address 
and 4 cents to cover 
mailing. 
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Hear the fires roar! And see the yellow 
sparks fly! 


The Tiny Arcadians laugh and sing as 


they work, day after day. For the toys they 
make will bring real fun to thousands of 
girls and boys. 


Soon the white-hot metal will be made 


into the famous metal Arcade Toys. 


There’s the Arcade Bathroom set — with 


its miniature Crane fixtures, and the Arcade 
Kitchen Set, all in shining white—with 
Roper gas stove or Hotpoint electric range, 
Gurney or Leonard refrigerator, Boone cab- 
inet and table, Crane sink, and Curtis 
breakfast nook. And then there’s the Ar- 
cade fleet of automobiles, farm machinery, 
coaches, and trucks; each an exact minia- 
ture of the real thing; all of sturdy metal— 
with rubber tires if you want them. There 
are McCormick-Deering Threshers, Trac- 
tors, Plows, International Trucks, Yellow 
Cabs and Coaches, Buicks and Chevrolets, 
A.C.F. Coaches, Mack Trucks, Fords and 


Fordsons. 


Thousands of mothers approve Arcade 


Toys, because they stimulate imagination, 
and keep youngsters busy for hours in 
wholesome play. 


LE) 


You'll find Arcade Toys in all good de- 
partment stores and toy shops; or write 
to us—we'll tell you where to find them. 


ARCADE TOYS 


“They look real” 


ARCADE MANUFACTURING CO. 
1213 Shawnee St. 


Freeport, Illinois 


© 1927, A. M. Co. 
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(Continued from Page 114) 


Barrett chuckled. ‘‘ You bet she does. 
Gives me orders as if she owned the busi- 
ness. Told me just now that if I didn’t 
have a show-down with Hubbard tonight, 
she was going to tackle him herself in the 
morning.” 

“Good for her!” Varney spoke care- 
lessly as they moved toward the door. 
“Going to let her do it?”’ 

“Hardly. I'll go up to see Hubbard 
after dinner, I guess. Come along, will 
you?” 

Varney shook his head. ‘No, thanks. 
I’m a bit fed up with Lucille for the mo- 
ment. If I had to hear her pull that line 
of hers about nev-ver in all her life, I’d 
burst into tears.” 

Barrett ate his dinner in a meditative 
mood. It wasn’t improbable, he thought, 
that he owed his difficulty with Warren 
Hubbard to Varney’s rather cruel notion 
of fun. A jealous man wasn’t ever wholly 
rational, he told himself. 

He set out for the Hubbard house with 
the theory uppermost in his mind. Hub- 
bard’s aspect and manner, as he received 
his visitor in the gloomy library, vaguely 
confirmed his guess. There was some per- 
sonal antipathy behind the cool reserve of 
the banker’s face and voice. 


““T CAN understand your reason for try- 

ing to stampede me into a decision,” 
he said. ‘‘ But your private circumstances, 
you must realize, have nothing to do with 
my attitude toward these designs of yours. 
You may need my order to keep you from 
bankruptcy, but ——-”’ 

“T don’t, as a matter of fact,’’ Barrett 
put in, nettled at the condescension of the 
tone. “I can keep afloat indefinitely, 
whether you accept my plans or not. I’m 
here simply because I want the thing set- 
tled one way or the other. We’re losing 
valuable time. Presently it’ll be too late 
to get the work done properly this sea- 
son.” 

““That’s my risk,” said Hubbard. He 
reflected, his pudgy finger tips together 
in front of the bulge of his shirt front. 
“You say that you can finance your busi- 
ness regardless of this order from me? 
How? I understood that you depended 
altogether on ——”’ 

“Not altogether,” said Barrett shortly. 
“But I’m still getting those payments, if 
that’s what you mean. Another one 
reached me just this afternoon.” 

Hubbard’s heavy eyebrows rose. “‘ You 
mean to say that this man—I forget the 
name he uses ——”’ 

“Carter. Yes; he’s still backing me.” 


ARRETT saw disbelief in the heavy 
gaze. Hubbard thought he was lying, 
putting up a bluff of unconcern. A simple 
way of disposing of the doubt without 
seeming to recognize it occurred to him. 
He pulled out what was left of Carter’s 
latest remittance. 
“T realize that as a banker you can’t 
approve of my accepting this help without 


at least making an effort to find out who 


this man Carter is and explaining matters 
to him. It strikes me that you might be 
able to help me do just that. Isn’t there 
some way of tracing bills by their num- 
bers?” 

Hubbard shook his head slowly, but he 
leaned forward, nevertheless, to examine 
the bank notes that Barrett had spread 
before him on the table. ‘It’s hardly pos- 
sible except with new notes, and only then 
if the denominations are large enough to 
lead the teller who gives them out to re- 
member the circumstances. None of 
these bills are either new or large.” 

“That ten’s almost new,” said Barrett. 
*“Wouldn’t it be worth while to take the 
number and find out what bank issued it 
originally? There might be some clew.”” 

“T’ll try it,” said Hubbard. He set 
down the numbers in a small memoran- 
dum book as Barrett read them off. 
**B3331492—I’ll see what can be done.” 
His tone changed. ‘About the planting 
scheme, I’ll let you know later. I’m not at 
all satisfied to intrust such an important 


matter to a man who has had so little ex- 
perience, but ——’’ 

The telephone interrupted him. He 
took up the receiver, frowning. Barrett 
saw his expression change; he could hear 
the voice at the other end of the wire, al- 
though the words were indistinguishable. 

“That’s absurd!’’ Hubbard spoke with 
some heat. ‘‘Unless you did it yourself, 
there’s an outsider ——’” he stopped as the 
diaphragm of the receiver rattled with the 
emphasis of the other voice. ‘‘I won't 
discuss it over the wire,” he put in again. 
*‘Come and see me.”” There was another 
pause. 

Again Barrett saw the banker’s face 
change curiously. “Very well.”’ The re- 
ceiver clicked on its hook. 


UBBARD’S eyes swung back to Bar- 
rett. “As I was saying, I’m not alto- 
gether persuaded that you are qualified for 
the work, Barrett, but Mrs. Hubbard is so 
delighted with your plans, and Varney, in 
whose opinion in such matters we both 
place a great deal of confidence, is so out- 
spoken in his approval, that I’ve about de- 
cided to take the risk. And I shall make 
one condition. I’ve already told you that 
I can’t approve of your transactions with 
this man Carter. You have certainly ex- 
posed yourself to a charge of fraud by ac- 
cepting and using money advanced to you 
in the belief that you are another person. 
In my position I can’t afford to be con- 
nected, however slightly, with a man who 
lays himself open to such a charge. Until 
it proves possible to find out who Carter 
is, you can’t of course return his money. 
But you can protect yourself in advance 
against any action he might bring against 
you. You will deposit with me, as your 
banker, all the money you have so far re- 
ceived from him and any further payments 
that you may receive in the future. You 
will sign a statement to the effect that 
we are to hold these sums pending the dis- 
covery of their rightful owner.” 
“But I’ve spent that money, all but this 
last remittance,” Barrett interrupted. “I 
can’t i 





“TY WAS about to say that if you are to 

direct the work at my new house, I 
prefer to finance you myself. I will write 
you a check to cover the total of Carter’s 
advances, plus a reasonable sum for your 
current expenses. You will sign a note for 
this amount, to be repaid at your future 
convenience.” 

Still too dazed for coherent thought, 
Alan Barrett found himself presently 
stumbling down the august brownstone 
steps, with Hubbard’s check glowing in his 
pocket as if some magic quality of radio- 
activity had touched it. Impulse guided 
him, almost without intention, to the 
stodgily respectable house where Laura 
Wynne had her lodging. “Miss Wynne 
ain’t home,” the landlady told him, her 
voice manifestly tempering evil tidings. 
“She went out right after supper.” 

Barrett was unreasonably disappointed, 
even more unreasonably displeased. ‘‘ Did 
she say when she’d be back?” 

The landlady shook her head regret- 
fully. ‘‘No, she didn’t; but I don’t be- 
lieve it’d be wuth your while to wait. She 
don’t gen’ly get in till right late when she 
goes out with Mr. Varney.” 

Back at his own boarding place Mrs. 
Garvey intercepted him as he would have 
passed the doorway of the sitting room. 
‘“There’s a—there’s somebody to see you, 
Mr. Barrett. He’s been waiting since right 
after you went out.” 

Barrett turned an impatiently curious 
glance toward the room. His eyes widened 
to an unbelieving stare at the man who 
rose and came toward him. The tight, 
thin-lipped mouth that twisted to its 
mirthless smile as the opaque, watchful 
eyes met Alan Barrett’s. 

Rudolph Engel had evidently repented 
of his generosity. He looked, to Barrett’s 
startled eyes, exceedingly like a man who 
knew exactly what he wanted and was 
wholly sure of his ability to get it. 


(Continued in the January Home Journal) 
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Unquestioned 


WHENEVER you buy some medicinal product in 

a.cordance with your physician’s recommenda- 

tion to be administered to someone you love, 
u are expressing your trust in the “Priceless 

-sredient’”’—the honor and integrity of the 
ker of the product. 


For you cannot test out a medical product— 
4 must take it on faith. And so its purity must 

unquestioned; its efficacy must be unques- 
t ned; its reliability must be unquestioned. 


One line of products has earned for itself 
a reputation. for absolute trustworthiness— 
Svuibb’s. For E. R. Squibb & Sons have always 
been guided in their work by the determination 
that every product they offer to the public shall 
be prepared according to rigid professional 
requirements regardless of the cost of production. 
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For almost three-quarters of a century, Squibb 
Products have unfailingly served the medical 
profession and all users of medicinal products. 

As a result, everyone knows that Squibb 
Products are the purest that can be bought. 
In hospitals, in pharmacies, in homes, the name 
Squibb meets with unqualified confidence. 


You will want to try these Squibb Products: 


Squibb’s Cod-Liver Oil Squibb’s Castor Oil 

Squibb’s Dental Cream Squibb’s Milk of Magnesia 

Squibb’s Shaving Cream Squibb’s Epsom Salt 

Squibb’s Cold Cream Squibb’s Liquid Petrolatum 
(Mineral Oil) 


Squibb’s Bicarbonate of Soda 


b. 


To help you in selecting which items you 
should have in the home in order to be prepared 
for emergencies, we have prepared a booklet, 
"What Your Medicine Cabinet Should Contain.” 
We will gladly send it free on receipt of the 
coupon. 





E. R. Squibb & Sons J-12 
P. O. Box 1025, New York City 

Please send me one copy of your free booklet, “ What 

Your Medicine Cabinet Should Contain.” 


Name 





Address 

















SQUIBB & SONS 


MANUFACTURING CHEMISTS TO THE MEDICAL PROFESSION SINCE 1858 


The “Priceless Ingredient’ of Every Product is the Honor and 


Integrity of Its Maker 
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Chustmas Ev 
d Dreams hat Y ONE Jae 
ave and STAY 


HE dreams that are dreamed for many nights-before- 





TUE, 


Christmas are dreams of perfumes ... and pearls ... 
and silverware. Especially silverware!—for here is a dream 
that stays true ...a dream guaranteed for twenty-five years 
...(while pearls give way to diamonds, in fashion, and per- 
fumes fade ...!) In lovely TUDOR PLATE you can find in 
One visit, to one shop, the perfect answer to seventy-nine 
different Christmas ‘ask-me-anothers’. . . ! 

Perhaps a slim pierced server—at $2.75... Or a berry- 
spoon, round-faced as a daisy, for $2.00... Ora set of tea- 
spoons ... Or, for the very-much-younger generation, one of 
the TUDOR PLATE enchanting baby-sets of chubby fork 
and spoon ... All at your favorite silverware dealet’s ... 


. Ask him the answers to your pre-Christmas problems! 
Angel: I’ve DREAMED of silver 


like this!” 
“Darling! 1'vE dreamed of ONEIDA COMMUNITY, Lrp. 
making you feel as happy , 

as you lev.’ 


TUDOR 
PLATE 


Made by the Makers 
& of % 
COMMUNITY 

PLATE 


This very ‘chic’-and-shining service 
is for four—forks, knives, and spoons 
and four serving-pieces, in a gay box, 
suitable for Christmas . .. at $9.75 
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said. Such was the Christi- 
anity which reigned for cen- 
turies in Syria and Palestine. 
As many as were minded prac- 
ticed this ideal life of the as- 
cetic and all the rest adored 
them, made pilgrimages to see them and 
prayed before the sites of their immolation. 

The most famous of them all in Pales- 
tine proper were Jerome and Paula. They 
came from Rome and they lived in Bethle- 
hem. In 385, Jerome, having failed to se- 
cure the papacy, retired to the monastic 
life and for thirty-four years made the 
town of our Lord’s nativity the scene of his 
ruthless austerity and energetic toil. For, 
ascetic though he was, he was a scholar, 
too, and his literary labors, from writing 
the praise of asceticism to translating the 
Scriptures into Latin, were immense and 
varied. Paula was a wealthy Roman ma- 
tron who, stirred by Jerome’s example and 
teaching, left her family and, coming to 
Bethlehem, lived the ascetic life and used 
her wealth to build monasteries there. An 
impressive picture of her farewell to her 
broken-hearted and protesting children 
has been preserved for us: “She raised 
dry eyes to heaven, and overcame her love 
of her children by her love of God. She 
knew herself no longer a mother.” 

If one would reconstruct in imagination 
a vivid picture of that ancient day when 
countless thousands—monks, nuns, an- 
chorites and hermits—peopled these cliffs 
and barren wilderness stretches of Pales- 
tine and made the world ring with tales of 
their austerities, one would do best to 
visit Mar Saba. 

It lies between eight and nine miles from 
Jerusalem in the wilderness and can best 
be reached by donkey. We rode out one 
lovely April morning by way of the Kidron 
valley into a land utterly baked and 
sterile. 

True to the intention of its founders, 
this famous monastery, with its rambling 
buildings plastered against the sheer wall 
of a precipitous cliff, stands in the midst 
of a dreary, arid waste. Nearly six hun- 
dred feet below runs the so-called Wady 
of Fire—a blazing trench leading down 
seven miles to the Dead Sea. 

Here Saint Euthymius gathered a set- 
tiement of monks and called his favorite 
pupil, Sabbas, to join him in the wilder- 
ness. Sabbas organized a monastery and 
his sanctity, as famous as it was austere, 
together with his reputation as a lusty de- 
fender of orthodoxy against contemporary 
heretics, established it in the veneration of 
the people. Thousands of monks are said 
to have been here. 

These dens and caverns, with which the 
cliffs of the wady still are riddled, were 
peopled with them when the allies of Chos- 
roes II, the Persian, in 614 A.D., swept in 
on their furious raid. Here, still, in this 
woebegone and desiccated place, thirty-five 
monks of the Greek Church prolong the 
old idea of a ‘“‘holy”’ life. 


Misfits in the Outer World 


HEY are an ill-omened group. Misfits 

in the outer world, they have retreated 
here to live decadent lives. The long- 
haired, long-bearded, frowzy priest who 
opened the door turned out to be a natu- 
ralized citizen of the United States who for 
ten years had been a fireman in New York 
and Chicago hotels. That strenuous occu- 
pation proving too absorbing to admit of 
fasting and prayer, so he said, he had for 
his soul’s sake retired to this place where 
he need attend to nothing else. The rest of 
the priests are from Greece proper and the 
islands of its archipelago, but I found one 
who had kept a fruit store for three years 
in Salem, Massachusetts. 

Here in this ancient monastery these 
left-overs of a bygone age guard their 
relics—the grotto and grave of Saint 
Sabbas, whose body long ago was taken 
to Venice; the tomb of Saint John of Da- 
mascus, whose body has been transported 
to Moscow; the skulls of martyrs slain by 
Chosroes, with three laid out to kiss, and 
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hymn which still is in our hymn books 
came from this monastery: 


Art thou weary, art thou languid? 
Art thou sore distressed? 


Having been there, I have no desire to 
sing it again. 

When one considers the amazing strides 
with which, when once it started, Islam 
stalked across Western Asia and Northern 
Africa, defeating a decrepit Christianity 
with ease, one must recall that not in mili- 
tary strength alone but in moral virility 
Islam was the superior. It was not Christ 
that Islam crushed but a Christianity 
which had become an organized denial 
of Christ. Multitudes of monks lived 
throughout the land, daring in only one 
channel to let their balked emotions flow. 
They hated heretics. That passion they 
could freely indulge and they gavelooserein 
to it. They acted, as another put it, “‘only 
according to the dictates of their rage.” 


Poignant Shame 


NE does not mean that no grace and 

beauty ever grew, like water flowers 
from the mud, out of this morass of dog- 
matic monkishness. We read of one monk 
who kept a hospital and called his patients 
his jewels. This spirit of human service, 
however, which characterized wide areas 
of Western monasticism was exceptional 
then, as it is today, in the indigenous 
Christianity of Palestine. One who walks 
here must feel with poignant shame that 
Christ indeed is glorious, but that Chris- 
tianity is sick unto death. Never was a 
religion’s founder more misrepresented 
than Jesus has been in his home country. 


The second impressive exhibition of it- 
self which Christianity gave in the Holy 
Land was militarism. That began early. 
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Constantine the Great became the first 
Christian emperor because when he was 
hard pressed in war a vision of the Cross 
in heaven promised him military victory. 
Through his influence the Cross and the 
sword were joined in Christendom. An 
unpromising beginning in the East, there- 
fore, Constantine gave Christianity when 
he made it the imperial religion. An un- 
governed, barbarous Serbian, his life was 
a succession of battlefields from York in 
England to the shores of the Black Sea. 
To the day of his death he was really a 
pagan in religion. As for his personal 
character, it may suffice to note that he 
murdered his wife and his son, and a con- 
siderable number of more remote and 
insignificant relatives. The story of Chris- 
tianity in the Near East is in no small 
measure a lamentable continuance of this 
unholy start. 

The supreme example of Christian mili- 
tarism in the Holy Land is, of course, the 
crusades. One runs on the memorials of 
them all over Palestine. In view of their 
meaning to this land and the disastrous 
consequences which they wrought it is not 
easy to write of them with cool reserve. 
Individual men went into them from high 
motives. Sincere piety marked the 
knightly vow ‘‘to avenge the shame done 
to Jesus Christ, and to reconquer Jerusa- 
lem, if so be that God will suffer it.” 


High-minded men went out 
from their homes with poign- 
ant self-sacrifice, as did Join- 
ville, who wrote: ‘‘Never while 
I went to Blécourt and St.- 
Urbain would I turn my eyes 
toward Joinville for fear my heart should 
melt within me at thought of the fair castle 
I was leaving behind, and my two chil- 
dren.”” They exhibited also such fortitude 
in their sufferings and courage in their at- 
tacks that the story of the exploits which, 
with a handful of knights, they wrought 
against myriads is oneof the mostastound- 
ing chapters in the military annals of the 
world. 

In the end, however, the crusades de- 
generated into a selfish, jealous, murderous 
orgy. Personal character collapsed before 
the allurements of license and plunder, and 
things were done in the name of Christ 
that make Saracens like the great Saladin 
seem comparatively tolerant and merciful. 
When at last the crusaders were driven 
disastrously from the Holy Land, the best 
of them rightly felt that God had not let 
them keep it because they had not de- 
served it. 

Indeed, the very motive for the crusades 
was not so high as has been advertised. 
Pope Urban put it frankly when he sum- 
moned Christendom to undertake them. 
He appeared before feudal lords who were 
engaged in endless wars among themselves 
and said, “‘If you must have blood, bathe 
your hands in the blood of the infidels. I 
speak to you with harshness, because my 
ministry obliges me to do so: Soldiers of 
hell, become soldiers of the living God!” 
They were to fight Saracens, that is, in 
order not to fight each other, and in the 
end they did both with lamentable conse- 
quence. No high results could come from 
such a motive and from such a cause. We 
need not wonder, therefore, that the cru- 
saders in Antioch made one of the worst 
records known to history for ungovernable 
and prolonged drunkenness and debauch- 
ery. 

With mingled feelings, therefore, one 
travels among the memorials of the cru- 
saders in Palestine. How tremendously 
they wrought in the few years they held 
this land! Under the massive porticoes 
they reared in Jerusalem to shelter pil- 
grims, the markets of the city still are 
thronged today. In out-of-the-way places 
like little Kiriath-jearim, ten miles from 
Jerusalem, one comes on lovely crusader 
churches with a stalwart dignity and 
grace that make one sure of high quality in 
the men who so could build. Sometimes in 

utterly unsuspected places, as in a dirty, 
unkempt khan in Tyre, a traveler finds 
himself in an old crusader church once 
fragrant with the altar’s incense, now noi- 
some with the stable’s smell, where near 
at hand the great Frederick Barbarossa 
of thrilling history and endless legend is 
said to have been buried in 1190. Cru- 
sader names—Belfort, Belvoir, Mirabel, 
Blancha Garda, Sinjil—strangely commin- 
gled with Semitic place names all about 
them, recall the ineffaceable impress of the 
invaders. Especially along the coast north 
from Beirut in Syria, one sees great ruins 
of crusader castles, marvelous yet in their 
massive strength, with walls that have sus- 
tained the shock of war and weather and 
the quarrying of centuries. 


Horns of Hattin 


N SOME ways the most impressive me- 

morial of the crusaders that I saw was 
something which not they but Nature 
made—‘“‘the Horns of Hattin.” They are 
the twin summits of an elongated hill ris- 
ing some two hundred feet above the bar- 
ren moor by which the plateau slopes 
down toward the Sea of Galilee, between 
Tiberias and Medel. The hill is visible 
from a large part of the sea; and.repeat- 
edly from the water or the shore, looking on 
these memorable horns, I was disturbed by 
painful recollections of their meaning. 
Here, within view of them, Christ had 
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taught. Here His gospel of good will had 
its first enunciation, and somewhere on 
these hills He preached His Sermon on the 
Mount. Legend even has it that the 
scrub-covered, arid plain at the foot of 
Hattin is the wilderness where the hun- 
gry multitude followed Him on foot. And 
here in 1187 of His era, a religious pirati- 
cal expedition which called itself by His 
name went down in ruin. The Christian 
army had come from Sepphoris with a 
piece of “‘the true Cross”’ carried into bat- 
tle as the ancient Hebrews bore the Ark, 
and, on a hot July day, with the terrible 
sirocco blowing from the east, they met 
the Saracens. Fire flaming through the 
scrub into their faces proved a foe 
as difficult to meet as Saladin. The 
knights were smothered in their armor, 
lost heart, gave way, died or sur- 
rendered, and the ill-starred cru- 
sades, while lingering on for many 
years, were broken in strength and 
doomed to failure. What a travesty 
of Christ is such truculent Chris- 
tianity, and where could the travesty be 
so keenly felt as beside the Sea of Galilee? 

Let the traveler go a few miles south 
from Haifa and he will find the ruins of 
‘Athlit. They thrust themselves splen- 
didly out into the Mediterranean with 
great walls still menacing in their wreck- 
age. The crusaders built the castle to 
protect Christian pilgrims and they de- 
fended it until it fell before the Moslems in 
1291. It was the last fortress held in 
Palestine by the crusaders. I walked the 
shore among the ruins, where the blue sea 
now peacefully laps the sand, and saw 
those valiant but sorely mistaken cavaliers 
of the Cross driven from their last refuge. 
From the day the crusaders started with a 
massacre of eight hundred Jews at Worms 
and one thousand more at Mayence, as an 
initial baptism of blood upon their enter- 
prise, to the day they took Jerusalem and, 
driving the city’s Jews into a synagogue, 
burned them alive, the story of their bru- 
tality against non-Christians and fellow 
Christians alike is one of the most appal- 
ling portions of humanity’s record. 


Bitter Memories 


O US it is ancient history, but in Pales- 

tine and Syria yet it symbolizes to mul- 
titudes the nature of Christianity. Even 
in universities where the best youths of Is- 
lam are gathering today, the traveler finds 
a view of Christianity which at first as- 
tounds and then shames him. We have 
called Moslems bloody; they think of us 
as holding a religion of the sword. We 
have accused them of massacres; they 
have vivid memories of multitudinous 
massacres perpetrated on their forefathers 
by Christians, and they see Christianity 
represented among them still by French 
guns bombarding Damascus and British 
airplanes menacing Arab villages. We 
have claimed for ourselves a gospel of 
peace; they see us red-handed with his- 
tory’s most colossal wars, while of them- 
selves they say, as one said to me, “I 
im a man of religion and therefore a man 
‘f peace.”” These students are young, free 
f spirit, their faces forward, as lovable 
ind hopeful as any youths in America. The 
hest of them hate their own race’s shame- 
ul deeds, like the massacre of the Ar- 
menians, and in their hands lie the best 
hopes of their race and their religion. 
‘hey honor Christ; he is one of the ac- 
cepted prophets of their faith; and an ap- 
peal to Christ meets always their reverent 
respect. But they do not honor Chris- 
tianity. They hate and fear it. They have 
experienced too long and too bitterly its 
bloodthirsty militarism. 


Mummery, if it be used to express not a 
mood of scorn but a matter of fact, is not 
too strong a word for the third exhibition 
which Christianity has given of itself in 
Palestine. It is not easy to judge with im- 
partial fairness the Eastern churches— 
Greek, Syrian, Coptic, Armenian—whose 
religious life so largely has degenerated 


here into outward form with small ethical 
result. One surely does not mean to sweep 
into the discard as spiritually futile the 
elaborate symbolism of Eastern worship, 
which, fitted to the temperament of the 
people, has nourished genuine piety and 
devotion through the centuries. But in 
Palestine the traveler is shocked at the 
lack of those fruits of religion for which 
Jesus would be looking. Philanthropy, 
education, individual charity and public 
service—such things are largely absent in 








the face of terrific need for them; and as 
for personal character, a Christian himself 
confessed to us that, as between a Moslem 
and a Christian village, there was no 
discernible difference except that the Mos- 
lems were probably more truthful. Mean- 
while, with endless ceremonial, with the 
pomp of fabulously valuable robes and 
miters, the liturgies of the churches are 
performed in honor of the Galilean. 

One who endeavors truly to estimate 
the situation must always bear in mind 
one major fact: These Eastern churches, 
since the coming of Islam and especially: 
since the arrival of the Turk, have been 
subjected to a withering persecution so 
sustained that the very fact of their sur- 
vival testifies to an inward vigor and 
fidelity which deserve our uttermost re- 
spect. We who come from lands where 
Christianity has triumphed should walk 
cautiously in judgment in lands where for 
many centuries Christians have been out- 
laws and pariahs, forbidden to proselytize, 
forced by law and violence to become 
self-contained unmissionary communities, 
stripped of privilege and opportunity, sub- 
ject to periodic outbursts of popular fury, 
sometimes exiled and massacred. No 
wonder that the marks of such prolonged 
suppression should be visible upon the 
Eastern churches. Moreover, today, the 
Greek Church in Palestine, with all its 
revenues from Russia stopped, with the 
stream of innumerable Russian pilgrims 
dried at its source, is hard put to it to 
survive, so that the desire to educate and 
serve its people, even were it alive and 
ardent, would be checkmated by lack of 
means. Nowhere is a more obvious or 
pressing need and opportunity for service 
presented to Western Christians than in 
the Eastern churches. 

Nevertheless, if one is to write truly 
what his eyes have seen in Palestine, he 
must describe scenes in Christian churches 
which are plainly mummery. 


Miracle of Sacred Fire 


OST famous of them all is the Miracle 

of the Sacred Fire. On the Saturday 
before the Greek Easter, at the hour set, 
the Church of the Holy Sepulchre in Jeru- 
salem is given over to the Greeks, Ar- 
menians and Copts. The premises are 
jammed with an eager, excited throng. 
Windows, arcades, vaults, and domes— 
wherever human beings possibly can 
cling—are occupied. For today the holy 
fire comes down from heaven—a glorious 
annual miracle—and blessings await the 
fortunate folk whose tapers are lighted and 
whose household fires are set ablaze with 
the sacred flame. Hours t:2fore the event 
the crowds gather, fill the adjoining 
streets, roofs, and windows, throng the 
courtyards of the church, and assail its en- 
trances, cover its terraces, line its balus- 
trades and fill its interior. The expectancy 
is intense. From far above, on a bal- 
cony about the dome, we look down upon 
the throng milling around the Chapel of 


the Sepulchre, from two apertures in 
which the sacred fire will come. Those 
nearest the apertures already are holding 
their places with fierce earnestness, with 
pugilistic violence when needful, for will 
not those be specially blessed whose tapers 
first are lighted by the fire, when it is fresh 
from God and has not passed through in- 
tervening human mediums? 

When at last those who have secured 
admittance through special entrances have 
found their places, the main doorway is 
thrown open and a shouting, singing mob 
surges into the church—already appar- 
ently filled—carrying cheer leaders on 
their shoulders and both acting and sound- 
ing like nothing so much as college stu- 
dents celebrating a football victory. 

Then the procession of gorgeousiy 
arrayed priests, clad in golden-yellow 
robes, begins its laborious march 
about the Sepulchre. Chanting their 
liturgy, they make their way three 
times about the tomb—but only with 
the aid of the constabulary, who force 
a slender pathway through the throng. 
At last the procession is ended. The 
aged high priest is divested of his outer 
robes and is led into the Chapel of the 
Sepulchre. 

Then one can feel the excited tensity 
deepen. Suddenly, amid the frantic peal- 
ing of great bells, the sacred fire comes. A 
Copt seizes it first, doubles up over his flam- 
ing bundle of tapers, and, protected by a 
well-organized interference, makes a dash 
through the crowd worthy of a champion 
halfback. He carries his captured flame to 
the Copt shrine behind the Sepulchre and 
at once rapidly multiplying scores of 
tapers, lighted there, twinkle in the shad- 
ows of the church. Man after man of 
picked strength and speed lights his torch 
from the Sepulchre’s continuing flame, and 
makes his flying dash through the crowd 
despite strenuous tackling in the endeavor 
to steal his light. It is now a mad scene. 
The constabulary are everywhere stopping 
fights, quelling incipient riots, and one 
man who, overexcited, tried to crowd his 
way into the Sepulchre itself, is hit once 
by a constable and does not need to be 
hit again. 


Lighting the Shrines 


EANWHILE, from taper to taper 

the lights are spreading through the 
church. On waiting cords bundles of them 
are hoisted far into the balconies and up 
into the dome. The vast sanctuary that at 
first was largely shadowed now sparkles 
with myriads of multiplying lights. The 
effect is dazzling, beautiful, and one knows 
that in every direction runners are already 
speeding across Palestine to light candles 
in multitudes of shrines and to start fires 
on many a household hearth. 

Slowly the great crowd disperses. Some 
piously carry their lighted candles home. 
Some singe their hair on head, face, or 
chest, or burn themselves beneath the arm- 
pits with the sacred flame. Meanwhile, 
between Golgotha and the Sepulchre a 
group of Christian Arabs put on a spon- 
taneous sword dance to the edification of 
the saints. 


And this is Christianity in the land of 
Christ! 


With regard to the ceremonial foot 
washing on Maundy Thursday, opinions 
easily may differ. A great concourse of 
people fills the beautiful court of the 
church and, from every possible ledge, 
roof, window, and balustrade within see- 
ing distance, watches the famous scene. 
The diverse crowds at the first Pentecost! 
made a homogeneous assembly compared 
with the throng here now. They come 
from the ends of the earth to gather around 
this upraised platform where the Greek 
patriarch of Jerusalem will wash the feet 
of his fellow prelates. The expectant, 
chattering crowd, the pealing of the bells, 
the procession of ecclesiastics gorgeous in 
embroidered robes of rich brocade, the 
chanting, the reading of the Scripture, 
1Acts ii, 5-11 
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then the disrobing of the patriarch and 
the formal washing of the feet—all this is 
obviously not a sobering performance but 
a show for most of the spectators. No 
hush pervades the throng as though a 
spiritual and genuine act of symbolic 
humility were being performed, and, while 
one recognizes in the scene an interesting 
survival of dramatic teaching, I, for one, 
felt chiefly the contrast between that first 
foot-washing somewhere in Jerusalem, so 
spontaneous, simple, and significant, and 
this ethically inconsequential perform- 
ance. If only the ecclesiasticism repre- 
sented here were known 
as a fountain of unselfish 
service, then the formal 
act might symbolize re- 
ality, but, as it is, one 
spectator at least felt 
little of Christ—only 
Christianity. 

Such concentration of ecclesiastical at- 
tention upon outward show becomes the 
more distressing when one knows the inner 
story of the bickering jealousy and oc- 
casional violence that mark the relation- 
ships between the Christian churches in 
Palestine. A sympathetic official of the 
British Government laid before me a few 
revealing facts about the state of affairs 
in the church of our Lord’s nativity at 
Bethlehem. Only two years ago, when the 
Greek Easter came, which falls upon a 
different date from the Roman, the Latins 
obtrusively came into the church to hang 
a picture so that they might not seem to 
surrender right to the sanctuary even on 
a rival’s holy day. A free-for-all fight 
ensued. A hurried call was sent for the 
constabulary. The combatants were un- 
ceremoniously pitched from the church 
and even a gray-haired bishop, fighting 
like the best of them, was included in the 
forcible ejection. 

Typical alike of the bad temper and 
triviality of these Christian fanatics is the 
affair of the three nails. A pillar divides 
the Greek portion from the Latin in the 
Church of the Nativity and in the pillar 
are three nails. On one the Greeks may 
hang the end of their tapestry; on an- 
other the Latins may hang theirs; but 
the central nail is neutral, from which is 
supposed to depend a candlestick. One 
day the Latins in intense excitement com- 
plained to the government that the Greeks 
had hung their tapestry upon the central 
nail. This intolerable invasion of sacred 
rights became a matter of serious govern- 
mental investigation. Witnesses were 
sworn; the traditional use of the nails was 
traced and verified; and at last, under 
compulsion, pledges for the future were 
legally drawn up and signed. 


eMendacity 


OR many years we have heard of 

Islam’s impervious obduracy against 
the persuasions of the Christian Gospel. 
But why should Moslems desire to ac- 
cept Christianity? What is there in the 
Christianity they best have known to 
tempt their minds or challenge their con- 
sciences? 

Moreover, this unethical religion re- 
peatedly slips over into venal mendacity. 
Travelers now are shown in a monastery 
near the ancient Tower of Antonia what 
the monks call the “Prison of Christ.” 
The monks had a real treasure in their 
monastery—bona fide portions of the 
lower rooms, storage places, it may be, or 
stables of the Tower. But these tradi- 
tionally unembellished relics were not 
drawing visitors enough. The monks, 
therefore, closed the monastery for re- 
pairs, brought in a mason to bore holes 
like stocks and otherwise rearrange: the 
stonework to make the place appear a 
prison, and now they advertise it as the 
site where Jesus was incarcerated. It isa 
deliberate fraud like many another in this 
Holy Land. Not only can that be proved 
from drawings made on the spot by an 
archeologist before the alterations had 
been thought of, but the mason who did 
the work explained to friends of mine just 
how it had been done. 





—— 


No Western disciple of Jesus can regard 
such Christian monasticism, militarism 
and mummery in Palestine with any sus- 
tained feeling of superiority. This appall- 
ing contrast between Christ and Christi- 
anity, which smites the conscience of the 
traveler in the Master’s land, is the crucial 
problem of Christians in every land. Even 
in the Church of the Holy Sepulchre, no 
Westerner may be contemptuous because 
Moslem soldiers are needed to guard the 
sanctuary—on special occasions to keep 
the rival Christians there from flying at 
one another’s throats; also day in and day 
out through all the year, 
not to keep Eastern 
Christians from fighting, 
but to keep Western 
Christians from stealing. 
In many a larger matter 
also the Christianity of 
Britain and America 
faces problems kindred to those which 
afflict the Christianity of Palestine. If not 
monasticism, at least militarism and mum- 
mery are deadly blights upon Western 
religion everywhere. 


Brotherly Love 


NE need not leave Palestine, how- 

ever, without seeing luminous places 
in the shadowed scene. One evening, at 
the Young Men’s Christian Association in 
Jerusalem, I saw a prophecy of better 
days ahead—a great gathering of Mos- 
lems, Jews and Christians of every kind, 
meeting together on common ground in 
amity and good will. From the Moslem 
mayor of the city and the Jewish attorney- 
general to the Greek patriarch, the most 
diverse shades of tradition and thought 
were represented there. Yet all joined in 
worshiping the one God in whom all be- 
lieve. For this is the city of the world’s 
three great monotheisms, and the realiza- 
tion of that fact is beginning to beget a 
community of spirit and a pride of pos- 
session which well may undercut old ani- 
mosities and bring in a day of decency and 
peace. 

Such hopeful indications of new possi- 
bility one sees and welcomes in many 
places. The Near East Relief work at 
Nazareth, worthy of its place in the Mas- 
ter’s boyhood home; the educational and 
religious work of the Friends at Ram 
Allah, founded by associates of Whittier 
and breathing a spirit which makes the 
Friends here, as at home, among the truest 
representatives of Jesus that the church 
has yet produced; hospitals and orphan- 
ages supported by Christians of various 
communions; and serviceable types of 
missions functioning with genuine un- 
selfishness—such truly Christlike minis- 
tries, and doubtless many others that I 
did not see, one can find in Palestine, and 
if the visitor has fortunately lived in the 
American Colony at Jerusalem he has 
found a Christian brotherhood which tests 
religion by its fruits. 

One scene in particular I never shall 
forget. The Knights of St. John, lineal 
descendants of the old crusaders, made a 
pilgrimage to Palestine while we were 
there. In full panoply they worshiped in 
the Anglican cathedral at Jerusalem, and 
the bishop preached the sermon. It was 
a simple, Christian homily with no false 
glorification of a checkered past, con- 
cerned with real issues of the spirit, and in 
particular pleading for the Ophthalmic 
Hospital in Jerusalem. That was a cru- 
sade of service startlingly different from 
the old assault by arms in which the fore- 
fathers of these knightly pilgrims once 
engaged upon this very spot. From the 
Knights of St. John sacking Jerusalem to 
the Knights of St. John building ophthal- 
mic hospitals in the Holy City for Mos- 
lems, Jews, and Christians alike, is a great 
advance. Perhaps our children’s children 
yet may see Christ genuinely honored in 
this city that he loved, where for centuries 
he has been crucified. 





EDITOR’S NOTE—Doctor Fosdick’s twelfth 
and final article on the Holy Land will appear in 
an early issue. 
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‘Je RRY!—there seems to be just NOTHING 
I want this year except some more 
Community Plate!” 


“Don’t apologize, angel! I'll dash ’round and 
buy out the store before you change to dia- 
mond earrings or an eight-cylinder roadster!” 


HE kind-of-girl who'd /éke an eight-cylinder road- 
‘te ... or a diamond necklace... ora bit of the 
moon! isthe kind-of-girl who most-in-the-world appre- 
ciates the loveliness —the ‘chic’ —and the permanence 
—of a gift of Community Plate... 


And who isn’t that kind of a girl? 


Take your Christmas list to your jeweler —ask him to 
tell you what piece of Community Plate he’d suggest 
for each... . You'll find, in those glittering rows, a hun- 
dred different bits of exquisite silverware, each fit to 
set before a queen . . . From teaspoons to tea sets and 
platters . . . and back to pickle-forks! . . . Prices are $1-25 
to $70.00... And there are six patterns to choose from 
—all lovely... 


For 1nstANcE: For the impeccable service of six 
covers—formal as you please!—the SMART SILVER 
SERVICE, shown below, contains the silverware re- 
quired by well-bred usage—today. Here, in a vivid, : i . ag 
painted, glass-covered tray, are six forks, six knives, : 2 
twelve teaspoons, six butter spreaders, six salad forks, 
three serving spoons, and a sugar tongs—ready to set 
a feast before a Prince or a Duchess with equal grace— 
Six patterns, at your jeweler’s—NOW . . . $50.00. 
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today — tomorrow. And this delight which each fragrance holds for you. 
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ee pom % a , -. a i. Ridin perfume. om iii Created, sealed, and packaged in the Paris laboratoire of 
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welfare, the season here is getting rather 
late. Don’t you think it’s about time we 
were On our way back to Paris, as we 
planned? We’ve already been here a 
month longer than we intended to be 
when we came.” 

“Oh, Paris!” the daughter said im- 
patiently. “I don’t care if I never see 
Paris again!” 

“We can’t stay here into the very hot 
weather. Nobody does.” 

“Yes, but ——”’ Claire murmured, and 
sat frowning. ‘Surely she can’t think 
that keeping me from ever being alone 
with him would do his welfare any good. 
I’ve told her myself that I’d do anything 
in the world for him.” 

“You told her that, Claire?” 

“Yes,” Claire said, and her softened 
eyes grew bravely moist, even under her 
mother’s direct gaze. ‘‘I told her I’d give 
my life to be of any use to him. Then why 
does she ——”’ 

Mrs. Ambler, herself troubled, shook 
her head. ‘‘I don’t know, Claire.” 

“I’m sure she believed me. It’s true— 
I would give my life in an instant. Mother, 
she must have believed me!”’ 


HIS insistence implied a doubt that 

need not have existed; the English- 
woman had believed her, and at that same 
hour was forth upon an errand she would 
otherwise have spared herself. Having left 
her brother drowsing in his cell, Miss Or- 
bison trudged sturdily through the long 
stone great street of Raona, passed under 
the archway of the ancient town gates, and 
went on for some hundreds of paces be- 
yond the ruined medieval walls. Then she 
paused at the paneled green doorway of 
an inclosed garden, and pulled vigorously 
upon an iron chain. A rusty bell that 
hung upon a wrought iron hoop above the 
door rang as heartily as she seemed to 
desire. 

When the door opened, a swarthy little 
maid in an old-fashioned Raonese peas- 
ant’s costume appeared, a brilliant scarf 
about her dark head, a striped red-and- 
white shawl over her black bodice, gay 
embroideries encrusting her long green 
skirt. She stood smiling and bowing 
archly in the doorway. ‘Buon’ giorno, 
signora!”’ 

“Il signore e in casa?’’ Miss Orbison 
asked. 

“Si, signora. Prégo!”’ Then the little 
creature, barefooted, ran up the garden 
terraces to the white villa above, and dis- 
appeared within a Saracen doorway. This 
was the entrance to the studio, Miss Or- 
bison knew, and by the time she had 
ascended to it, Eugene Rennie had come 
out of it to welcome her. 

“You're painting?’’ she asked. 
interrupting ?’”’ 


“ee I’m 


LJE WOULD have liked to tell her the 
4 1 truth, which was that he wanted to go 
on working; but having taken note of her 
expression, he said that he had finished 

1 the day; and they sat down together 
pon the wide marble steps of the topmost 
Lerrace. 

‘Something about Charles?” he said. 

“Yes.” 

““He’s no worse?” 

“Of course every hour he’s an hour 
vorse,” she said with a tremor in her 
voice; but she controlled it manfully. 
‘He doesn’t look worse, hour by hour— 
he couldn’t well do that—but no matter 
now he looks, the end of his suffering is 
“ways just that much nearer in sight. 
‘he pain is never unbearable, and often 
tie’s hardly conscious of it—perhaps be- 
cause he’s so used to it. The doctors told 
me precisely how it would be, and every- 
thing’s confirmed them; I never doubted 
they were right. If only that specialist 
hadn’t told him!” She stretched her 
gloved hands convulsively in her lap, then 
sighed loudly and relaxed them. “But 
there! It’s done, and we have to make 
the best of it; but that isn’t what I’ve 
come to you about.” 


oe know I’ll do anything,” Rennie 
Sald, 


6laire Ambler 


(Continued from Page 30) 


“Yes, I know you will. I’m afraid I’m 
here to ask you to do something difficult.” 

“What is it?” 

“Do you remember one morning when 
you and Charles and I were watching Miss 
Ambler and Don Arturo Liana as they sat 
by the railing of the hotel garden, and 
Charles looked so absurdly depressed?’”’ 

“Yes; heseemed gloomy about Arturo’s 
filling Miss Ambler’s heart. I was de- 
lighted.” 

“T was rather pleased myself, Mr. Ren- 
nie. I thought it would be good for him 
to take a little interest in her, like that.” 

“Don’t you think it has?” 

“No,” she said. ‘‘If it had remained a 
little interest we’d have been right to be 
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pleased.” She shook her head. 
hasn’t.” 
“No?” Rennie looked puzzled. ‘‘ You 
don’t think he’s serious about her?”’ 
“I’m afraid he’s dangerously liable to 


be serious about her.”’ 


“cc It 


“*“T\ANGEROUSLY,’ Miss Orbison? 

You mean it might be dangerous 
for him to care for a rather flirtatious and 
light-headed young creature who doesn’t 
care for him?” 

“No. It’s because she does care for 
him.” 

Rennie looked astonished. ‘‘ You think 
she does?” 

“‘She’s as much as told me so, and she 
was in earnest. She cares for him as 
deeply as it’s in her nature to care at her 
age, I’m quite positive; and that’s what 
is cruelly dangerous for Charles.” 

“You think he could be really in love 
with her, do you?”’ 

“He’s trying with all his poor broken 
strength not to be,”’ she answered unhap- 
pily. “‘Do you understand why he tries 
not to be in love with her? Do you under- 
stand why he musin’t be, Mr. Rennie?” 

“*A little—perhaps,”’ he said doubtfully. 
“But it’s the very breath of romance to 
believe that the happiness found in mu- 
tual love makes even tragedy celestial.” 

Miss Orbison projected an audible sniff 
from her nostrils. ‘‘Yes; it’s the ‘very 
breath of romance,’ and it’s a wicked non- 
sense for human beings to believe it 
enough to act upon it! Don’t you see that 
Charles understands, and that he’s trying 
to save himself?”’ 

“From what?” 

“From agony, Mr. Rennie. From an 
absolutely useless and futile agony. We'll 
look at it in a plain way—a matter-of- 
fact way, if you please—without any ro- 
mance. He’d got through the worst of it 
when we came here; he’d no chance but 
to accept, and he was fairly well resigned 
to it. He’d been through his rebellion and 
he knew rebellion was no good. Some- 
times you could see a little of it left—in 
his eyes, or in some impatient thing he 
said; but he’d nevertheless accepted what 
he knew was absolute and inevitable. He 
has it fixed in his mind that the end will be 
in the autumn; October, he thinks—he’s 


spoken of it several times. Well, he’d 
made himself almost placid about it. 

“Tf he had fallen a little in love with 
this pretty young thing,” she went on, 
“and if the girl hadn’t cared for him, it 
wouldn’t have mattered; it might even 
have helped him not to mind dying. But 
for him to see that she adores him—and 
I’m afraid she does—for him to recognize 
the fact that he cares for her and to find 
life offering him what he’d believe a glit- 
tering, glorious happiness in almost the 
moment when he has to be done with life 
forever—oh!’’ Miss Orbison cried. ‘That 
would be horrible, Mr. Rennie!” 

“Yes,’”’ Rennie said. “‘I think it would. 
The pain would outweigh the happiness.”’ 


*“*T TAPPINESS,’ Mr. Rennie? Charles 
knows it wouldn’t be happiness at 
all; he knows it would be an unspeakable 
anguish to take this new beautiful thing 
into his life only to be wrenched from it! 
He’s trying so hard to spare himself that. 
He can bear dying; but he can’t bear 
dying unbearably! He’s doing everything 
he can to avoid believing that the girl cares 
for him and that he cares for her. You 
see, it’s her caring that is the peril. I’ve 
done all I could to help him, to give her 
no opportunities to make him see what he 
tries so hard not to see. But she makes it 
more and more clear in spite of me, and in 
spite of Charles. I don’t think she under- 
stands much about Charles; she doesn’t 
know his time is so short; but she sees 
that he’s a cripple and wouldn’t ask any- 
body to marry him. She does the court- 
ing because of that and because she wants 
to make the sacrifice. I haven’t a doubt 
she’d eagerly and happily devote her life 
to nursing him—indeed, I think she’d do 
anything for him. And she must do some- 
thing for him, Mr. Rennie. She must!” 

“What do you want her to do?” 

Miss Orbison rose. ‘“‘I want her to let 
my brother die in peace, Mr. Rennie. 
Will you ask her? Will you make it clear 
to her? I’ve tried—but I couldn’t even 
begin; I’d have done nothing but cry if 
I’d tried to go any further with her. Will 
you do it, Mr. Rennie?” 

In return, he asked her a question as 
serious: ‘‘Do you think it’s possible for 
anyone to make such a thing clear to a 
girl of twenty-one, in love?”’ 

Miss Orbison looked up at him des- 
perately. ‘‘We’ve got to try, haven’t we? 
Will you try?” 

“Yes, I'll go this afternoon.” 


XVI 


E WATCHED hershort, strong figure 

as it descended the long flight of 
steps that separated his garden terraces 
and led to the green doorway. Then he 
sighed for himself and the disturbing 
errand she had set him upon, and went 
indoors to change his clothes. 

When he came forth again, he paused 
at the top of the steps. The point was 
high, and commanded the immense sweep 
of that great crescenting mountain coast. 
Below him the gray road wound out of 
the towered and cubed and angled stone 
masses of the town, and passed toward the 
vast corrugations of the volcano’s but- 
tresses; there were stolid hamlets built 
of old lava among the convulsive shadows 
of these harsh slopes; and halfway to the 
nearest there was a haze of dust upon the 
road. It was moving toward Raona, and 
within it there were glints of glitter and 
color. Rennie distinguished the uniforms 
of mounted carabinieri. He stood looking 
down as they drew nearer, and he saw 
that two of the carabiniert rode in ad- 
vance of a mule cart, with three others 
riding upon each side of it and two more 
just behind. Following them, a dozen or 
more men joggled along upon mules or 
donkeys, and a straggling little crowd of 
barefooted peasants ran in the dust— 
attendant spectators anxious to miss 
nothing. 

Looking down from above, Rennie could 
see, upon a mattress in the cart, a band- 
aged figure, and seated upon a stool be- 
side it, a man in gray linen clothes smoked 








YOUR GIFT 
TO THE MAN 
WHO ALREADY 
HAS A CHAIN 


LET it be another 
chain. A different 
kind of chain. A 
Bondstreet! And your 
gift is sure to please 
every man who has a 
pocket-watch. 


The Bondstreet is 
new. It has set an au- 
thentic style trend in 
masculine jewelry. Its 
sturdy links are over- 
sized, yet they give no 
hint of unwieldiness. 
See the Bondstreet at 
your jeweler’s. 


Your jeweler carries 
other Waldemars in 
new and distinguished 
Simmons designs—as 
well as Dickens, Vest 
and Belt chains. Priced 
from $4 to $15. Our 
process of drawing 
natural gold, green 
gold or white gold over 
a stout base metal as- 
sures years of service. 


Simmons Watch 
and Flexible Bracelets 
for women have the 
same fine qualities. 
Priced from $5 to $15. 
The chain shown here 
is No. 28836. Price, 
$9.50. R. F. Simmons 
Co., Attleboro, Mass. 
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“I guess I have a weakness for 
fine hose. For years I have worn 
nothing but the best. That’s 
why for me it was such a relief 
to learn about Ser-val stockings. 
They are so sheer and fine, yet 

’ they never seem to get holes.”’ 

— Ann Mullaney, Pleasant Ridge,0O. 











“Socks to me are usually just 
socks. I used to take whatever 
the clerk handed out. A couple 
of months ago I tried a few pair 
of Ser-val, and because they were 
my first Ser-val I kept track of 
how they wore. Not a single 
darn up to date.’’"—Chester J. 
Hamer, Cincinnati, O. 











“It seems difficult to 
realize now that I 
used to think my children were 
hard on stockings. Today I buy 
Ser-val exclusively for my two 
youngsters, and it seems weeks 
on end before a new pair find 
their way into the darning 
basket.’-—Mrs. Howard Fevrier, 
Cincinnati, O. 





What the new Ser-val idea means to you 


may be sure of in Ser-val Hosiery. 
It covers the widest range of 
styles, colors and sizes, for men, 
women and children. 

Ask your retail merchant to 
show you Ser-val Hosiery. You 
will be astonished at the quality 
and style obtainable for even less 
money than you may be spending 
today. 


Heo’ many times have you 
asked yourself in buying 
hosiery: How do I know this is 
the best value? How do I know 
the style and colors are correct? 
Now comes Ser-val Hosiery, 
brought out after three years of 
study and preparation on the 
part of almost a dozen of the 
country’s leading wholesalers. 
The best values, styles correct 
to the minute—that is what you 


NaTIOoNAL TExTILeE Distrisputors 
CorPORATION 


Ser-val Hosie ry 


Sold exclusively to retail merchants by the following licensees: 


BALTIMORE, Daniel Miller Company 
CINCINNATI, The Louis Stix Company 
DETROIT, A. Krolik & Company, Inc. 
NASHVILLE, J. S. Reeves & Company 


PITTSBURGH, Arbuthnot-Stephenson Co. 
SAN ANTONIO, A. B. Frank Company 
ST. JOSEPH, Wheeler & Motter Mercantile Co. 
ST. PAUL, Finch, Van Slyck & McConville 
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a cigarette. The American recognized 
him as a friend of his, a Raonese surgeon. 
Moreover, beside the driver sat a priest. 

Rennie ran down the steps, and, as this 
cortége passed, he detained one of the 
runners, a villager whom he knew. 

“Luigi! For what reason so much ex- 
citement? Who has been hurt?” 

Luigi wiped his wet brow with a bare 
forearm. “An accident,” he said, panting. 
“An accident of a pe- 
culiar appearance, it 
might be thought. 
This morning some of 
our people found Don 
Arturo Liana lying at 
the foct of the Salto. 
The Salto is a very bad 
little cliff—it is little 
but wicked, and 
foreigners should not use that path.” 

“Liana!” Rennie exclaimed. ‘“‘Was he 
badly hurt?” 

“Yes, badly. His mother was sent for 
and she came with the priest, the cara- 
biniert and the doctor from Raona, four 
hours ago. She has gone ahead in her 
automobile and they are taking him to 
the hospital on the cart because he must be 
kept lying down. Don Arturo talked to 
the carabinieri and to the doctor; I heard 
him myself, through a window. He told 
them he was walking to a meeting at 
Castrogirone last night, all alone. Ah! I 
think he should have been more careful! 
He said he met some men on the path, but 
in the darkness he could not tell who they 
were; he said perhaps they had too much 
wine. 

“Don Arturo is a brave fellow; I will- 
ingly say as much as that for him. He 
is a foreigner from the North; but he 
understands the customs of our country 
and of course he would not tell the cara- 
biniert who pushed him off the path.” 

““So!’’ Rennie said. “‘Who did push 
him off the path, Luigi?”’ 


UIGI opened his eyes until they showed 

an extreme amount of white below 

and above their topaz irises. ‘‘‘ Pushed,’ 
signore! Who spoke of any pushing?” 

“You did.” 

“No, no!”’ Luigi protested. ‘‘When a 
man has such enemies as those belonging 
to Don Arturo Liana, no one is foolish 
enough to say the young gentleman was 
pushed from anywhere! Excuse, sig- 
nore!”’ 

Rennie went first to the wine shop of 
old Onorati, who had the habit of knowing 
the truth of whatever happened in Raona; 
but of course Onorati would not speak 
plainly to a foreigner of Don Arturo’s fall 
from the Salto. 

“Some will swear one way; some will 
swear another,’ he said. ‘The only thing 
it is safe to swear is that Don Arturo ought 
not to have walked so far alone after the 
dark!” 

“No,” Rennie returned dryly. “That 
is evident.” 

“Evident? Perhaps. He isin politics.” 

“So? You think it was political?” 

“‘Who can say? Somewhere there was 
a whispering ——-” Onorati stopped, and 
shook his head. 

“Yes? What was the whispering?” 

“It could not be true, I am sure; but 
there was some foolish whispering that 
Don Arturo had talked a little recklessly 
of some gentlemen; but I heard nothing 
that would permit me to guess who the 
gentlemen are.” 

“What had he said of them?” 

“Nobody knows.” 

“To whom did he talk?” 


NORATI rubbed his right cheek and 
then his left cheek. ‘‘Ah, yes! I re- 
member hearing that it might have been 
to some foreign ladies at the convent.” 
By the “‘convent” he meant the hotel 
that had been a monastery, and Eugene 
Rennie, on his way there, stopped half- 
way down a flight of stone steps,. and 
made a sound as of a dolorous kind of 
laughter. Then he questioned himself 
upon this very sound. ‘“‘Why the devil 
will a man do that?” he asked himself. 





“How is it that one is, able to see some- 
thing grotesquely humorous even in a 
tragedy? In this one, probably because 
the character of the heroine makes it a 
tragi-comedy—with the emphasis on the 
first half of the word, I’m afraid. Avanti, 
then, for my own miserable part in it!” 

The concierge informed him that Miss 
Ambler was in the garden, and Rennie 
went there at once to find her. Miss Orbi- 
son had just brought 
her brother out to his 
chair. He was stand- 
ing, leaning upon the 
back of it, and beside 
him was the American 
girl. Miss Orbison had 
paused with an un- 
folded rug hanging 
from her hands; and 
all three of them wore the pained and in- 
credulous look of people who have just 
heard startling news. This, in fact, was 
their condition, for the Princess Liana 
stood facing them. 

Rennie halted where he was. 


XVII 


HE was naturally a pale woman, of a 
uniform whiteness of complexion that 

Rennie, who was an old friend of hers, had 
never seen varied; but he saw a variation 
now. Her whole face showed color; it 
was flushed to a tint between rose and 
rust; and she held this emotional face 
high, too, with her chin lifted and her slim 
neck straight upon her slim straight body. 
She was speaking to Claire in a loud voice. 

““My son send me,” the princess said. 
“T would not have come myself. They 
wish’ to give him an opiate for his suffer- 
ing; but he say to me he will not take it 
if I will not promise to come to speak to 
you immediately. So I speak to you his 
message. He wish’ me to tell you that 
what has happen’ to him is from politics. 
He say you mus’ not think there was any 
other cause. He say you might be afraid 
there was some other reason; he say you 
mus’ not belief so. That is what he send 
me to tell you and I have told you, Miss 
Ambler; so now I will go back to him.” 

““Oh—please!”’ Claire cried. “Will you 
let me go with you? Would he let me see 
him?” 

“No!” the princess answered sharply. 
“You could not see him. What do you 
think? A man all beaten and crush’ wish’ 
to be coquetted with? J would not let you 
see him, Miss Ambler. You have made 
him unhappy enough and you have done 
him harm enough; I hope from the deeps 
of my heart that he will never in his life 
see you again!” 


HE turned quickly and, as she walked 

toward the doorway of the hotel, she 
came near Rennie. He stepped forward, 
and she gave him her hand. ‘Weare not 
going to let him die,” she said. ‘They 
have already promise’ me that.” 

“T heard you say that Arturo was 

beaten ——’”’ 
. “Hewas. When they finish’, they threw 
him down from the Salto. Everyone 
know’ who is responsible. But there will 
be no court. Arturo has some friends w!:0 
know very well what to do!” 

Then, with a somber flash of her dark 
eyes to his troubled blue ones, she went 
on; and he joined the group at the :- 
valid’s chair. 

Claire was weeping. ‘You know :'’s 
true!’ she said accusingly to Orbiso.. 
“Anybody with any intelligence at «ll 
knows he wouldn’t have sent that mess:x¢ 
to me if he’d believed it himself! 5 
didn’t believe it! She made it plain 
enough, didn’t she? She meant that !\-r 
son sent me that message because |'¢ 
wanted me not to beso wretched as I wou'd 
be if I thought I’d been the cause, and to 
make me understand that my name 
wouldn’t be involved. Didn’t she mean 
just that? She made it plain enough how 
she hates me, didn’t she? Yes! And 
you’re making something else pretty plain, 
Mr. Orbison!” 


(Continued on Page 129) 
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To fix these special 
Christmas gifts i 
so simple! 


ix one-pound boxes can be filled 
_ at a fraction over fifty cents each. 
Six packages of Dromedary Dates are 
noel, four for stuffing and two for 
candy. Think of it, six original gifts 
for a little over three dollars! 


Making these gifts to sell 


So inexpensive are these boxes of holi- 
day confections, and so little effort is 
needed to prepare them, that many 
women are cing them to sell. Dur- 
ing the Christmas season everyone is 
looking for gifts which are not stereo- 
typed, and the Specialty Shops find 
endless demand for confections which 
are novel, good to eat, and attrac- 
tively boxed. 


A few hints 


The tin boxes and the paper doilies 
come from’ a five-and-ten or any nov- 
elty store. A basket is also an attrac- 
tive container, and will be used long 
after Christmas. Strips of white card- 
board make the divisions. 

Dromedary Dates are large, and 
pitting them, particularly with a pat- 
entedDromedaryDatePitter, issimple. 

Stuff dates with peanut butter, 
with pieces of marshmallow, with 
nuts, with... 


Banana Fondant Stuffing 


Mash out one ripe banana with a 
fork, gradually beating in a pound of 
confectioner’s sugar. Add for flavor- 
ing % teaspoon vanilla, 1 teaspoon 
lemon juice and a pinch of salt. This 
fondant will just harden when stuffed 
inside the date. There is enough filling 
for two packages of pitted dates. 
Thirty-six ounces of finished candy— 
a cost of 65 cents complete. 


The familiar package 


Dromepary Dares, the pick of the crop, are 
me hanically boxed as they leave the beautiful 
date gardens of Iraq. Then they are carefull 
dackaged in this country—double aranest. 
y are placed in the type of container that 
w:|l keep the freshness and flavor in them. 
These Dromedary Dates, of uniform price and 
quality, are now available the year round, in 
the familiar package. 


— 


FRUIT, CONFECTION 


Dromedary ‘Dates 


AND FOOD RiP ae tect ens em 
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DROMEDARY DATES ARE. HERE STUFFED WITH NUTS, FRUITS, FONDANTS. . . DELICIOUS! 
SURPRISING THE VARIETY YOU CAN GET! AND SO QUICK AND EASY TO DO 


EF IRST, scarlet ribbon and white tissue paper. 
Then a basket or gayly decorated tin box, made to keep 
good things in. When the lid is opened—rows of golden 
dates are seen stuffed round and plump with four differ- 
ent flavorings, and candy, made of fruit and nuts. 


A gift like this is in the true holiday spirit, for Christ- 
mas is a feasting time. And it brings with it what ex- 
pensive store-bought presents too often lack, a kindly 
personal thought. For these delicious stuffed dates can 
be made at home by any woman, no matter how slight 
her knowledge of cooking. And at such a modest cost! 





GIFTS LIKE THESE ARE DISTINCTIVE. THEY'RE AFP®.OPRIATE FOR MEN AS WELL AS FOR 
WOMEN—FOR YOUNG OR OI.J)—OR IN-BETWEEN 


To receive such 
seasonal con rfections 1s 
50 unusual! 


ber child expects goodies in 
his Christmas stocking. The 
rich sweetness of dates appeals to 
children. The perfect digestibility of 
dates makes them an ideal, natural 
confection. Let your children find a 
package of Dromedaries in their stock- 
ings on Christmas morning. 

The bright yellow package with its 
Arab and his Dromedary, tied with 
red ribbon, is an effective Christmas 
tree decoration. And remember the 
nourishing dates themselves are better 
for children than candy. 


Date-Nut Candy 


1 package dates 

% cup walnuts 

% pound Dromedary Cocoanut 
1 tablespoon lemon juice 

¥% teaspoon grated lemon rind 


Date-Apricot Candy 


1 package dates 

4 pound figs 

% pound apricots 

% pound Dromedary Cocoanut 
1 tablespoon orange juice 
1 teaspoon grated orange rind 


In both recipes, run the dried fruits 
(also cocoanut and nuts) through a 
meat grinder. Moisten with fruit 
juice and knead in the rind. Roll out 
with a rolling pin into a sheet a quar- 
ter inch thick. Cut with very small 
cutter into rounds one inch in diam- 
eter—or roll into balls. 


As well as candy, a bright package 
of nourishing Dromedaries on the 
Christmas tree! 


The Dromedary Library 


The best ways to prepare and serve 
Dromedary Dates will interest every 
woman. That is why photographs 
have been chosen to illustrate the best 
ways to enjoy Dromedary Dates. You 
will want this new Date booklet, 
which is one of three in the Drome- 
dary Library. Fill out the coupon and 
all three will be sent you at once, free. 





with an Apron.”’ 





Tue Hitts BrotHers Company 
110 WASHINGTON STREET, NEW YORK CITY 


Please send me the Dromedary Library—3 book- 
lets with photographic illustrations and descrip- 
tions for preparing and serving Dromedary Dates, Dromedary 
Grapefruit, in cans, and Dromedary Cocoanut, by ‘‘The Lady 
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ANTA is on his way down the world’s chimneys with his loads of gifts, 
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» This One Gift 
_ Brings So Many 


some fitting, some ill-fitting. You who remember previous Christmas 


December, 1927 


Pleasures / 


experiences—the worrying over what to give, the shopping, wrapping, mail- 
ing—know why Santa is enjoying this short rest. But there’s still another 
reason: He has found a gift which will bring so many pleasures not only on 





Christmas morning but all the year! 


The little figures scampering over this 
things which are encompassed in this per 


pase suggest the profusion of good 
ect gift—yes, it’s a subscription for 


the Ladies’ Home Journal. And besides its complete household and fashion 
service, the Journal brings to the whole family such a wealth of fiction: 


Seven $2.00 Novels 


70 Dynamic 


In the year ahead, Journal readers will enjoy 
first, before their appearance in book form at 
$2.00 each, such outstanding novels as these: 


John Galsworthy, Swan Song 
Arthur Train, India House 
Sophie Kerr, Eve Goes On 


Albert Payson Terhune, Sea Dream 
House 


Joseph C. Lincoln, his newest Cape 
Cod novel 


And in the January number, the first to be 
mailed on a gift subscription, your friends can 
begin Arthur Train’s rousing novel of the Foreign 
Legion, The Horns of Ramadan. 

When you select a subscription for the Journal, 
youaresure of sending a gift that is entertaining, in- 
spiring, helpful; that ae increasing joy from this 
Christmas to next. In ordering it quietly at home 


Ladies’ Home Journal $ 


256 Independence Square 


Short Stories 


you save all the confusion of shopping in crowded 
stores, the bother of wrapping and mailing. 

And the cost is so low—only $1 for 12 big is- 
sues—you can add the Journal to other more 
expensive presents. 


Two Other Fitting Gifts 
For any Man— 


THE SATURDAY EVENING POST 
Weekly, $2 the year, 52 issues (Foreign $6) 


For any Rural Home— 


THE COUNTRY GENTLEMAN 
$1 for three years (Foreign $2.50) 


Order through any authorized representative, 
or mail your remittance now to the address below, 
giving your own name and address as well as those 
of the friends you select. A handy order form will be 
found in subscription copies of this issue. 


Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 


To Announce Your Gift 


To every person whom you 
delight with this most worth- 
while gift we will send, in 
your name, to atrive in the 
Christmas mail, a superb gift 
announcement. 

The small black and white 
illustration below only 
vaguely suggests the beauty 
of the full-size, full-color an- 
nouncement as reproduced 
from one of Maxfield Parrish’s 
most colorful masterpieces. 
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(Continued from Page 126) 


‘“‘T?”’ Orbison leaned more heavily upon 
the chair. ‘‘What am I making plain?”’ 

Claire came close to him, facing him; 
she disregarded the others. “‘ You know!”’ 
she said. “‘ You’ve thought from the first 
| was getting him into trouble. You said 
so, and you as much as said I was a little 
fool. You did!” 

““ No—I OE OED 6 

“You did!” she said passionately. 
“You thought it! You’ve thought all 
along that I was nothing but a little fool 
and now you think it’s proved! That’s 
what you’re making plain to me, Mr. 
Orbison, just as she made it plain how she 
hates me! Do you think I don’t see it?” 

Orbison answered her sharply. “‘There’s 
a rather badly 
smashed young 


He waited an hour; then he went to the 
door of the cell used as a salon by Mrs. 
Ambler and her daughter, and knocked. 

Claire was there alone. 

“My poor dear child,’”’ he said as he 
camein. ‘Do you think you could stand a 
lecture on invalids and what’s good for 
them—from a fellow countryman?”’ 

She looked at him gently. ‘‘My moth- 
er’s been wanting us to go away,” she 
said. ‘‘That’s what you mean, isn’t it?” 


XVIII 


HE little salon was between the two 
bedrooms, and both mother and daugh- 

ter slept with their doors open, because of 
a nervousness Mrs. Ambler felt about her 
heart. This was an organ without defect; 
but she was ill-persuaded of its soundness, 
and customarily 

es, spoke of various 





man down yonder 

in that hospital on 

the road to the 

sea,” he said. “It | 

seems to me you | = 

might be more | 

concerned with 

him than with 

other people’s 

opinion of you.” 
Claire stepped 

back from him so 

quickly and awk- 

wardly that it was 

almost as if she 

staggered, while 

her right arm and 

shoulder oddly 

made asemblance 

of the gesture of 

one who strives to 

shield his head 

from harm. And 

with that she be- 

gan to weep aloud. 


JourRNAL? 


“(xB t’’ SHE 
said. ‘“‘Isee! 





Giving Like 
‘Pleasure to Others 


OU yourself have enjoyed 

the Laprgs’ Home JourNAL, 
haven't you? You would not 
want to give up its sparkling 
stories, its beautiful pictures, 
its intimate life stories of big 
men and women, its amazing 
budget of helpful suggestions. 
Then why not pass on to 
others, this Christmas, what 
you have so much enjoyed—and 
give to each of your friends a 
year’s subscription for the 


It’s a gift that costs so little, 
yet brings pleasure and satisfac- 
| tion the whole year through. 


indigestions she 
had suffered as 
“heart attacks.” 
She was appre- 
hensive of such 
an attack coming 
upon her at any 
hour in the night, 
and wished to be 
able, even with 
a voice stricken 
possibly almost 
to a whisper, to 
summon her 
daughter. 

Thus, that last 
night of theirs in 
Raona, Mrs. 
Ambler not only 
could have spoken 
to Claire in little 
more than a whis- 
per, but she could 
also hear a sound 
as small as that 
from her daugh- 
ter’s room; and, 
waking suddenly, 








You hate me for— 
for not wanting 
you to think I’m just a little fool! Well— 
all right!”” She began to walk away; but 
she did not go all the distance to the hotel 
doorway. She stopped, came back toward 
Orbison; and, in a broken voice, patheti- 
cally sweet, like that of a quietly sobbing 
child, “I don’t care!’’ she said. “‘You— 
you did like one thing about me. I never 
meant to tell you, but you did like one 
thing I did. I did it for you. You said— 
you said it gave you the—the loveliest 
moment in the—in the greatest hour of 
beauty you’d ever known. It was—it was 
I that sang at the Greek theater for you. 
Andanyway, you did say—you did say you 
liked that!” 

Then, her slender shoulders heaving 
with the sobs that came faster and more 
convulsively as she went, she ran to the 
| doorway and disappeared within that por- 
tal of the ancient house of refuge from the 
world. 

Miss Orbison helped her brother to let 
himself down into his chair, where he re- 
clined, sighing, with a hand over his eyes; 
but immediately she made a sign to Eu- 
gene Rennie, and walked to a little dis- 
tance. 


“'T THOUGHT what you promised me 
4 might not be necessary,” she said hur- 
riedly, as the American joined her. “I 
thought the poor foolish little thing had 
done it herself and saved us the trouble, 
when Charles spoke to her like that. He 
did make it pretty plain that he saw how 
absurdly self-centered she was, I must 
say! I thought then there might be no 
need for you to speak to her; but since 
she told him she was the person who sang 
at the Greek theater, I’m afraid you must 
do it. He’s talked of it again and again; 
nothing in his life ever made such an im- 
| Pression on him as that voice, and now he 
knows it was hers—well, I’m afraid you 
must go ahead, Mr. Rennie. You'll try to 

make her understand?” 
| ia “Yes,” he said dejectedly. ‘I suppose 


Dieiciea all 











toward morning 
she did hear such 
asound. She listened for a little while; 
then she spoke. 
*‘Claire, are you awake?”’ 
“Yes,” 
‘Are you crying?” 
“cc No.”’ 
“Tt sounds like it.” 
“Well, I’m not,” the daughter insisted. 
“T shouldn’t think you would,” Mrs. 
Ambler said. ‘I should think you’d be 
glad to leave a place where they do such 
awful things as those ruffians did to poor 
young Mr. Liana. And you needn’t cry 
over him, either. He’s perfectly certain to 


get well.” 


“IT told you I wasn’t crying.” 


RS. AMBLER sighed and let her 
alone. No oneelse could have known 
in the morning how desolately her daugh- 
ter had wept, most of the night. Above 
all, no one would have guessed such a thing 
of Claire at noon when Miss Orbison came 
for her and took her to the invalid’s cell to 
say good-by to him. 

He sat by the open window listening ab- 
sently to the talk of his friend Rennie; 
the air out over the garden beyond them 
was bright with the strong spring sun- 
shine; but nothing anywhere was brighter 
than the eyes of the American girl as she 
came in and gave them greeting. She 
was charming, in her lively Parisian trav- 
eling dress of blue silk, as knowingly scant 
as any other of her dresses; her slim and 
rakish black slippers glittered below the 
fine long shapes of silk stockings that left 
some doubt of their being stockings at all; 
her silken blue helmet disclosed just two 
small curved glints of her fair hair before 
her hidden ears; and at her waist she wore 
a cluster of diminutive fresh pink roses. 

She spoke first to Rennie: “So sweet of 
you to send me these!”” She touched her 
bouquet as she sat down between the two 
men.: “The nicest possible bits of Raona 
one could take away! I’ll keep them, Mr. 
Rennie; and when you come to New 
York, some day, if you want a reminder 















“My presence 
shall go with 
thee, and I will 


give thee rest’ 


Exodus 33: 


eggs in your home— 
in a room where it will 
spread daily sunshine—there 
is “just the place” for a Mes- 
senger Sacred Calendar. 

The preference for Sacred 
Calendars is growing at a tre- 
mendous pace. Nearly four 
million of these popular cal- 
endars graced the walls of 
America’s homesin1927. Still 
more will be used in 1928. 

The art subjects for Mes- 
senger Sacred Calendars are 
gathered from the art centers 
of the world. Costly original 
paintings are reproduced in 
true colors for the adornment 
of your home. Separate art 
subjects and calendar pages 
for each month keep these 
calendars always new and 
interesting. 

The popularity of Messen- 
ger Sacred Calendars is due 
not alone to their richness, 
their beauty, but equally tothe 
appropriate scriptural quota- 
tions selected for each day of 
the year. What a wholesome 
atmosphere these calendars 
impart—especially where 
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there are children! What good 
cheer they radiate in every 
home! What an inspiration 
they lend to every day! 

Messenger Sacred Calen- 
dars may be obtained from a 
local distributor in your com- 
munity. The art subjects and 
color work in each calendar 
represent thousands upon 
thousands of dollars. To be 
sure of getting the genuine 
Messenger art subjects, look 
for the imprint and copyright 
mark of the Messenger Pub- 
lishing Company on every 
calendar. Ifyoucannot obtain 
a Messenger Sacred Calendar 
in your community, use cou- 
pon below. 


“eMessenger 
Sacred Calendars 


IO! 


Canada, 35 cents - British Isles, 1/3d 














To _Merchouts pote 


Other “Business Houses 


Sacred calendars, with your name im- 
printed, advertise for you and culti- 
vate the good will of your customers 
in a manner attained by no other 
calendar. Here is a really distinctive 
type of calendar—beautiful to both 
eye and mind—that will never fail to 
win a place in the recipient’s home, 
and remain there 365 days during the 
year. We have a proposition which 
you ought to know about. Check 
the coupon and mail it today. 





PLACE [X] IN PROPER BOX 


Messenger Publishing Company 
5932-44 Wentworth Ave., Chicago, III. 


fi I enclose_______in stamps for which please send 
_____1928 Sacred Calendars (30 cents apiece—35 
cents in Canada). 


Cc Please send details of your plan for supplying 
Sacred Calendars with my name Hh Pore. 


business is__ 





My 





Name. 





Address. Peau 
City and State. 
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ENTIRELY NEW... 
AND 
EXCEEDINGLY 
SMART! 





PATTERN 











—for your 
fitted bag, too 


- 


Jottet ware 


LOOK FOR THE NAME-THE SAFEGUARD OF QUALITY 





















FLEURENE MERCEDES 


This pretty step-in clings to the 
slenderest heel. Made in patent 
leather, black kid, burnt oak tan 
kid and black satin. 


Beautiful cut-out tongueless tie, 
for the high-arched, slim-heeled 
foot. In patent leather, black 
glazed kid and whippet tan kid. 






“he 
CAAAAAAAAAAAAAAD 


Cinderella sizes for Cinderella feet 
MADE-TO-MEASURE FIT IN READY-TO-WEAR SHOES 


MALL, dainty feet are not a problem to 
the woman buying Wilbur Coon Shoes, 
for these charming shoes are made as small as 


size 2144, in widths AAAA to EEEEE and 


even in sizes 1,114 and 2 
in widths A to E 


Small sizes are so hard to find because not 
many women have a small foot. But here at 
the factory we carry all sizes ready to ship. 
Your nearest Wilbur Coon dealer will show 
you models especially good in small sizes. If 
he cannot fit you at once we will ship your 
size on the day we receive his order. They will 
be our famous special measurement shoes, 
with A ball, AA instep, AAA heel or any other 
special measures. Most models $8 to $11. 


CE) ViEConS EE) 


More than 200 sizes, all 
an special measurements, 
especially for the unusual 
foot. If you have. trouble 
being fitted go to any Wil- 
bur Coon dealer. Write 
for name of nearest one. 






Send your 
name and address 


for this free book 





Reg. U. S. Pat. OFF 
39 Canal Street Rochester, N.Y. 











of your lovely garden here, I’ll show them 
to you.” 

“Dear me!” Orbison said. ‘‘That’s an- 
other advantage owning a villa gives a 
chap over one who merely sojourns at a 
hotel—a villa can have a garden. There 
isn’t a florist in Raona, unfortunately.” 

“Mr. Orbison!”’ Claire laughed. “I'll 
remember you without your sending me a 
going-away ‘corsage’!”’ 

“‘T hope so.” 

“You know darn well I will!” she said 
gayly. “I’ve certainly been brazen enough 
in showing you the devastating impres- 
sion you made on me from the first. I’ve 
really pursued you in the most unmaid- 
enly way, and I’m afraid I’d keep right on 
doing it if we were going to stay any 
longer. Fortunately for you, my mother’s 
been simply dying for weeks to get back to 
Paris, and yesterday evening she reached 
such a climax of rebellion she just broke 
my spirit and I gave in. Lucky for you, I 
did!”’ 

“No,” he said. ‘I don’t think that’s 
very lucky for me, Miss Ambler.” 


HAT? Not even after the scene I 
made yesterday afternoon because 
you scolded me for something I darn 
well deserved to bescolded for? Youdon’t 
think you’re lucky, even after that?’”’ 

“No,” he said slowly. ‘Not even 
after—anything!”’ 

For an instant, as he said this, she looked 
startled; then she laughed. ‘‘ Well, then J’m 
the lucky one to be going, Mr. Orbison.” 

77 Why? ” 

“Well, you see,”’ she answered merrily, 
in the manner of a little belle who co- 
quettes with her grandfather, “‘if 
I stayed much longer I might 
be getting ‘oo serious about 
you! Just think how far 
it’s gone with me al- 
ready !”’ 

‘Haste’ 

“*Has it!’ Dear 
me! Didn’t I confess 
to you yesterday I 
sang the Pastorale 
that night at theGreek 
theater absolutely for 
you? I did! Absolutely! 
If you don’t believe me, 
you can ask my mother. I 
told her when I came 
home that night; and this 
is the honest truth, Mr. Orbison, I said, 
‘That nice Mr. Orbison was there and he 
hasn’t taken the trouble to meet us; I 
think maybe he would if he knew I sang 
the Pastorale just to make him!’” And 
with that her laughter tinkled out in 
childlike merriment. ‘ But it didn’t make 
you. After all my trouble! If I hadn’t 
eavesdropped when you were talking to 
your sister I’d never even have known you 
liked it at all! Ofcourse Arturo Liana was 
with me there, and he felt a little gratitude, 
too, Mr. Orbison!”’ 

Orbison’s troubled expression altered 
into something like a wondering dismay; 
but he contrived to laugh. ‘‘Everybody 
was grateful. You mustn’t think I took so 
beautiful a thing as that all to myself just 
because you said it was for me!”’ 


LAIRE seemed to be as light-headed 

as she was light-hearted. ‘‘ Murder! 
What I said? My mother tells me, I don’t 
know how many times a day, that if I had 
to be held responsible for everything I say, 
I'd be guillotined! But don’t you think I 
didn’t mean a great big part of it, for you, 
Mr. Orbison; I did, honestly! Honestly, 
I thought of you while I was singing it 
and wondered if you liked it, and that’s 
true anyhow, absolutely!”’ 

She jumped up briskly and put forth her 
hand to Miss Orbison. “‘Good-by. If you 
ever do come to New York, remember, 
you’ve promised on your word of honor to 
let us know. Mr. Rennie ——” 

“I’m going to be at the station,” he 
said. ‘‘We’ll say good-by there.”’ 

“How lovely of you!’ She turned to 
Orbison, and he took her extended hand in 
his cold long fingers. ‘‘Good-by,”’ she 
said cheerfully. ‘‘ You’ve been absolutely 











_ 4 


sweet to mother and me; I’m going to 
read Plato and everything. I hope you 
won’t forget us quite.” 

“No,” he murmured. “I’ll never ——”’ 

““You’re lovely to say so,’”” she said. 
‘“We won’t forget you either. I never will, 
Mr. Orbison. Good-by—and thank all of 
you for everything!”’ 

Her cheeriness continued till the door 
had closed upon her and the continuously 
accompanying sound of half-laughter with 
which she expressed her high cordiality. 
But Rennie thought her voice had shaken 
a little when she said, “I never will, Mr. 
Orbison’’; and Orbison himself, as he 
sank down upon his chair, had a disturb- 
ing impression that her hand had trembled 
within his loose and feeble clasp. 


E SAT staring out of the window, 

while his friend, watching him, thought 
the look upon his face the most deeply puz- 
zled, and yet the most melancholy, he had 
ever seen upon it. Eugene Rennie’s own 
look, as Orbison did not observe, was one 
of growing doubt and sharp compunction— 
the look of a man who finds himself in- 
volved in what he fears may prove to be, 
in the end, a grave mistake. 

Miss Orbison had no such expression. 
She was serious, but not doubtful; and 
she began briskly to talk casual common- 
places with the anxious caller. 

He stayed with them half an hour 
longer; then got to his feet, saying that it 
was time for him to be on his way to the 
station. 

Orbison, who had not spoken since 
Claire left the room, turned his head and 
stared vaguely at his departing friend. 

“We didn’t find out, Eugene,’’ he 
said. 
“Didn’t find what out?” 
“We didn’t find out what 
was in that pretty little 
head. And now we'll 
never know; but I’m 
sure—I’m sure — 
“"“Yes?’’ 
“In spite of all her 
lightness and her self- 
centered youthiful- 
ness ”” Orbison 
paused again. ‘‘I’msure 
it was fine and sweet—in 
spite of anything!”’ 

XIX 

HE station at Raona is by the water, 

and the road down from the great cliff 
to the sea level is one that in a photograph 
seems to be an interminable gray ribbon 
strewn back and forth upon the landscape. 
Rennie drove down in a donkey cart he 
owned, and he was late. When he arrived 
upon the platform the passengers were all 
aboard and the train was slowly beginning 
to be in motion. He looked up and down 
the length of it, disappointed. 

“Mr. Rennie! Mr. Rennie!” 

Claire had seen him, and she called 
loudly from the open window of a wagon- 
lit compartment. 

“Mr. Rennie! Here, Mr. Rennie!” 

Helooked again, then, catching a glimpse 
of a waving hand, saw framed in the open 
window the face he sought. Upon it were 
the glistening streaks of heavy tears; but 
her eyes were wide and staring with an 
anxiety more poignant than her grief. 
The train was moving faster. 

“Mr. Rennie!’’ she screamed. ‘Mr. 
Rennie!’’ He ran toward her, and for a 
few seconds maintained a pace as rapid as 
the train’s. She leaned from the window 
and seized his uplifted hand. 

“Did I get by with it?’’ she gasped. 

“Yes! God bless you!” he cried, and 
their hands were parted swiftly. 

Her mother pulled her back into her 
seat. ‘‘Do you want to get your head 
taken off?” 

“It seems so strange,” Claire said, and 
uselessly applied a soaked handkerchief 
to her eyes and nose. “It’s so strange, 
mother. I don’t understand it!” 

“For heaven’s sake, stop crying! It 
only makes you talk as if you had a cold 





(Continued on Page 133) 
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& 
Time of Times for this Gift of Gifts.. .for sixty yeais a cherished token 


of affection, and daily treasured as it ticked the time away... A watch 





wonderfully loyal, truly handsome, as chaste and exquisite as a cameo. 








An Elgin, for the pocket or the wrist, and at a price range most liberal. 











WATCHES TRUE ALIKE 
TO THE TIME-MINUTE 
AND THESTYLE-MINUTE 


Here are reproduced six out- 
standing Elgin models. Others 
may be had in generous variety, 
and at aprice range most liberal. 





Smartly rectangular in shape is this woman’s 
wrist watch—a 15-jewel movement in a 14- 
karat gold case that may be had either en- 
graved or enameled. The price is...... $60 





Unobtrusively thin is this Elgin pocket watch, 
but wonderfully accurate. It is a 17-jewel 
movement ina solid gold case 14-karat fine. It 
may be had in either white or green tone. $75 





This strap watch may be had in a variety of 
14-karat gold-filled cases—plain, engraved 
or enameled; while in dials, you have your 
choice of plain, silvered, or luminous. Prices 
Nate (COM. <ascewnessascced $35 to $52.50 





Studded with tiny diamonds is the 18-karat 
white gold case of this Elgin wrist watch, in 
which arresting beauty is linked with that 
accuracy common to all Elgins....... $150 





Strapped upon your wrist, this Elgin will serve 
you faithfully and creditably. The movement 
is 17-jewel, the dial luminous, and the case 
14-karat solid white gold. The price is $100 





Exquisite craftsmanship is quite apparent in 
this thin pocket watch—a 19-jewel move- 
ment in a case of 14-karat white gold. There 
are eight adjustments to insure accuracy. $150 
(Prices slightly higher in Canada) 
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GUARANTEED PURE 
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PURE FOOD PRODUCTS 
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“That's Real Pie” — 


Pie made with Heinz Mince Meat has that old-time home-cooked flavor, but is made in 
the quick new-fashioned way, because Heinz does most of the work. 

From all over the world come good things to go into Heinz Mince Meat:—care- 
fully selected spices bought by Heinz own buyers in far-off lands where they grow best. 
Plump Raisins —“Four Crown” Valencia from Spain. Grecian Case Currants. Candied . 
Leghorn Fruits—Citron, Orange Peel, Lemon Peel. Big red Apples. Cider. Prime Beef. | 
All carefully selected, carefully prepared, carefully blended by Heinz. 

With Heinz Mince Meat you can make—with no trouble. at all—the very best pie 
your family ever ate. The taste is the test - When in Pittsburgh visit the Heinz Kitchens 


HEINZ MINCE MEAT 


HEINZ PLUM PUDDING HEINZ FIG PUDDING 


Once upon a time women had to spend hours to This delicious dessert is made of choice, luscious 

make a plum pudding as good to eat as this. Now Smyrna figs. Just heat it a few moments and serve. 

they buy Heinz Plum Pudding, heat it a few min- It is rich with fruity flavor, but very light and fluffy 

utes and serve it with one of the two delicious sauces and easy to digest. There’s a recipe on the label for 
which the label tells how to make. a delicious sauce. 


AND REMEMBER—HEINZ 57 VARIETIES ARE REASONABLE IN PRICE - H. J. HEINZ CO. 
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in the head. What don’t you under- 
stand?”’ 

“It’s so strange there'll be people there— 
in that garden—year after year—just as 
we were. They'll come there and never 
know anything happened there. . . . 
There'll be people there, looking down 
over that cliff at the sea a hundred years 
from now. It’s so strange ——”’ 

“Yes, of course there'll be people 
there,”” Mrs. Ambler said. ‘‘Probably a 
thousand years from now; they were 
there a thousand years ago, and three 
thousand for that matter. It’s an ever- 
lasting sort of place. Do you think it does 
any good to cry about it?” 

But she knew what her daughter was 
crying about, and her sharpness was tact- 
ful. She said no more, but 
took up a book and read, ap- 
parently paying no attention 
to anything else. Claire was 
silent, sitting motionless, and, 
as the afternoon waned, her 
mother, glancing at her al- 
most imperceptibly, saw that 
her eyes were dry. She was 
pale, but her breathing was 
quiet and not troubled by the 
little starts and catches that 
had beset her during the first 
hour of their journey. 


HE train stopped at the sea- 

port town of Castrovecchio; 
and when it went on again they 
heard American voices in the 
next compartment—voices of a mother 
and her son, it became evident. A little 
later, a youth of twenty-four or there- 
abouts appeared in the corridor, lounging, 
enjoying a cigarette and looking out of the 
window opposite the Amblers’ open door. 
He was tall, of an athlete’s figure, comely 
of face, well-advised in dress, and his air 
was that of a carefree and generally 
amused person. After a time his observa- 
tion wandered, and he was aware of the 
girl sitting in the compartment outside of 
which he took his pleasure. His awareness 
of her, indeed, was vivid, almost fervent. 
He looked full ready to be cordial. 

“T beg your pardon,” he said. “‘Does 
my smoking annoy you?” 

“Not at all,”” Mrs. Ambler assured him. 

“Are you sure?” he asked earnestly. 
“Does it annoy you in the least?”’ 

“No. It doesn’t come into the com- 
partment; it blows the other way.” 

“Well, I'll be glad to throw my ciga- 
rette away,” he said. ‘“‘I will if it annoys 
either of you.’”’ He looked anxiously at 
Claire and added: ‘Are you sure it 
doesn’t annoy either of you?”’ 

Claire did not even look toward him. 

“Well,” he said, still hopefully earnest, 
a if you’re sure you both don’t mind 
it ——” 

At that, Mrs. Ambler was a little 
amused with him and a little embarrassed; 
then, looking at her silent and motionless 
daughter, she was stirred by a faint anx- 
iety. Claire’s eyes, staring straight before 
her at the wall of the compartment, 
seemed to express a dangerous hostility. 

“No, no! Neither of us mind it at 
all,” Mrs. Ambler said hastily; where- 
upon, after coughing and murmuring 
‘Well ——”’ he moved away. They heard 
him speaking a few minutes later when he 
had rejoined his mother. The train had 
stopped at a village, and in the silence his 
voice, though not loud, was more audible 
than he knew. ‘Americans, yes. Frosti- 
est looking girl I ever saw!” 


‘ 


E WAS not wholly discouraged, how- 
ever; for after they were in motion 
again, he reappeared in the corridor, and 
the two ladies were conscious that upon 
the slightest sign to indicate they knew of 
his existence he would offer them the en- 
tertainment of conversation. 
_ Mrs. Ambler timidly considered offer- 
ing the sign; but a glance at her daughter 
dismayed her. 
“See here,”’ the mother said, when the 


| man had again been frosted into a 






departure. ‘I hope you aren’t going to 
keep this up too long, Claire.”’ 

“Keep what up?” 

“Now, now!’’ Mrs. Ambler protested. 
““There wouldn’t be anything out of the 
way in letting that good-looking boy talk 
to you. He seems very nice indeed, and as 
he and his mother are probably going all 
the way through, I don’t see ——’”’ She 
paused. “It might help to get you out of 
yourself a little.” 

“‘T don’t want to be got out of myself.”’ 


““T JOW long do you suppose it will be 

before you'll be interested in seeing 
something of pleasant young gentlemen 
again?” 

“‘T never will,” Claire said. ‘‘ Never.” 

“But if only on your own account 

“No,” Claire interrupted. ‘‘On their 
account is what I mean.” 

“Good gracious! You 
haven’t become precisely 
poison to gentlemen, my 
child!’’ 

“Yes,” Claire said. 
“That’s all I am.” 

Her mother urged no 
more, and the unhappy 
girl sat staring frozenly at 
the polished wall before 
her. Her thoughts were 

long and sorrowful, and after a 
while they became bitter, as 
well. The persistent youth re- 
turned once more to the corridor, 
and although he affected a man- 
ner of interest in his cigarette 
and the landscape, she was un- 
able not to be conscious of his ever-hopeful 
consciousness of herself. ‘‘Idiot!’’ she 
thought, addressing him. ‘Miserable 
sleek-haired little idiot! Thinking your 
awful prattle could be endured for an in- 
stant! Haven’t you got eyes?” 

She blamed him fiercely for not seeing 
her as she pictured herself to herself. In 
the autumn she had seen Clotilde Berin, 
the Parisian actress, play an abysmal trag- 
edy. Mlle. Berin was a tall black-and- 
white woman with gloomy black eyes 
under black brows, and, in the final scene 
of the drama, she sat, in black mourning, 
staring hollowly straight before her, over 
the heads of the audience, into an eternity 
of pain. And thus, to Claire, it seemed 
now that she herself appeared. She forgot 
her charming little dress, her pinkish gray 
stockings, her jaunty blue hat, and even 
her roses from Raona. What she imagined 
the young man in the corridor would see— 
if he had eyes!—was a long, black-haired, 
black-eyed, black-clad woman with adead 
white skin, staring forever before her. 
Couldn’t the idiot recognize a tragedy 
when he saw it? 


” 





HEN, with horror, she realized that 

her two natures were in conflict again; 
the tricky and malicious artist was at work 
within her even now, when she was in the 
midst of the deepest suffering she had ever 
known. In spite of her true anguish, she 
was thinking of herself as picturesque; 
and she was indignant with a cub of a boy, 
whom she had never seen before, because 
he did not perceive how picturesque she 
really was! And thus she reached the bot- 
tom of her despair: “‘No wonder I do such 
harm!”’ she thought. ‘“‘My very soul is 
artificial—and hideous!” 

But at night she lay in her berth in 
the train that still sped roaring north- 
ward—endlessly northward—and the des- 
peration of her will to return was so great 
that, conscious of her own absurdity, she 
entreated the iron tracks beneath her to 
change their course, curve backward and 
bring her again, in the morning, to Raona. 

“‘T’ve gol to go back,’’ she whispered to 
the soggy little pillow. ‘Ah, I want to see 
him again! I'll only just look at him. 
They’d let me do that, wouldn’t they?” 

Then she knew what she had given up. 
The morning could not bring her to Raona 
but it need bring her no despair of her 
soul. The artist within it had behaved not 
so badly, after all. 


(TO BE CONCLUDED) 








Pictured Encyclopedia 
For Children— 


Knowledge made interest- 
ing and yet kept accurate. 
The greatest forward step 
in the history of learning. 


F. E. COMPTON & CO. 
Chicago, III. 


1000 North Dearborn Street 
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No Watching 
No Stirring 
No More Ruined Kitchen Ware 


Never-Burn Hot Plates produce mar- 
velous results. Over a million satisfied 
users cook this new way. Now you can 
boil your baby’s milk without stirring 
or risk of scorching. Cook jams, jellies, 
chili sauce—prepare fruit butters, cus- 
tards, frosting, without watching or 
burning. Cook meats without grease 
or suet; vegetables with little water; 
bake potatoes on top of stove. 


= e 
Nothing Else Like It 

Never-Burn is the original device that abso- 
lutely prevents burnt food. A wonderful, sim- 
ple invention with patented metal ridges which 
control air circulation under pans while retain- 
ing intense heat and saving time. Heats in two 
minutes. Better than double boiler. Fits any 
stove. Cannot break or wear out. Every woman 
needs two or more. 


Merited Appreciation 


Endorsed by cooking experts everywhere. 
Thousands have written expressing amazement, 
satisfaction. 

Mrs. W. W. H. wrote recently: ‘I have two 

Never-Burn Hot Plates and I wouldn’t be 

without them, They have saved me so often 

from burning food. A neighbor borrowed one 
of my Never-Burns while making chili and 
when returning it said she wanted three, so 

I gave her your address and she sent in her 

order. I thought you would like to know how 

much Never-Burns are appreciated. I don’t 
hesitate to recommend them to my friends.” 


See Never-Burn at Your Dealer’s NOW 


Sold by thousands of hardware, house furnish- 
ing, department stores and druggists. If dealer 
can't supply you, write us. We'll ship at once. 
You'll never regret buying Never-Burn. It really 
frees you from kitchen—ends burnt food and 
pans—eliminates watching and stirring. 

See your dealer or write us today. Use coupon. 


NEVER-BURN HOT PLATE CoO. 
155 East Superior Street, Dept. 159, Chicago 








Dealers: Write for starting 
offer. _Never-Burn most amazing 
seller in experience of thousands. 















Dealer 
— Can’tSupply, 
Use this Coupon B 
ee ae en fo 
NEVER-BURN 

HOT PLATE Co. 

, 155 E. Superior St., Dept. 159, Chicago 


I can use one [ ] two[ ] three [ ] Never-Burn 

Hot Plates. Sendthem postpaid. I enclose $........ 

| (Indicate amount at $1.00 each. $1.25 each west }) 

of Denver.) If not satisfied, I understand I can 

return plates and you will return my money 
without question. 





Cit Fo eee 
Following is name of dealer who could not supply me: 
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HOME JoOurR- 
NAL Recipes 
Call for Level 
Measurements 
Using Stand- 
ard Measur- 
ing Cups and 
Spoons 











Letter Flousekeeping 


eA Department of (ookery and Flousehold Economies 


(conducted by Mitticent YAcKEY 


All Recipes 
Printed Here 
Have Been 
Successfully 
Made in Our 
Own Home 
Demonstra- 
tion and Test- 
ing Kitchen 

















Pfefferniisse. 





Lebkuchen. 


Belgian Cookies. 





2}]EVER is forehandedness so commendable 
as at Christmastime. It does give one 
such a comfortable feeling to know that all 
1] of the shopping and as much of the cooking 
as possible is finished and out of the way 
before the thrilling last-minute tasks are 
begun. Of course in the culinary prepa- 

= =! rations there are many things which simply 
can’t be imei in advance, but there are others which are all 
the better for a period of waiting after they are finished, and 
Christmas cookies, at least many of the delightful types of 
Christmas cookies of which I want to tell you, are among 
them. 

Some years ago a friend in Dresden sent me a collection of 
wonderfully delicious cookies, each packed in its own deco- 
rated tin box, tied with ribbons and wrapped in gay-colored 
papers. These cookies were the famous Honigkuchen of 
Germany and Switzerland, Holland and Belgium, and how 
I did enjoy them. Before another year I had wrested the 
secret of their making from foreign friends, and now I, too, 
send cookies in painted boxes to friends at Christmastime. 

Honey cakes as they are made in Nuremburg, which is 
most famous of all for its Christmas cakes, are based on a 
foundation recipe which calls for molasses and honey in 
equal parts, boiled together for a few minutes, then chilled 
with a small quantity of cold water, brought again to the 
boiling point, skimmed and left to cook, when flour to 
thicken is stirred in and the mass kneaded well. This may be 
done several months before Christmas; then a few weeks be- 
fore the great day the ripened dough is brought forth, divided 
into parts, and mixed with spices, seeds, fruits, chopped or 
shredded almonds, eggs in some instances, and so on. Then 
it is cut in various shapes and forms—circles, stars, hearts, 
animals, men—decorated to suit the individual taste, and 
baked. Sometimes the cakes are baked first and then orna- 
mented with icing, colored sugar, citron and nuts. The 
method is simple if any one should feel a desire to try it; but 
for those who would like to make just a few of the German 
and Swiss cakes to supplement the usual assortment of sand 
tarts and other cookies, with 
which we are all familiar, here 
are individual recipes that are 
excellent. f 











EBKUCHEN is one of the 
best of the honey cakes. To 
make it you will require: 


1 Pound of Strained Honey 
2 Cupfuls of Light Brown Sugar 
4 Cupful of Water 
4 Teaspoonful of Soda 
44 Pound of Blanched and Shredded 
Imonds 
8 Cupfuls of Flour (About) 
\{ Pound of Citron and Candied Pate 
‘Orange Rind Shredded 
4 Teaspoonful of Cloves and Nutmeg 
1 pesspoonta of Cinnamon 
ggs 







Braunschweiger. 


By CAROLINE B. KING 


Boil sugar, water, and honey for five minutes, then cool 
and mix in the flour sifted with the spices and soda. Add the 
eggs, the almonds and the peel, work into a loaf, and leave 
two or three days to ripen. Work again lightly, adding a lit- 
tle more flour if necessary. Roll out one-quarter of an inch 
thick and cut in oblong pieces 1 by 3inches. Bakeona greased 
pan in a moderate oven—350° F.—for fifteen minutes. 
When cool, cover with transparent icing made by mixing 
one cupful of confectioner’s sugar to a paste with five tea- 
spoonfuls of boiling water and flavor with vanilla or lemon. 

Pflastersteine, or Cobble Stones, are made of the same 
dough. Omit the citron, orange peel and almonds, and shape 
into balls the size of walnuts. Then stud with a whole 
blanched almond on either side and bake for twenty-five 
minutes in a moderate oven—350° F.—turning after the 
first five and again ten minutes later. 


RAUNSCHWEIGER is perhaps a more simple form 
of the honey cake. It calls for: 


2 Cupfuls of Brown Sugar 
14 Cupful of Honey 
lg Cupful of Butter 
4% Cupfuls of Flour 
1 Teaspoonful of Cinnamon 
\% Teaspoonful Each of Cloves 
and Mace 


: ieee of Soda 


1 er of Lemon Juice 
1 — nful of Grated Lemon 


2 . . of Milk 


Mix the sugar with the honey and heat over a gentle flame 
until well melted, but do not boil. Add the butter, lemon 


juice and rind, and cool. Then combine with milk to which 
the beaten egg is added and stir into the flour sifted with 





Anis Platzchen, Carraway Cookies, Almond Rings, Self-Iced Cookies, Cinnamon Stars, 


Christmas Nuggets, Chocolate Nuggets. 








Cobble Stones. 





Almond Brot. 


Springerle. 


spices and soda. Let stand overnight and in the morning roll 
one-eighth of an inch thick, adding more flour if necessary. 
Cut into cakes two inches square and sprinkle with crushed 
rock candy crystals or granulated sugar. Bake ina moderate 
oven—350° F.—about fifteen minutes. 


FEFFERNUSSE are as hard as the proverbial nut 
when first made, but soften as they ripen. 


1 Teaspoonful of Ground Cloves ; 

1 Teaspoonful of Nutmeg 5 Cupfuls of Flour 
¥% Teaspoonful of Cinnamon 4 Eggs 
2 Cupfuls of Brown Sugar 


4 Teaspoonful of Soda 


Stir the brown sugar slowly into the slightly beaten eggs, 
then add the flour, soda and spices sifted and mixed to- 
gether. Roll a half inch thick and cut with a small round 
cutter, and let stand overnight on an oiled baking sheet 
to ripen. In the morning bake in a moderate oven— 
350° F.—for fifteen minutes and when cool frost with white 
icing. If desired, chopped almonds or citron may be added 
to these cakes. 


PRINGERLE are those engaging little cakes with the 

real Christmasy aroma that one sees in some of the 
shops at holiday time. The ingredients are few and simple: 
2 or 3 drops Anise Oil 


14% Cupfuls of Flour 
Pinch of Salt 


2 Eggs 
1 Cupful of Powdered Sugar 


The true German cook beats this mixture for exactly 
one hour. Start by beating the egg whites until'just frothy, 
and continue the beating while very gradually sifting in 
three-quarters of the sugar. Add the remainder of the 
sugar in the same way to the well-beaten egg yolks, then 
combine the two mixtures and beat for the remaining part 
of the hour. Add the flavoring and fold in the flour, sift- 
ing it on lightly a little at a time. Next roll it out about 
one-quarter of an inch thick, and press the springerle board 
well into it or a rolling pinon which the forms are marked. 
Cut the cookies apart, and leave them to dry overnight. In 
the morning bake in a moderate oven—325° F.—about twenty 

minutes. Springerle are very 
hard when first made, but grow 
tender as they ripen. 


ELGIAN COOKIES, which 

are said to be the favorite 
Christmas cake of Albert, Bel- 
gium’s gallant king, are made 

' from the following ingredients: 


1% Cupfuls of Brown Sugar 
: Cupful of Butter 
2 Well-Beaten Eg: ees 
1 Tablespoonful of Boiling Water 
¥% Teaspoonful of Soda 
¥% Teaspoonful of Vanilla 
31% Cupfuls of Flour (About) 
14 Pound of Blanched Almonds 


(Continued on Page 142) 
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UST as it is the ambifion of every 
child to own a candy store and eat 
Nay) sweets to his heart’s content, so is it 
bree (9'4| the highest aim of an amateur candy 
4491) maker to produce chocolates of com- 
mercial perfection. For an amateur candy 
maker to be told that her chocolates look as if 
they were made by a professional is the highest 
compliment she can receive. 

Most of us greatly prefer the fudge, penuchi 
and divinity that we can make ourselves to 
any that we can buy, but many of us who have only just 
tried chocolate dipping are convinced that it is a real art 
based upon well founded scientific facts which we must know 
in order to secure anything like satisfactory results. 

Chocolate dipping, like any other art, requires much 
thoughtful practice to assure skill and perfection in it. Like 
the boy who, when asked if he could play a violin, replied, “I 
don’t know, I’ve never tried,’’ so, one who has never tried 
chocolate dipping has no idea of the ease or skill with which 
she can do it or what results she can obtain, but anyone who 
really wants to learn how can, if she will follow the rules that 
underlie its success. However, the amount of practice re- 
quired to attain perfection in chocolate dipping depends 
somewhat upon personal technic. If you want to test 
your ability in this line or improve your skill in chocolate 
dipping, take heed of the following suggestions: 

First, be sure to have the right kind of chocolate. Ordi- 
nary cooking or sweet chocolate will not do. A special coating 
chocolate, manufactured for this purpose, may be pur- 
chased from special confectioners or grocers. There are many 
brands and grades, and, in making your selection, choose a 
good quality. If you do much dipping, you will want both 
sweet and bitter—sweet for covering nuts and fruits, and 
bitter, or a mixture of both, for coating sweet centers. 
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Winter Temperatures Desirable 


NOTHER matter of the utmost importance is the control 
of temperature of both the room in which the dipping 
is done and the chocolate itself. In candy factories, the 
temperature of the room is regulated by brine pipes, and the 
humidity is carefully controlled. At home we must have a 
dry cool room, the temperature of which should not be above 
60° F. Also take precaution not to have other cooking going 
on in the room at the time you are dipping chocolates, for 
escaping steam will cause the chocolate to be gray streaked. 
The temperatures at which the chocolate is melted and at 
which the centers are dipped are, if possible, even more im- 
portant than the temperature of the room. This is all due to 
the fact that the fat in chocolate is in an emulsified form; 
that is, it is evenly distributed through- 
out. When the chocolate is overheated, 
the fat rises and separates out, causing 
light spots, which ruin the chocolates. 
Have you ever noticed how quickly 
the heat of the fingers will cause choco- 
late to inelt? This shows what a very low 
temperature is required, so melt it slowly 


and allow plenty of time. Put lukewarm 
water- 110° F.—in the bottom of the 
double boiler and put the chocolate cut in 
small ; \eces in the upper part over 

It. Is not try to work with less 

than one pound of chocolate at a 

time, «id two are better, for the 

more you have melted, the 


longer the temperature will 





PTR ERS, TERS ORS ME Ee IEF EE ES 


Fruit paste and fondant centers offer a splendid variety of shapes and flavors. 


LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 





(Shocolate Dipping 


With Ease 


By RuTH L. PARRISH 


remain just right for dipping. While melting, stir often so 
that the chocolate around the sides and on the bottom will 
not get overheated, and, for the same reason, never heat the 
water over the flame. On the other hand, if the water gets 
too cool, pour some out and add hot water to bring the tem- 
perature back to 110° F. The temperature of the chocolate 
itself should not go above 95° F.—slightly cooler than body 
heat. Keep two pots of chocolate in use so that when you 
start dipping you can use first one and then another without 
stopping to wait while remelting the chocolate. The original 
melting will require quite a long time during which the 
centers may be molded and all the necessary equipment 
arranged ready for use. 

Arrange the centers to be dipped on your left, the choco- 
late directly in front, and on the right have heavily waxed 
paper placed on trays or oilcloth-covered boards upon which 
to drop the chocolates. The dipping may be done in the 
upper part of the double boiler or the melted chocolate may 
be poured into a bowl, which many people prefer, as its curved 
sides enable one to work very rapidly because you can see 
better what you are doing and can slip the fingers in and out 
more quickly than from a straight-sided double boiler. 

For a small amount of dipping, the chocolates may be 
dropped onto heavy waxed paper. Oilcloth-covered boards 
are better, however, as the oilcloth does not wrinkle and 
gives a smooth glossy finish to the base of the candy. These 
boards are of added convenience in handling the candy be- 
cause they serve as trays. 

When the chocolate is melted, it should be taken from the 
water and worked until perfectly smooth and of the right 
consistency for dipping. This is done simply by rubbing it 
against the sides of the bowl with the fingers while stirring 
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Another good combination for one packing is chocolate-coated candied fruits and nuts. 


around and around in order to make it perfectly 
smooth and free from lumps. After a little 
practice one can tell by the feeling of the choco- 
late just when it is ready to use. If used while 
still warm, it will be too thin and will run off the 
centers, making a light coating on the top and 
sides of the candy and a projecting base. On 
the other hand, if it is too cool, the coating will 
be much too heavy and rough in appearance. 
The chocolate coats best when at a tempera- 
ture of 85° to 88° F. and is then ready for a test 
dipping. The coating on the center dropped for testing pur- 
poses should be perfectly smooth except for the swirl at the 
top, and the base should not project or be heavy, which de- 
mands that the chocolate harden quickly. 

When once the chocolate is ready to start dipping, work 
rapidly, for it does not remain at the desired temperature 
very long. Therefore, the materials and utensils must be 
properly and conveniently placed beforehand or the choc- 
olate will become cool while you rearrange your equipment. 
When it does become too cool for further dipping, when 
actually in use, scrape it into the double boiler and remelt it 
as slowly and carefully as at first. As long as chocolate is not 
overheated it may be remelted and used over and over again. 

The dipping can be done with the fingers, a fork, or a 
regular candy dipper. Drop the center into the chocolate 
with the left hand, press it down with the right hand until 
completely covered, then lift out, wiping the excess chocolate 
on the side of the bowl. Drop the covered center on the 
oilcloth-covered board or on heavy waxed paper placed on 
atray. As the candy leaves the fingers there will be a little 
thread of chocolate which by a simple twist of the wrist gives 
the professional looking swirl on the top of the candy. 
Much practice is required to give the interesting and varied 
swirls characteristic of a box of assorted chocolates. 


Nuts and Fruits Easily Dipped 


HE centers must be completely covered, for if there is the 

tiniest opening, or if the coating is thin, the center will 
ooze out. This is true not only of creamy centers, but of 
caramels and nougat as well. A sticky drop thus formed on 
the outside of the candy spoils the appearance and keeping 
qualities of the whole box. 

As soon as the candy is dipped it should be placed in a cool 
room and kept at an even temperature, or it may be placed in 
the warmest part of a refrigerator until perfectly firm, then 
packed in a box. 

Nuts are much easier to dip than cream centers. It is wise, 
therefore, for beginners to start with these. The larger nuts 
may be dipped singly with a fork, but the smaller ones should 
be hand-dipped and dropped in clusters. 
A fork cannot be used for the clusters as 
the nuts separate in the chocolate. If you 
are not pleased with the finished products, 
the covered nuts may be put back into 
the double boiler and the chocolate melted 
from them. They may then be redropped. 

Almonds should be blanched and slightly 
toasted before they are dipped, and all 
nuts are improved for dipping if crisped in 
a slow oven a few minutes. 

Raisins, candied cherries, pieces of 
candied apricot or pineapple are de- 
licious when chocolate coated and, 

like nuts, they are very easy to 
handle. 


(Continued on Page 142) 
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OU Can make 


better cake 


with 





Good tidings for every 


woman who bakes! 


You can make more delicious cake 
—lighter, more airy, more delicate. 


We present to you Airy FairyCake 
Flour, a finished product. Tested in 
thousands of cake baking experi- 
ments with every conceivable type 
of recipe. Approved by domestic 
science teachers, by Priscilla Prov- 
ing Plant, Good Housekeeping In- 
stitute, and countless home cake 
makers. Use it to make better cakes. 

If your grocer has not received his 
stock of Airy Fairy—use coupon below. 


COMMANDER LARABEE CEREAL CO. 
Minneapolis Chicago Kansas City 









This book contains 
over 100 new recipes 
for cakes for every 
occasion—all from* 
six simple founda- 
tion recipes. Many 
new birthday cakes. 





Commander Larabee Cereal Co. L-i2 
Clara Alden Spence, Director Domestic Science Dept. 
307 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, III. 

Enclosed is 50c (in Canada, 75c) for special offer: 

We will send you prepaid: 


Full size package Airy Fairy Cake Flour- - - - - 40c 
Airy Fairy Cake Decorator Set - - - - - - - - 25c 
Recipe book, “‘Cake Baking Made Easy”’ - - - 25c 


Total Value 90c 
ONLY 50¢ with this coupon 


My grocer’s name 


BER pa lc 
RMB cea ceases ee re eh eh aon each ack eh sts dp cook sg aA 
My name 


Ta ete aetna csassiavccsigs Gaataaiea i 


SPLENDID CHRISTMAS GIFT— 
({ sena $1.00 for two special offers described 


above, each packed in Christmas 
holly box. 
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suggestions for the Floliday Ftostess 


By INEZ 


74) HERE is probably no time dur- 

#4, ing the entire year when there is 
$3; SO much universal interest in 
#4| entertaining as there is during 
a=53) the Christmas holidays. The 
hostess wants something different, some- 
thing new in the way of appetizer, entrée, 
salad or dessert to enliven her luncheon, 
bridge or dinner party. The recipes given 
here have been selected with the thought 
in mind that from them the holiday host- 
ess may glean a new idea for one or more 
courses of her parties. 





MISTLETOE CANAPE. Make a paste of 
one-quarter cupfu!l of minced sardines 
freed from skin and bones, one tablespoon- 
ful of minced bacon crisply fried, and a 
little anchovy paste for flavoring. Spread 
on slices of stale bread cut in rounds and 
toasted on one side in butter. Decorate 
with mistletoe leaves cut from boiled 
green peppers which are nearer the shade 
of mistletoe than raw ones. For the ber- 
ries, use tiny pickled pearl onions. 

A tray of the mistletoe and holly canapés 
makes a most attractive and appetizing 
first course for the holiday dinner party. 


HOLLY CANAPE. Spread cream cheese 
on diamond-shaped pieces of bread toasted 
as above. On them arrange a spray of 
holly with the leaves cut from sweet cu- 
cumber pickles and the berries from pi- 
miento. Put a border of minced ham 
seasoned with mustard around the edge 
with a small pastry tube or with the tip 
of a knife. 


YULETIDE COCKTAIL. Cut one cupful 
each of half-inch cubes of pineapple and 
pears, and divide the sections of a grape- 
fruit in three or four pieces; combine and 
add one cupful of the fruit juices. Chill, 
and when ready to serve put in double 
cocktail glasses and sprinkle with green 
maraschino cherries, chopped, or small 
preserved green grapes. Fill the outer 
glass with ice and a little water colored a 
bright red with vegetable 
coloring; or, if you have me- 
chanical refrigeration, color 
the water before freezing it. 


CREAM OF MUSH- 
ROOM Soup. After 
washing and 
peeling the caps 
and stems of 
half a pound 





SEARLES WILLSON and Crit McRAE 


of fresh mushrooms, chop them with a slice 
of onion. Cook in one quart of beef or 
veal stock twenty minutes or until tender 
and rub through a sieve. Stir one-quarter 
cupful of flour in the same quantity of 
melted butter and when it froths add half 
a cupful of cream and the mushroom 
purée. Season with salt, pepper and a 
little lemon juice. Reheat and serve gar- 
nished with a tablespoonful of whipped 
cream sprinkled with papriks 


TURKEY TIMBALES may well grace any 
company luncheon table and they offer 
an exceedingly good use for the holiday 
hostess to make of left-over poultry. Add 
one-quarter cupful of dried bread crumbs 
to two tablespoonfuls of butter, and, when 
frothy, pour in two-thirds cupful of milk. 
Bring to the boiling point, then stir in one 
cupful of finely chopped turkey mixed with 
two slightly beaten eggs. Season with 
salt and pepper. Turn into buttered indi- 
vidual molds and set in a shallow pan of 
hot water. Bake in a moderate oven— 
350° F.—thirty-five minutes or until firm 
in the center. Unmold and serve with a 
cream sauce made by simmering two 
tablespoonfuls of minced green pepper 
and one teaspoonful of minced onion in 
four tablespoonfuls of butter until the 
onion is clear and the pepper is tender. 
Add three tablespoonfuls of flour and stir 
until it froths, then gradually add two 
cupfuls of milk and cook gently five to ten 
minutes. Season with salt and pepper. 


TURKEY ALAGIBSON. Arrange slices of 
the white meat of turkey on a layer of 
cooked noodles placed in a shallow but- 
tered baking dish which may be used at 
the table. Pour over this a sauce made by 
cooking half of a minced green pepper un- 
til tender in two tablespoonfuls of butter. 
Add one and a half tablespoonfuls of flour, 
and, when frothy, stir in one cupful of 
milk, one pimiento cut in narrow strips, 
and one-quarter cupful of grated cheese. 
Salt and pepper to taste. When smooth, 













vet PULLE! 





Turkey timbales may well grace any company luncheon table. 





pour over the turkey and noodles and cook 
in a hot oven—500° F.—until slightly 
browned, about ten minutes. 


CHRISTMAS SALAD. For each salad ar- 
range one slice of tomato half an inch 
thick on leaves of lettuce. Meanwhile 
have prepared a green pepper stuffed with 
cottage or cream cheese. Cut in slices 
about one-quarter inch thick and place on 
top of the tomato. In the center place a 
star-shaped piece of pimiento. If toma- 
toes are not available, a slice of tomato 
jelly can be substituted, having it a little 
larger than the green pepper ring. Serve 
with mayonnaise or French dressing. 


CRANBERRY AND CELERY SALAD. Put 
one quart of cranberries over flame with 
one cupful of boiling water. When the 
berries have burst, strain and add two 
cupfuls of sugar; boil five minutes. When 
it begins to stiffen fold in one and a half 
cupfuls of celery cut in thin slices. Turn 
into individual molds and chill. Serve on 
lettuce leaves garnished with celery curls. 


POINSETTIA SALAD. Make a plain lemon 
gelatin and color one-third of it green. 
Pour in just enough of the plain gelatin 
to cover the bottom of individual molds. 
When set, arrange pimiento on it in the 
form of a poinsettia, and add a film of 
plain gelatin. When set, add an inch more. 
When again set, add half an inch of green 
gelatin and chill. When unmolded the 
flower will be on top with a film of gelatin 
over it. Serve on lettuce with mayonnaise. 


IcE-CREAM SNOWBALLS. Remove va- 
nilla ice cream from the freezer with a 
rounded ice-cream dipper, in order that it 
may be round in shape. Roll in shredded 
coconut and serve in a stem sherbet glass 
in hot chocolate sauce. 


PINEAPPLE AND MINT-JELLY SALAD. 
Arrange a slice of pineapple on a bed of 
lettuce and garnish with half-inch cubes 
cut from gelatin colored 
green and flavored with oil 
of peppermint and lemon 
juice. In the center heap 

chopped celery and 

serve with French 

dressing. This salad 

is not only easy 

to make but 1s 

also very at- 
tractive. 


Ice-cream snowballs are equally appropriate for many occasions. 











——— 
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RY to remember, if you can, just what presents you received last Christmas, 

and who gave them to you. The chances are you will have forgotten both 
the giver and the gifts that were used up and thrown away. You will prob- 
ably remember clearly those presents that lasted—like Comfys, for instance— 
and have a kind thought for the giver every time you use them. 


You will be surprised to find how many whom you wish to remember can 
be made happy by this inexpensive, practical gift. For your women friends, you 
will find exquisite mules and d’orsays in dainty satins and rich, gleaming 
brocades, with high modish heels. Or soft, pliant leathers and cozy felts, with 
Comfy soles and heels as soft as a tiger’s tread. For men, the familiar felts and 
richly tinted leathers, with hard heels and soft soles. And for children, the 
most cunning little nursery boots and slippers in a variety of pastel shades. 


Every pair of Comfys is neatly packed in an attractive box. Your dealer will 
be glad to show you the genuine Daniel Green Comfys, and explain why they 
are superior to ordinary slippers. 

DanigEL GREEN Fett SHoECo. Main Street Dotcrvittz, New Yorx 
45 Years of Making Fine Slippers for Men, Women and Children 


Look for this famous trade-mark, or the name of 
Daniel Green on the slippers you buy. Daniel 


~~ 
Green styles are widely copied in appearance, but 
never in quality or workmanship. Any reputable 
dealer can supply you with genuine Comfys. 
: peo 
5 a ae Comfy alippers 
Comfy 











California Oranges 
~- Richest hia 
-+Finest Flavor 


Se hours by finding out all about the 
orange desserts you can prepare in this short time 


ORTUNATE that the juicy, fresh deli- 


ciousness of California oranges is available 
the year ’round in this country. 


Ten minutes, and you’ve made ready any 
one of many kinds of orange-desserts, all of 
which, you can be practically certain, the en- 
tire family will like. The orange carries its 
own appetizer in its organic mineral salts, so 
you can serve such desserts frequently without 
any thought of monotony. 

Another feature is that doctors and dietitians, 
more than ever heretofore, are urging wider 
use of orange salads and desserts for a new 
and important health reason. 

The common diet fault prevalent in this 
country today is eating too freely of the good 
and nutritious but acid-forming cereals, bread, 
fish, meat and eggs, without balancing these 


UNIFORMLY Goo bD book, 


California Sunkist Oranges 


QUNKIST Oranges from California are specially se- 
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the family 





Quick, delicious, healthful 
—Sunkist Oranges with bananas. 


venient, quick desserts and salads, therefore, 
you have the satisfaction of performing a health 
service in your home while pleasing everybody 
and saving your own valuable time. 

Let us send you a free book—‘‘Telling 
Fortunes with Foods,’’ which includes both 
normal anti-Acidosis and safe reducing diets 
and explaining Acidosis in detail. Clip the 


foods with proper amounts of vegetables, consen emi sallcndeuee 


fruits and milk (the alkaline reaction foods). 
The result is a condition known as Acidosis, 
which the Medical Profession now regards as 
one of the most frequent causes of most of our 
common ills. 


Aseeming paradox is that oranges and lemons, 
called “‘acid fruits,’’ have an alkaline reaction in 
the blood. Your doctor will verify this scientific 
truth. Physicians everywhere regard orange 
salads and desserts and orange juice as the most 
potent correctives of Acidosis that they know— 
first, because of alkaline reaction, second, be- 
cause oranges are so attractive to the palate that 
people gladly use them in adequate amounts 
and thus get a really active preventive or cor- 
rective effect. 






Are you 
‘‘under par’? . 4 


When you serve this luscious fruit in con- 


HE Medical Profession has come 

to a new conclusion regarding low 
vitality and other ailments which cre- 
ate an under-par condition. “‘Acidosis”” 
is the word on nearly every modern «loc- 
tor’s tongue. To you who a4 ( 
definitely ill we will send a new FREE 
“Telling Fortunes with Foods.” 
Mail the coupon. 






NEW EDITION OF SUNKIST RECIPE CARDS 


* . Check below offer you wish to accept. Forward filled-out 
Mail This coupon with money order or stamps. Offers good at these 














lected for their quality, yet cost no more than ordi- 
nary kinds. They are firm but tender, easy to peel, slice 
and segment, and the consistency is such that a fork or 
spoon readily cuts up the pieces in a salad or dessert— 
a quite desirable feature in such foods. 


“Sunkist” Oranges are chosen from California’s 
finest crops. They have been proved richer in the sol- 
uble solids that make oranges both healthful and delicious. 
And it is easy to identify them because the name 
“Sunkist” is trade-marked not only on the wrapper 
but now on the skin as well. 


© 1927 C. F. G. E. 


prices in both United States and Canada. 

OFFER No. 1--FREE--Valuable booklet, “Telling Fortunes with Foods.” 
Includes explanation of Acidosis and authoritative suggestion for 
its prevention and correction. Also furnishes normal anti-Acidosis 
and safe reducing diets approved by a famous diet specialist. 

OFFER No. 2--75 cents prepaid. Complete, neat oak box (no advertising 
on it); 100 blank and 23 index cards; 24 NEW Sunkist recipe cards, in 
color, showing original ways to serve oranges and lemons. .Also includ- 
ed without additional cost 7 valuable dietetic health-building menu 
cards prepared by experts. Fit standard box. * 

OFFER No. 3--10 cents prepaid. 24 NEW Sunkist recipe cards, in 
color, showing original ways to serve oranges and lemons. 

CALIFORNIA FRUIT GROWERS EXCHANGE 
Dept. 212, Box 530, Station ‘‘C,”” Los Angeles, Calif. 


Name. 








City. State 
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Using Thermometers for Candy Making 








Temperature (hart for (andy 


Fudge and Penuchi.......... 234° F. 
NN «6: <idead Qhcka at eee eee 238° F. 
Caramels... 0.63 Sus 246°F 
| eer rrr, | 
Brittles and Glacé for Nuts and 
eee s Sereres jy! 








A chemical thermom- 
eter, calibrated to 
goo° F., is very sat- 
isfactory to use in 
candy making. It is 
easily washed, but 
precaution must be 
taken in handling 
as it is also quite 
easily broken, 


In removing this 
thermometer from the 
candy, rest it on a 
damp cloth, but not 
on a cold surface for 
fear of breaking it. 
When the desired 
temperature has been 
reached turn off the 
Sire and remove the 
Saucepan from the 
hot grate. 


This mounted thermometer 
clamps on the side of the 
saucepan and should be 
moved occasionally to pre- 
vent the sirup sticking or 
scorching in that place. 


to use a thermometer he will have elimi- 


AN SOON as the amateur candy maker learns 


nated the guesswork in this very popular 


phase of cookery. 


So much scientific work has been done on this 
aspect of sugar cookery that there is little ex- 
cuse for waste of time, labor and money in se- 
curing homemade candies of high quality. If 
this is your ambition, resolve immediately to 
assure your’success by measuring the time of 
























A regular candy or cook- 
ing thermometer is pro- 
tected by a metal frame, 
but this adds to the 
difficulty in cleaning it. 





Test a new thermom- 

eter in boiling water. 

At sea level it should 
register 212° F, 


cookery in candy 
making with as 
much accuracy and 
precision as we have 
learned to measure 
the ingredients 
themselves. Even 
the most expert 
sugar-cookery chef 
does not depend 
upon his judgment 
in these matters. 


Do not risk haphaz- 
ard notation of tem- 
perature. In order to 
read a chemical ther- 
mometer with perfect 
accuracy, hold it 
halfway down in the 
sirup in the center of 
the pan and straight 
up and down. Each 
calibration indicates 
two degrees. 
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What every boy thinks about 
before Christmas 








caintianmnitmmimnes 









Look for this trade 
mark on the sled you 
buy 


.. . speeding down the snowy hillside on a brand new Flexible 
Flyer . .. steering ’round the “slow pokes’’, neat as you please 
. . . teaching bottom first and coasting ’way beyond all the 
others, for a record 

What a thrill for any boy or girl just to contemplate. And, how huge a 
thrill to realize on Christmas morning! 


Do not let your boy or girl miss all this healthful, outdoor fun. Give a 
Flexible Flyer for Christmas—the only sled every boy and girl knows by 
name. The sled they want—the strongest, safest, speediest sled made. At 


all good stores. 
S. L. Allen & Co., Inc. 
Dept. 21 Philadelphia 


Flexible Flyer 


The sled that really steers 





Portrait of a Clever Wife 


In some way he learned what every stylish 
woman would enjoy—the touch of gay per- 
fection—vivacious accent of color—which 
Whiting & Davis Enameled Costume Bags 
add to any gown. 
Clever women can arrange such “‘happenings’”—but 
clever men will take this Christmas hint from us— 
and surprise someone. 

Send for Free Portfolio showing new patterns 

for 1928 in full color, Order the one you prefer 

at any jewelry counter anywhere. 

WHITING & DAVIS COMPANY 


World's Largest Mecadectunets of Costume Bags, with which is associated 
Whiting & Davis ChainCompany, Manufacturers of Costume Jewelry for Every- 
one, Plainville, (Norfolk County) Massachusetts. In 


Whiting Davis Gostume Bags 


‘anada, Sherbrooke, Quebec. 


A Whiting & 
Davis Costume 
Bag. Frame 4” 
wide. 24 Kt. 
finished. 


“For Gifts That Last 
Consult Your Jeweler™ 
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Dishes taste better and cost less 
when you shop at Piggly Wiggly 


ew HUSBANDS Aven Dreamed — 
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WOMEN Could Achieve [t— 


—a new, special method of household 
buying that 1s sweeping the United States 


For years husbands have had the 
habit of taking it all for granted: 
these dishes they like to linger over, 
these meals fit for a king. 

Visitors from Europe have been 
amazed at what American women 
have done—at their ever-increasing 
skill in serving better food at lower 
cost. Yet only of late have husbands 
begun to realize just what it all means. 

Today women have accomplished 
one striking thing which men under- 
stand. In their big task of shopping 
for foods they are using the very 
method of buying which men in busi- 
ness hope for but seldom achieve. 

Because women have gained amaz- 
ing knowledge of actual values, be- 
cause they have the courage to rely 
on their own judgment, they have 
been able to sponsor a new nation- 
wide movement in household buy- 
ing. Within a few years they have 
brought into existence from coast to 
coast an entirely new type of store— 
Piggly Wiggly. 

Here, with no salesmen to persuade 
them, women make their own inde- 
pendent decision on every purchase. 


Through careful tests 
the best varieties of each 
food are sifted out by 
Piggly Wiggly from 

the hundreds 
on the market 









A SE RFCs 


Here they have the pick of the world’s 
markets assembled by experts for them 
to examine. 

Here they are assured of saving 
money on all purchases day by day. 


They choose for 
themselves—by themselves 


On the clean shelves of the Piggly 
Wiggly store, with prices plainly 
marked, women find the choice foods 
of five continents waiting for them 
to choose from. 

Think what a vast number of 
grades and kinds of each food are 
offered for sale in America today! 
Over five hundred different brands 
of mustard, for instance! Over one 
thousand brands of tea! What wide 
variations there are in quality and 
price! Out of all these, the “best 
buys” —the finest varieties of each 
food—have been painstakingly 
selected by the able men in charge 
of Piggly Wiggly. 

Taking what they please from the 
shelves, examining, comparing .at 
their leisure, women shop as they 


have always wanted to at the Piggly 


Wiggly store. 
There are no waits, no delays. You 
begin shopping and you stop, just as 


PIGGLY WIGGLY 


suits your convenience. You use as 
much time or as little as you like, 
for each purchase. 

How many good ideas for your 
menu come to you from the choice 
foods on the shelves! How satisfying 
it is to read the price tags hanging 
by every article and make compari- 
sons with other stores. 

Always you will find 
better values here 
The money you save every day at 
the Piggly Wiggly store is a big 
item. On all your purchases you get 
the advantage of Piggly Wiggly’s 
special plan of operation. 

A few years ago it was simply a 
good idea, a single store of a new 
type—this method of household buy- 
ing that has now swept the whole 
country. Today over 2500 Piggly 
Wiggly stores are serving the women 
of 824 cities and towns. Because it 
brings them the finest foods at the 
lowest prices, two million women are 
now using the Piggly Wiggly plan. 

For meals to please your family 
even more, for prices that will keep 
your husband even more cheerful, 
try out this new plan of buying. 
Visit the Piggly Wiggly store in your 
neighborhood. 
















An easy 
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The choice foods of the world 
at prices that will amaze you 
—in the Piggly Wiggly stores 





No waiting for clerks at 
the Piggly Wiggly store 


Examine what you please— 
choose what you like best 





The cost of your day’s shopping 
is much less at Piggly Wiggly 













way to 
STORES save money 
The finest kinds of each food 
All pri h ingi 
selected for you to choose from seek’ Canis Salues ee ye 
money at the Piggly Wiggly store . © 1927 P.W.Adv.Com. 
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Tomatoes were formerly called Love Apples and grown as an ornamental fruit. 


What Do You Kuow About It? 





ee}O YOU KNOW that tomatoes are rich in both vege- 


table acids and mineral salts? 





green vegetables. 


DO YOU KNOW that tomatoes contain three vitamins neces- 
sary for human growth and development? 











Tuis 1s Wuy they rank high among the protective foods. 
| | DO YOU KNOW that much of the nutritive material of the 
| tomato is found in the juice? 


Tuts 1s Wuy juice from both canned and raw tomatoes should 
not be wasted. 


DO YOU KNOW that the tomato is one of the few foods that 
when cooked retains its vitamins almost unchanged? | 

Tuis 1s Wuy canned tomatocs have almost as great a dietetic 
value as fresh fruit. | 

DO YOU KNOW that the addition of water to tomatoes 
canned in tin is considered an adulteration and is conse- 
quently illegal? 

Tuis 1s Wuy the liquid in the can is pure tomato juice and 
should not be thrown away. 

DO YOU KNOW that tomato juice has the same beneficial 
properties as orange juice and is an acceptable substitute 
for it in the diet? 

Tuts 1s Wuy both adults and children should be given toma- 
toes when oranges are unobtainable or expensive. 

DO YOU KNOW that canned tomatoes are a most serviceable 
preventive of scurvy for artificially fed infants? 

Tuis 1s Why strained tomato juice is recommended for babies 
fed on Pasteurized milk. 

DO YOU KNOW that canned tomatoes will for a time allay 
thirst as effectively as a much larger quantity of water? 
Tuis 1s Wuy canned tomatoes are generally included in the 

«“ = ”» e * 
desert ration” of soldiers and explorers. 


DO YOU KNOW that the acidity of the tomato makes it pos- 
sible to sterilize it with certainty and at a low temperature? 
Tuts 1s Why it is one of the easiest foods to preserve by canning. 
DO YOU KNOW that there is no canned vegetable so gener- 
ally liked and used in such a variety of ways as the tomato? 


Tuis 1s Wuy the commercial canneries have an annual output 
of more than 200,000,000 cans of tomatoes. 


Food-Faéts Information Service 
Ladies’ Home Fournal 




















y HILLIPS Milk 


of Magnesia 


SADA A ADABADAIAARLRY, 





For over fifty years “Phillips 
Milk of Magnesia” has had the 
unqualified endorsement of phy- 
sicians and dentists. 





“Phillips Milk of Magnesia”’ is 
markedly efficient as an Antacid, 
Laxative, and Corrective. 


Always insist upon genuine 
Phillips Milk of Magnesia. 




















Each bottle contains tested 
and proved directions; also 
authoritative list of uses. 





** Milk of Magnesia’’ has been the U. S. Registered Trade Mark of The Charles 
H. Phillips Chemical Co. and its predecessor Charles H. Phillips since 1875. 


THE CHARLES H. PHILLIPS CHEMICAL Co., NEW YORK AND LONDON 
















Mail the 
coupon be- 
low, with your 
name and address, 
to The Curtis Publish- 
ing Company, 260 Independ- 
ence Sq., Philadelphia, and 
you will receive, by mail, 
the cash offer which en- 
ables hundreds of our sub- : 
Miss Arvilla Readette scription representatives, both Miss Helen Barnes of 
finds it easy to earn ex- Ohio earned $71.25 ex- 
tra money in Connect- Men and women, to earn up tra in a single month 
icut. of spare-time work. 
to $1.50, or more, an hour. 


Easily Earned in Spare Time 


THE CURTIS 
PUBLISHING CO. 


260 Independence Square 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 
I’m interested in your 
spare-time cash offer. I Street 
don’t promise to accept 
it, but I wish you’d 
mail it to— 
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Imperial 


. LOUNGE ROBES 


o 
e7 


A Christmas Gift 
that Brings Comfort 
Throughout the Year 


A rayon brocaded lounging 
robe—an ideal gift which any 
man who loves comfort will ap- 
preciate—and ata price hitherto 
unheard of for such excellent 
quality. 

Only our enormous facilities, 
as the largest makers of robes in 
the country, enable us to offer 
this garment at a price within 
the reach of everyone. 


Ask for an Imperial robe 
from your nearest dealer—or 
write us specifying size (small, 
medium or large) and color 
desired — blue, wine, purple, 
brown or grey—and send check 
or money order for $5.95. The 
robe will be shipped to you 
direct. 


S. L. HOFFMAN & CO. 


World’s Largest Robe Producers 
1 East 33rd St., New York City 





December, 1927 














Are You 
an. 


“Independent” 


Wife? 


7 a little Nebraska village lives a 
woman who, like you perhaps, sets 
aside a certain amount of money every 
week to “run the house.” Sometimes this 
budget simply refuses to stretch far 
enough to include the little “extras” that 
every woman wants. What then? 

Well, this busy mother—Mrs. Emma 
Eggeling—easily finds time to earn the 
extra cash she needs! 


Earn the Money You Need for“Extras” 


When neighbors drop in or when she goes out, Mrs. Eggeling seizes 
every opportunity to say that she is prepared to forward renewal 
and new subscriptions for The Ladies’ Home Fournal, The Saturday 
Evening Post and The Country Gentleman. And how it does pay! 
How the extra money does help to balance the family budget! 


In Spare Time—Without Experience 


Scores of other busy women earn extra Surely you'll want to learn the details of 
money this easy, pleasant way—entirely in our money-making offer. No obligation. 
their spare time, near their own homes. Thecoupon belowwill bring them promptly. 











THE CURTIS PUBLISHING COMPANY 
257 Independence Square, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 


How can I turn my spare time into cash? 























(hocolate Dipping With Ease 


(Continued from Page 135) 


Surprisingly delightful centers can be 
made of a combination of fruits and nuts 
made into a paste. For one who craves 
sweets this is an excellent confection, for, 
although it is highly nutritious, it may be 
eaten in fairly large amounts without 
harmful effects. 

Any combination of dried or candied 
fruit and nuts that you prefer may be 
used. Dried prunes, dates, figs, and rai- 
sins, candied apricots and prunes, 
and walnuts, peanuts, pecans, 
or coconuts are among the 
most popular selections. 
An excellent combination 
is made by putting six 
whole candied apricots, 
twelve dried prunes 
(pitted), twelve dates 
(pitted), and one cupful 
of English walnuts 
through a food chopper, 
using a medium coarse knife. Sprinkle 
with one teaspoonful of lemon juice and 
one-quarter cupful of confectioners’ sugar, 
then knead into a paste. Press half an 
inch thick in a shallow pan. Turn out 
and cut into squares or oblongs and coat 
with chocolate. 

When cutting candies or fruit, or when 
shaping centers for dipping, always keep 
in mind that the chocolate increases the 
size greatly. It is necessary, therefore, to 
make the centers much smaller than you 
want the finished pieces to be. 

Nougat and caramels are easily dipped 
and may be made several days or a week 
before being coated and left uncut until 
ready to use. 

My favorite recipe for vanilla caramels 
is to mix together one cupful of brown 
sugar, one cupful of white sugar, half a 
cupful of light corn sirup, one cupful of 
milk, three tablespoonfuls of butter, and 
three-quarters of a cupful of condensed 
milk, and cook over a low flame, stirring 
constantly to prevent scorching, until the 







mixture reaches 248° F. If you are using 
the cold water test instead of a ther- 
mometer, drop half a teaspoonful into 
cold water, and when cold and as firm as a 
finished caramel should be it is done. 

Remove from the fire, add half a tea- 
spoonful of vanilla, and pour one-third 
inch ‘deep into a very slightly buttered 
square pan. When cold remove from the 
pan and turn right side up. With a long 

knife that reaches all the way 
across, cut the slab of caramels 
into perfect half-inch squares. 
Dip in bitter chocolate or 
in a mixture of equal 
parts of bitter and sweet. 

Soft centers of fondant 
are more difficult to dip 
than nuts, fruits and 
hard candies, but with 
practice even these may 
be well shaped and 
dipped. All the fondant centers should 
be the same size and all of a certain flavor 
should be the same shape. This makes 
possible a more attractive assortment, 
which adds interest to the box. 

To make centers which are uniform in 
size, shape the fondant on a board, in a 
long narrow roll with the hands. If the 
fondant sticks to the board or to the 
hands, a little corn starch or flour may be 
used. Cut the long roll crosswise into 
quarters and arrange in parallel rows far 
enough apart to allow for spreading in 
cutting. With a long knife, cut across all 
four rows into half, then each into half 
again, and repeat cutting until all pieces 
are the same size and small enough to give 
chocolates of the correct size. Shape each 
piece in the hands by making it first into 
a little ball and then flattening and shap- 
ing in the desired form. Fondant centers 
should be dipped soon after shaping, for, 
if they stand too long, they will dry out 
and will never ripen and soften sufficiently 
after being coated. 


C famous European (Ghristmas (cookies 


(Continued from Page 134) 


Melt the butter and sugar together, but 
do not allow to boil. Add the vanilla and 
well-beaten eggs, the flour and the soda 
dissolved in hot water, and then the 
almonds. Roll the dough about one-quarter 
of an inch thick, cut two inches square, 
and let stand overnight. Garnish with an 
almond and bake in a moderate oven— 
350° F.—for fifteen minutes. 


LMOND BROT is quite different from 
other foreign cakes, but equally deli- 
cious. 


1 Teaspoonful of 


2 Eggs 
1 Cupful of Brown Baking Powder 


Sugar 4 Teaspoonful of 
1 Square of Bitter Cinnamon 
Chocolate 2 Cupfuls of Flour 


Y% Pound of Almonds }% Teaspoonfulof Vanilla 


Beat the sugar and eggs together well, 
blanch then chop the almonds quite coarse, 
and grate the chocolate. Mix all the in- 
gredients together well, press one-quarter 
of an inch thick into a well-buttered pan 
and bake in a moderate oven—350° F.— 
for twenty-five minutes. While still warm 
cut into strips. 


NIS PLATZCHEN is a seed cooky of 
which the German Hausfrau has no 
end of tempting recipes. 


1 Cupful of Powdered ¥% Tablespoonful of 


E ~ aed YT — oer f Sal 
4 Eggs easpoonful o! t 
2 Cupfuls of Fiour 


Beat the eggs and sugar together in the 
top of the double boiler over boiling water 
until light and quite warm. Add the 
flour, sifted with the salt and anise seed, 


drop by spoonfuls on a greased pan one 
inch apart, and leave to dry three hours, 
or until a crust forms. Bake in a moder- 
ate oven—350° F.—for fifteen minutes. 


ARAWAY COOKIES are another 
variety of seed cookies: 


' 1 Cupful of Butter ¥% Teaspoonful of 


2 Cupfuls of Sugar Cinnamon 
4 Eggs 3 Tablespoonfuls of 
6% Sapeue of Flour Caraway Seeds 
1 Tablespoonful of Y{% Teaspoonful of Soda 
Rose Water A a of Hot Wate: 
4 Teaspoonful of Salt 


Wash the butter and cream with the 
sugar, then add the beaten eggs, rose 
water, and soda dissolved in hot water 
and the flour sifted and mixed with the 
cinnamon and seeds. Drop an inch apart 
on a greased baking sheet. Bake in a 
moderate oven—375° F.—about twenty) 
minutes. 


LMOND RINGS are unique in that 
chopped almonds take the place of 
flour. 


2 Copits of Blanched 3 Eggs 


and Finely 1 Ounce Each of Bitter 
Chopped Almonds and Sweet 
14 Cupfuls of Granu- Chocolate 


lated Sugar 1 Teaspoonful of Vanilla 


Beat the eggs and sugar together until 
very light and add the almonds, the 
grated chocolate and the vanilla. Let the 
dough stand a little while to stiffen, then 
shape with the hands in rings, bowknots or 
stars. Bake on a greased sheet in a slow 
oven—300° F.—about fifteen minutes. 


(Continued on Page 159) 
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Yet Mrs. Wynant D. Hubbard 
found the ripe banana just the nour- 


ishing food her small children needed. 


FO over a year an almost unknown section 
of Portuguese East Africa was the home of 
Mr. and Mrs. Wynant D. Hubbard, explorers, and 
their two small boys. 

Nerve-trying hardships were plenty. But 
Mrs. Hubbard’s biggest worry was to secure 
proper food for her children, tots of only two 
and three. In the tropics fresh fruits and vege- 
tables are absolutely essential to health. Yet 
the only sources of supply were the scattered 
native gardens. 

“My worty increased,” reports Mrs. Hubbard, 
“when the rains flooded the rivers and cut off 
communication. Our supplies were giving out. 
Yet orie thing gave me hope. 

I constantly saw native babies 

eating great, big, luscious ees Spas 
bananas—and native babies ew 
are fat, healthy little rascals. 

“So I decided to experi- 


PARTLY RIPE—When the 
tips are green, the banana should be 


LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 


eee 
s : 


“ 






















































































the fruit was perfectly ripe. The children digested 
the bananas with extreme ease. For the rest of 
our stay, the banana served as both fruit and 





TELL RIPENESS THIS WAY 


YELLOW RIPE—In this state FULLY RIPE — Even two-year- 
the fruit is readily digestible. Or olds readily digest the thoroughly 








ment by giving some bananas 
to my own small boys— 
taking care, of course, that 


cooked before it is eaten. These 

partly ripe bananas will soon ripen, 

in winter and in summer, however, 

if you just place them in a bowl 
in a warm room. 


can also be cooked in many appe- 
tizing ways as an entrée or dessert 
—as acustard, a pie, or baked as 
you would candied sweet potatoes. 


ripe banana. For when the skin is 
spotted with brown, the starch 
content has been changed by 
nature into nourishing sugars that 
practically melt in your mouth! 








vegetable, supplying all the vitamines and energy 
elements my growing children needed. 


“Today, back home again in New York, I 
know beyond any doubt that this fruit from the 
tropics is one of the most easily digested foods 
children can eat.” 


Like Mrs. Hubbard, many careful mothers have 
discovered the true food value of the thoroughly 
ripened banana. And they are serving this all- 
food fruit to their families in many tempting ways 
which are explained in Camille Den Dooven’s new 
book of recipes, “From the Tropics to Your Table.” 
Mr. Dooven has created for this book new ap- 
petite-teasing dishes, interesting to read about, a 
real pleasure to prepare. If you want to add new 
zest to the daily menu, send for this valuable col- 
lection of things good to eat. The coupon brings 
a copy to you free. 


UNIFRUIT BANANAS 


Reg. U. S. Pat. O 
A United Fruit Company Product 
Secnsaseil and Distributed by Fruit Dispatch Company 
FRUIT DISPATCH CO., Dept. 112, 17 Battery Place, New York 


Please send me a copy of your recipe book, “From the Tropics 
to Your Table.” 





LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL December, 1927 De 


For your Holiday Cakes and ABuddings - 


SUN- MAID PUFFED 
More of that fine old muscat flavor in seeded raistns that pour! 


SUN-MAIpD NECTARS 


The vineyard freshness of ripe grapes 
in raisins that are seedless! 


‘B-|| WO types of raisins, you know, are 

4 needed in holiday baking—in your dark, 
E ' rich fruit cakes, your steaming plum 
puddings, your pies and Christmas cookies. 


What you may not know, however, is that 
both kinds now are wonderfully improved. 


Instead of the old kind of seeded raisins that 
came all massed together, now you may have 
Sun-Maid Puffed, seeded raisins that pour! 
Their seeds removed without crushing the rai- 
sins or causing the juice to run, they bring you 
all of that rich muscat flavor for which you buy 


the seeded kind. 


And Sun-Maid Nectars are like no other 
seedless raisins you have ever seen. Tender, 
glistening, fresh! They seem more like the seed- 
less grapes themselves, picked full ripe from the 
vine. Even the fragrance of the fruit is held for 
you in Sun-Maid Nectars. 


Ask your grocer today for Sun-Maid Puffed 
and Sun-Maid Nectars. Use them in this sea- 
son’s baking and you will discover how to give 
your foods a sparkling holiday touch the year 
around. 





SUN: MAID NECTARS | 














Catch the fragrance of these Sun-Maid Nec- 
tars; it is the fragrance of full ripe grapes 
themselves. Put one to your lips. How tender 
for a raisin—as if the juice of the grape had 
suddenly jelled. But their flavor amazes you 
most—a grape-like freshness you never before 
tasted in seedless raisins 
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SUN-MAID PUFFED 


Sun-Maid Puffed pour from the carton, 
aremarkable improvement over theold 
sticky kind of seeded raisins that you 
have had to separate one by one. And 
Sun-Maid Puffed, you find, are plump; 
are filled with all the muscat richness 
of the grape. Infinitely better to cook 
with, these muscats with their seeds 
removed will also make more tempting 
your Yuletide bow! of fruits and nuts 








Sun-Matip NecTars in the red carton 


: 


¢ 





Sun-Matip PuFFEpD in the blue carton 
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tow to Make and Operate 
a Marionette Theatre 


(Continued from Page 17) 


same principle. Wood putty should be 
used for all modeling; the legs should be 
attached with a strong nail with a big head, 
leaving plenty of play. Do not attempt to 
give animal legs a bend at the knee. The 
tail—a thick piece of cord with the end 
slightly unraveled—should be loose. The 
neck and head should be flexible. In order 
to make a good neck, make it of cloth and 
attach like hollow stocking on head and 
shoulders. Inside 

of hollow stocking —_ 


widow), Daphne (the family cow), the 
Neighbor, the Giant, and the Little Hen. 
The Giant's wife is never seen. To per- 
form this little play effectively there 
should be at least four puppeteers and one 
producer. The producer is responsible for 
all the artistic effects as seen from the 
audience. He it is who smoothes out little 
difficulties about moving the dolls and he 
is supposed to make plenty of suggestions 

that add humor 





put a piece of wire 
twisted in spiral 
fashion. This will 
give great flexi- 
bility and help re- 
tain shape of neck. 
The legs have no 
strings attached, 
but head has sepa- 
rate control to en- 
able it to be lifted 
up and down and 
to shake. The tail 
should also have 
string attached 
(Figure 13). To 
move the cow, lift 
the front feet and . 
then the back feet; A 
always the feet | 
that are not sus- 
pended should 
touch ground and 
create a sort of gal- 
loping movement. 
To show the audi- 
ence that the cow 
is very astonished, 
let her sit down on 
her hind legs. 

The actual mari- 
onette stage may 
be constructed 
fairly easily. A 
folding card table 
is a good founda- 


$40.00. 


big gift. 


form. 


mas mail. 





cA Really Big 
Ghristmas Gift 


ductions of famous paintings, 
and the worthwhile material 
not published in books, would 
cost many more dollars. 
year’s subscription for 
the JourNnaL, then, is a really 
It will give your 
| friends the opportunity to 
read first all the stories, biog- 
raphies and articles which 
later are published in book 
And at only a fraction 
of their book cost. 

To each friend whom you so 
remember we will send an 
attractive Maxfield Parrish 
Gift Announcement, 
name, to arrive in the Christ- 


oie and life to the play. 
| His word should 
be final in stage di- 
rection. There is 
always one pup- 
peteer to one pup- 


pet and everybody 
has to memorize 
VERY year the books aan 
published from material Properties 
first appearing in the JouRNAL ‘4 
run into a value of more than N ORDER to 
The colored repro- produce Jack 
and the Bean Stalk 


successfully it will 
be necessary to 
build a few stage 
properties — two 
| back drops, some 
| side wings, a couch 
for the giant, a jar 
big enough to hold 
Jack, a fence, a 
| bean stalk, a well, 
a harp, a money 
| bag and a henina 
cage. 

The two ,stage 
settings with" azup- 






should give a‘ 
good idea of pr@# 
portion and treaé: 
ment. 


in your 








tion for a puppet 
stage. Place the 
table in a door opening; then select a 
strongly built kitchen table, thus forming 
a platform for the.puppeteers. Get three 
wooden sticks about oneinchsquare. Nail 
two of them to the side of the kitchen 
table and one piece across the top, making 
a frame for the back drops (Figure 14). 
Then construct a frame to be attached to 
the front of the door facing the audience 
(A, figure 14). The rest of the door should 
be screened with light-proof material. The 
frame should be made to fit the door and 
its opening governed by widthof door. A 
few pieces of wood and some cardboard 
cut out and tacked on will do admirably. 
Always remember that if you need card- 
board, get the pieces that come from the 
laundry in your father’s shirts. If youhave 
paints it would be well to try to decorate 
the front of the little theater. 


Stage Lighting 


OW regarding the stage curtain. The 

very simplest thing to get is an ordi- 
nary black roller shade. If possible, get a 
new one made with correct measurements, 
but possibly an old roller shade can be 
made to do. 

The lighting of the stage is very impor- 
tant. A standard electric lamp to light 
each side of the stage would be excellent. 
At times some red or green silk or sh 2t 
gelatin could be put over the lights ‘o 
produce colored effects. r 

In order to facilitate the producing of a 
real performance, I am giving here a little 
play of Jack and the Bean Stalk, very 
much as it was played with my own 
marionettes. It calls for six mario- 
nettes—Jack, Jack’s mother (a poor 


—— 


Scenes 1 and 3, get 
some inexpensive 
light blue material and use with dull side 
out. For Scene 2, get some dark green or 
black sateen for back drop and just hang 
over the back rail. Then create two side 
wings for Scene 1 and Scene 3, one pictur- 
ing a house, the other a tree. These side 
wings should have a piece of wood extend- 
ing along the base to allow them to be 
clamped to table (Figures 17 and 18). Then 
construct a little well about 5 inches in di- 
ameter. Possibly you could find a little 
round wooden box of this size without a 
lid (Figure 19). Paint the outside to look 
like stones and conceal in this well the 
bean stalk. The bean stalk should be made 
of a stout piece of green cord to which green 
leaves and beans, made of green oilcloth, 
have been sewed (Figure 19). The bean 
stalk should be carefully coiled inside of 
the well, leaves and all, before the perform- 
ance, and one end should be attached to 
the box, the other end to an invisible string 
attached somewhere above the roller 
shade. This would keep the bean-stalk 
string well out of the way of the other pup- 
pets. Arrangements must be made also 
for hanging up dolls required in the play, 
within easy reach of the table where the 
puppeteers are standing. A hatrack could 
be useful for this purpose (Figure 14). A 
music box, piano or phonograph backstage 
should be used to furnish music. Some- 
body in the audience should be instructed 
to turn out the house lights at the sound 
of a gong or bell, and to turn them on again 
at the end of every scene. 

Programs may be used, or a puppet an- 
nouncer may give the audience the neces- 
sary information. This puppet has the 
opportunity to cause a lot of merriment, 
calling people in the audience by name, 


For the; 
background of*, 


WOOL ‘a 
PRODUCTS 


REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. 





On Sale at 
Leading 
Department 
Stores 


: 


> 
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The Gift of 
Sifetime Comfort 


The Most Acceptable Gift Blanket 
—a KENWOOD 


KENWOOD all wool blankets—all pure new wool—in lovely soft 
colors and patterns, designed especially to harmonize with bedroom 
decorations. The soft beauty of the fabric is enhanced by the lustrous 
satin ribbon ends. 

Size 72 x 84 for double and 60 x 84 for single or twin beds. 


Kenwood Blankets are luxuriously comfortable, affording extra 
warmth with soft, fluffy lightness. The first night’s use of a Kenwood 
is always a revelation of restful comfort. 





Put Kenwoods on Your List of Christmas Gifts 


Not only Kenwood Blankets, but lovely pure wool Afghans, for 
bedroom, porch or sun parlor—Kenwood Slumber Throws, Kenwood 


Baby Blankets, Homespun Blankets and Bath Robes. 
Send for the Kenwood Comfort Book 


It shows and describes these- and other 
unusually lovely and serviceable gifts that 
combine the comfort of soft pure wool 
with a decorative beauty that makes them 
welcome in any home. It also shows the 
full range of Kenwood Colorings and a 
chart of approved color harmonies. Sent 


with name of nearest Kenwood dealer. 
Please address Department L. 


Kenwood Mills, Albany, N. Y. 
Kenwood Mills Ltd. 


Arnprior, Ontario, Canada 


“KK ENWOO DD 


PURE WOOL 
mane 





TANKERS 





Wrist $3.50 
Wrist Radiolite $4.00 


Everybody needs 
a wrist watch. 
The time’s in 
sight—at a glance. 
nusually de 
pendable. 

















LATIONS, | EE eS 


Yankee 


Yankee Radiolite $2.25 


Improved model. | 
Asturdy,dependable | \ 
gift for everyone. Al- 
ways appreciated. 





Two all-compelling attributes of 
maid and matron. 
No. 4711 Eau de Cologne: an ever- 
seductive aid to beauty! The unobtrusive 
| fragrance of No. 4711 is a constant de- 
light. And, just before the application of 
cosmetics, it is worth a king’s ransom — 
for it is at once gently astringent, re- 
| freshing, stimulating. 


NUMD*. Eau de Cologne 


i In the bottle with the 
blue-and-gold label 


- INGERSOLL il. Made in U. S. A. by 
WATCH CO., Inc. | )Mulhens & Kropff, Inc. 
New York Chicago | Vis “G27 -25 W. 45th Se. 
San Francisco N ie Vis New York 
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‘Here, Santa, 


is BUBBLES 
cthe doll J 


-want...” 


CTthe 
=" 





VERY child wants BUBBLES for 

Christmas, the doll with the golden 
heart. Santa’s workshop is swamped with 
orders for this adorable playmate. 


Bubbles is “just bubbling over with life 
and laughter.”” She was modeled after a 
real baby—a baby who laughed and cooed 


all day. No little girl can be cross or un- 
happy with this doll in her arms. 


Bubbles has the sweetest laughing face 
in the world. Rosy, dimpled cheeks, beau- 
tiful big blue eyes that open wide or go fast 
asleep. She can put her little finger in her 
mouth—a rosebud mouth with tiny pearly 
teeth. And you know she loves you, for she 
will even cry for you. 


MARY LOU is Bubbles’ big sister. She’s 
so sweet and pretty, in her little party 
clothes. Soft organdie of pink or lavender 
or blue, made in the latest Paris fashion 
with dainty frills and ribbon bows. And a 
lovely Paris hat to match. Mary Lou calls 
you ““Mamma” most adorably. She has 
big blue eyes that go to sleep, real curly 
hair, and she can walk and dance with you. 


These dolls won’t wear out 


THE best thing about Effanbee dolls is that 
they won’t wear out. You can play and 
play with them, wash their faces and hands 
with soap and water, and they will last until 
you grow up. 

Bubbles and Mary 


Lou come in all sizes. 
Shown here they are 19 
inches tall and cost $5 
($5.50 west of the Mis- 
sissippi). They have 
many pretty Effanbee 
sisters, ranging in prices 
from $1 to $25. Every 
Effanbee doll wears a 
golden heart. Look for 
them in your favorite 
department or toy store. 


A golden heart 
necklace for 
every child 


BUBBLES wants every 
child to have a golden 
heart necklace too. If 
you would like one, mail 
the coupon and 6c. to 
her in care of Fleisch- 
aker & Baum, Dept. C-6, 
45 Greene St., New 
York City. 








EFFANBEE DOLLS 


SEND 6c. for this darling 
little golden heart necklace to 
Bubbles Effanbee, Dept. C-6, 

45 Greene St., New York City. 
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and so on. A little preliminary joshing 
puts the audience into the right mood for 
the show. 

Figure 20 gives a suggestion for the 
clothing and designing of the characters of 
Jack and the Bean Stalk. 


JACK AND THE BEAN STALK 


A PLAY FOR MARIONETTES 
IN THREE ACTS 


AcT ONE—OUTSIDE JACK’S HOUSE 


[In order to understand and follow the stage 
directions more easily, remember that 
stage R. and stage L. mean right and left 
of the stage from the back, facing the audi- 
ence. Stage rear, 
stage front, and stage 
center mean just what 
they say. Offstage R. 
or offstage L. means 
off the stage, out of 
sight of the audience, 
in the direction 
signified by L. or R. 
Looking ‘‘ out front”’ 
means over the audi- 
ence. 3 SE 

[For this opening scene 
it is necessary to 
make a drop curtain, 
for the back of the A-— LL. 
stage, of some light 
blue material such as 
sateen—the dull side : 
should be used. A 
board fence is to run 
across the stage from L. to R. leaving room 
enough for a puppet to pass between the 
back drop and the fence. At stage R. is a 
frame house, showing one door and one 
window. Leave room between house and 
fence for a puppet to pass. Outside the 
door is a three-legged stool. At stage cen- 
ter is a hole, like a stone well; at stage L. 
is a tree, with space between it and fence. 

[At rise of curtain JACK’S MOTHER is dis- 
covered seated upon stool R. She is weep- 
ing bitterly. Her whole body is shaken 
by her sobs. Her figure is bent over, her 
head covered with her right arm. (All 
this should be prepared before the curtain 
rises). Stage L., facing JACK’S MOTHER, 
stands DAPHNE, the family cow. She 
gazes sadly at the weeping widow. As the 
widow sobs woefully, DAPHNE moos in a 
most melancholy manner. Sobbing wails 
and moos echo each other and come to- 
gether—this should be rehearsed until a 
really humorous effect is achieved. Sound 
of carefree whistling or singing in small 
boy’s voice is heard offstage. 

JACK (offstage L. calling): Daphne. . 
D-A-P-H-N-E. . 

[DAPHNE checks herself in the middle of a 
long-drawn-out moo and turns her head 
toward the sound of the voice, then turns 
head from side to side as though listening. 
JACK (still calling): Daphne, why don’t 

you answer me? 

DAPHNE: Moo. 

JACK (in satisfied tone): There. That’s 
better. Come here, Daphne. I have some 
lovely carrots for you. 

[JACK’S MOTHER lifts her head and stops 
weeping and she and DAPHNE look at 
each other in surprise. Then DAPHNE 
swishes her tail, turns round and exits L. 
toward sound of voice. 

[JACK’S MOTHER bows her head and con- 
tinues her sobbing, but more softly this 
time. Suddenly JACK’S head appears be- 
hind the fence L. and moves forward 
across the stage, until at center stage rear, 
when his head and shoulders show over 
fence. 

JACK (tenderly): Don’t cry, mother 
dear. I brought you some bread. I put 
it in the house for you. And I brought 
Daphne some nice carrots. 

[His mother lifts her head and gradually 
stops her weeping. JACK climbs onto the 
fence and swings his legs over. He sits 
facing audience, and swinging legs on 
fence as he talks. 

JACK: Please don’t cry, jantnes : 
please. 

MOTHER: Did you have to spend all the 
money I gave you, Jacky, to get the 
things? 




















Jack (sadly): Every penny; and I 
couldn’t get so very much with it either. 

MOTHER (despairingly): Oh, Jacky, 
Jacky, whatever are we going to do? 
That was all the money we had. 

JACK (cheerfully): Well, we’ve got some 
bread to eat anyhow. And Daphne has 
her carrots. 

MOTHER: But they will soon be gone— 
and then what are we to do? (Begins to 
weep softly again.) With nothing to eat, 
and no money to buy food with ‘ 
and no way to getany money . . . ah! 
Oh! Oh! 

JACK: Cheer up, mother. Perhaps we 
can think of a way out of our difficulties. 
(He drops his head as 
though ‘in thought. 
Moves it from side to 
side, sighs deeply once 
or twice, appears to get 
idea — and lifts head, 
looking toward mother 


and speaking brightly.) 
Mother! Mother! I 
have it! 


MOTHER (without 
looking up; still weep- 
ing): You have what, 
Jacky? 

JACK: An idea! The 
way to get out of all 
our troubles! 
[MOTHER lifts her head 
and looks at JACK. 

JACK (quickly): 
We must sell some- 
thing—and with the money we get we can 
buy the things we need. (Very pleased 
with himself, he looks at his mother for ap- 
proval). 

MOTHER (sadly): My poor little son, we 
have nothing left to sell. We have already 
sold everything we had, _ excepting 
Daphne. (As she says the word Daphne, 
she turns her head slowly toward stage L., 
shakes her head, sighs, and repeats slowly 
“‘D-a-p-h-n-e,”’ as though thinking; then 
suddenly nods her head as though coming toa 
decision.) Yes, that is the only thing we 
can do. 

JACK: What is it, mother? What is it 
we are going to do? 

MOTHER: Although it almost breaks 
my heart to part with her, we must sell 
Daphne. 

JACK (startled, cries out in protest): Oh 
no, mother! We could never sell Daphne. 
Why, what should we do without Daphne? 

MOTHER: It grieves me very much, my 
dear, but it is the only thing todo . . 
Jack, you take her to the village right 
away, while my mind is made up, and sell 
her. (She rises.) And be sure that you get 
just as much as you can for her. (Over- 
come by the thought of parting with her pet 
cow, she goes off behind the house, weeping 
sadly and wailing.) Oh, how can I ever 
bear to part with her? 

[JACK sits for a moment in thought, shaking 
head from side to side, and sighing gustily. 
At last, with a final sigh, he jumps off the 
fence and starts toward L., calling as he 


goes. 
j ACK (calling): Daphne. 
Daphne. Daphne. 


DAPHNE (offstage L.): M-O-O? 

JACK: Come here, Daphne, come here. 
[DAPHNE’S head appears behind tree L., 

between tree and fence. 

JACK (going up to her, whispering in her 
ear): Daphne, have you been happy here? 

DAPHNE (cocking her head on one side): 
M-O-0-0. 

JACK: Have you liked it better than 
any place you ever lived? 

DAPHNE (nodding decided yes): M-O-O. 

JACK: Do you love mother? 

DAPHNE (nodding and mooing affection- 
ately): M-O-O. 

JACK: And have I always been good to 
you? 

DAPHNE (not quite so decidedly): M-oo. 

JACK: Why, I’ve never teased you, 
have I, Daphne? 

DAPHNE (dubiously): M-oo. 

JACK: Well, it was only teasing anyway. 

DAPHNE (forgivingly): M-oo. 


(Continued on Page 148) 
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Famous 


PARKER 


GAMES 


= stampedes the crowd with thrills 
—a whirlwind of fun and hilarity to the 
tense, surprising climax! Men and women both 

——— = enjoy its quick fun 
and excitement, its 
unexpected twists 
of fortune. The 
game for aroomful 
—2 to 8 players. 
Learned in two 
“= minutes. Price, 
XP $1 at DEALERS’ 


aS or by mail. 


my HOKUM Now, 
Youll play it all winter! 


ee 
A 6 = 
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A truly great game! 


PING -PONG— Fast, exciting action. 


Reg. U. S. Patent Office Parker Brothers, sole 
owners and makers. There is no better game! Sets 
from $2 to $20 at DEALERS’ or by mail. 


TOURING 


Immensely popu- 
lar! Fast play, dra- 
matic situations! The 
concentrated essence 
of delightful excite- 
ment! Surprising, 
laughable, entertain- 
ing! For 2, 3, or 4 
players. Price of 
RAVE 75c at 

S’ or by 
mail. 


POLLYANNA 


Played everywhere. Fus- 
cinating, absorbing. Wox- 
derful for partnership 
games of 4, or for 2 or 3 
players. Fun for the who'c 
family! The game wiih 
the patented turnovis. 
Price of Pollyanna, $! .:« 
$2 at DEALERS’ or 


mail. 


The two 
best 
loved 
Home 
Games in 
America. 


Price, 75c each at DEALERS’ or by mail. 


Look for the i imprint, PARKER BROTHERS. 
For two generations the standard of excellence 
in games. Among many popular favorites are: 
Pegi , Game of OZ, Across the Continent, 
Five Wise Birds, Halma, East is East, Boy 
Scouts’ Progress Game, etc., etc. 


PARKER BROTHERS, Inc. 


SALEM, MASS. : FLATIRON BLDG., NEW YORK 
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A Brownbilt Flexible Rigid Health 
Shoe, providing Style and Shoe 
Health for those whose feet need 
special care. 


Men will find 
Shoe Health in 
Brownbilt Shoes 
and Brownbilt 
Foot Science 
Shoes, made in 
all the season’s 
stylish patterns 


FIFTEEN 
GREAT 
SPECIALTY 
FACTORIES 


"SH GES F OR 


A Brownbilt Shoe, embodying the 
Shoe Health principle in one of the 
season’s smartest patterns. 





LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 


through life. 
more active, more graceful. 























often inflicted. 


























constructed shoes. 


























A Buster Brown Health Shoe with 
inbuilt Shoe Health features 
which insure the proper shaping 


from infancy to maturity. health, comfort and correct posture. 


SOLD BY THE BETTER SHOE AND DEPARTMENT STORES EVERYWHERE 


SLOW DVA.0e Gowsgasy 


Manufacturers — St. Louis 


VERT 2. SF F OR EVER YF 





MARTLY clad in creations that en- 
hance but never restrict, with a poise 
that is alluring, a charm that is enticing, 
a freedom born of emancipation from false 
modesty, ‘‘Lady Modern” walks blithely 
She is healthier, happier, 


Brownit Shoes 


though modeled in the very height of 
fashion, embody basic principles of con- 
struction that promote Shoe Health, and 
Shoe Health means freedom from out- 
raged foot nerves and the consequent 
physical discomfort caused by improperly 


o..¢-£.4-3§..1-9 






Shoe Health makes the final contri- 
bution to her physical freedom. She now 
can wear exquisitely fashioned footwear 
with perfect comfort, without the fatigue 
and nervous strain that modish shoes so 








This Identifies Shoe Health Headquarters 


Your shoe retailer should be selected with as 
much care as you exercise in choosing a physi- 
cian or dentist. Shoe Health is important! 

‘ You can depend upon accurate, conscientious 
Shoe Health service at stores that display this 
emblem. Their careful fitting of your individual 

and training of children’s feet foot in Brownbilt shoes will promote good 


DAILY 
CAPACITY 
60,000 
PAIRS 
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For Daughter Too— 


Olovnit Frocks for Mother or 
Daughter are designed from 
patterns received direct from 
Paris. They are then pre- 
sented to our customers 
through our national organi- 
zation of courteous represent- 
atives, who are located in 
practically every city in the 
United States. 

Paris Olovnit styles are being worn 
by our patrons long before they are 
available through any other source, 
because they are shipped direct 
from our designing plant to the 
purchaser. 

You, too, may enjoy the economy, 
convenience and promptness of 
shopping—in your own home—the 
Olovnit way—and be assured of the 
latest styles without delay. Our rep- 
resentative will gladly call, on re- 
quest, and present samples for your 
examination and approval. 


Shaughnessy 


GARMENTS & HOSIERY 


By purchasing Olovnit garments 
direct, you secure the finest quality 
product—of the latest style—at 
prices you would never pay for ordi- 
nary garments purchased locally. 


Olovnit is always 
the choice of dis- 
criminating buyers. 
Betty Blythe—the 
famous motion pic- 
ture star—writes: 
“©lounit vests are too 
lovely for words.” 





We will gladly have our Representa- 
tive call to show you advanced Olov- 
nit styles in the privacy of your own 
home. There will be no obligation 
on your part. Mail the coupon today. 





SHAUGHNESSY KNITTING CO. 
Watertown, N. Y. 


I would like to examine your advance styles in 
lingerie, hosiery and outer garments. Please have 
your representative call. 














(Coniinued from Page 146) 


JACK: 
Daphne? 
DAPHNE (very decidedly yes): M-O-O. 

Jack: Daphne dear, I’ve got awfully 
bad news for you. 

DAPHNE (questioningly): M-o-0? 

Jack: I hate to tell you, Daphne—it 
seems too awful—but mother has decided 
that—that we must sell you. We've just 
got to have the money, Daphne dear. 
[The tapping of a cane is heard offstage R. 

and immediately the NEIGHBOR enters 

R. behind the fence, and walks down un- 

til he is about center stage rear, still behind 

fence. 

NEIGHBOR (leaning over fence): Hello, 
little boy—that’s a nice cow you have 
there. 

JACK (turning to face him, back to audi- 
ence): Yes, sir, she is a lovely cow. (Sighs 
sadly.) But my mother and I are very 
poor and we have to sell her. 

NEIGHBOR: How much would you ex- 
pect for her? 

Jack: Mother told me I must get as 
much as ever I could, sir. Ten big gold 
pieces, at least. 

NEIGHBOR (nodding head as though in 
surprise): Really? As much as that? 
(Leans farther over fence, lowers voice to 
coaxing tone.) How would you like to 
have three lovely, bright red beans in- 
stead ? 

JACK: Beans? Oh, no, sir! I must get 
gold pieces. 

NEIGHBOR (whispering): But these are 
magic beans—they were given to me by a 
fairy. 

Jack: Oh! But then, sir, don’t you 
want them yourself? 

NEIGHBOR: No. The fairy told me that 
I would have good luck if I purchased the 
first thing I saw that was for sale; and 
that whoever took the magic beans from 
me would find his fortune through them. 

JACK (very pleased): Of course, 
sir. . . . Then let me have 
the beans—and you can have 


Would you hate to leave us, 


\ 


Daphne. (A 
DAPHNE (approvingly): A eX 
M-o-o. {Nie Ow 
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NEIGHBOR: Come 
here, then. (JACK goes 
up to fence very animat- 
edly.) Hold out your 
hand. 

[JACK holds out his hand to 

NEIGHBOR, who appears 

to put beans into it. JACK 


ASS 
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Hb») 
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bends head over his hand. Acad 


JACK (very pleased indeed): Oh, 
what lovely bright red beans! Oh, thank 
you, sir! 

NEIGHBOR: I hope you find your for- 
tune, as the fairy promised. (He laughs, 
thinking he has the best of the bargain.) 
Give me the cow. 

JACK: She will come with you if you 
call her. Her name is Daphne. 

NEIGHBOR (speaking to cow): Come on, 
Daphne, come on. (Goes off L., and 
DAPHNE’S head exits, apparently following.) 

JACK (calling in excited voice): Mother! 
Mother! Come here quickly. 

MOTHER (coming hurriedly from behind 
house R.): Whatisit, Jack? Are you back 
from the village so soon? Where’s 
Daphne? 

JACK (very excited): Sold, mother. 

MOTHER (also very excited): So quickly, 
my son? How very clever of you. 

JACK (complacently): Yes, wasn’t it 
quick? And oh, mother, you'll never 
guess what I got for her. 

MOTHER (clapping hands together in 
joy): How many gold pieces did you get? 
Plenty, I hope. 

[JACK, slightly crestfallen, hangs his head. 

MOTHER: Come! Show me how much 
you got. Hurry! 

JACK (hesitatingly): 
money, mother. 

MOTHER (horrified, and lifting hands in 
air): What! What’s that you say? No 
money? What can you mean? No money? 

JACK: None, mother. I got these lovely 
bright red beans instead. Look, mother! 
(Holds out hand to her.) 


I didn’t get any 







——" 


MOTHER (very much upset, and angry 
with JACK): You naughty, naughty boy. 
What ever possessed you to do a thing like 
that? Oh, what have you done? 

JACK (earnestly): They’re magic beans, 
mother—fairy beans. The man told me I 
would reach my fortune through them. 

MOTHER (very angrily): Ridiculous! 
Perfectly absurd! You have given away 
our last chance of help for some silly red 
beans. (Starts to cry angrily.) Oh, what 
shall I do, what shall I do? 

JACK (going toward her till he is quite 
close, and holding out hand to her plead- 
ingly): Please look at them, mother— 
please. Just see what lovely beans they 
are. 

MOTHER (in fury): Don’t try to show 
them to me; I won’t look. (Turns head 
away.) What a perfectly terrible thing 
you have done! Take them away, I say. 
(She strikes his arm up and apparently the 
beans are scattered upon the ground.) 

JACK (crying): Mother, mother, what 
have you done? You’ve thrown away all 
my magic beans. 

[The sound of a music box ts heard offstage, 
and right in the middle of the stage, from 
the well, a wonderful big bean stalk be- 
gins to grow. 

[The bean stalk should be concealed within 
the well, attached to a string, the other end 
of which ts fastened above the curtain in 
such a way as not to interfere with the 
strings of the puppets. When the time 
comes for the bean stalk to grow, this 
string is unfastened, and slowly the bean 
stalk is pulled up until the top vanishes 
from the sight cf the audience. 

JACK (in terrific excitement as he sees 
the bean stalk): Hurrah! Hurrah! The 
man was right—they are fairy beans. The 
stalk reaches clearintothe sky! (He starts 
toward the bean stalk.) I’m going to find 
my fortune, as the fairy promised. (He 
starts to climb up the bean stalk, watched by 
his astonished mother, and waves his hand 

to her.) Good-by, mother dear, 
good-by. (As he climbs, the 
curtain falls.) 










Act Two—INSIDE THE 
GIANT’S HOUSE 


[Scene is the interior of 

a room in the GIANT’S 

house. A window is 

painted on the back-drop 

stage L. Against the back- 

drop stage R. is a big couch, 

large enough for the GIANT 

to lieupon. At stage L. front 

is @ large jar, with a top that 
will open and close. 

[At rise of curtain the stage is empty. Then 
from R. JACK enters cautiously. He is 
very frightened—his body trembles, his 
knees shake and he looks from side to side 
as though in great fear. GIANT’S voice is 
heard offstage—a megaphone should be 
used for the GIANT in order to magnify 
the voice and make it very big and gruff. 
Voice utters no distinguishable words— 
just a sort of roar. JACK cowers in terror; 
voice comes closer offstage R. 

JACK (terribly frightened): Oh, oh! what 
shall Ido? What shall I do? (Runs across 
stage to center, turns this way and that, as 
though distracted, then runs to left, away 
from voice. Stops suddenly, as though see- 
ing someone offstage L. Begins to stutter 
with fright.) P-p-p-p-l-lease s-s-s-save 
m-m-me—p-p-please! 

GIANT’S WIFE (offstage L., in very deep 
voice): Whoare you? And where did you 
come from? 

JACK: M-m-m-m-y n-n-ame’s J-j-jack. 

GIANT’S WIFE: Jack, you say? And 
how did you get here—that’s what I’d like 
to know. 

JACK: 
s-s-stalk. 

GIANT’S WIFE: Well, you’re a brave 
lad, but a foolish one. Don’t you know 
that my husband is a very wicked Giant, 
and that he never eats anything but hu- 
man flesh and that he is particularly fond 
of juicy, fat little boys? He’ll eat you if 
he finds you! 


= 


I climbed up t-the b-b-bean 


(Continued on Page 151) 














Towels for 


Soft White Hands 


Good-looking hands need care. They 
must be dried quickly, softly and 
thoroughly. That is why the particu- 
lar woman prefers Boott Towels. 

Boott Towels are on sale where you 
shop, or send us twenty-five cents 
[stamps or check] for a full-sized sample. 


Boott Mills, Dept. J12, Lowell, Mass. 


Makers of Boott Scrim and 
Scrim Curtains 
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Lift Off 


Doesn’t hurt one bit. Drop a little 
‘‘Freezone”’ on an aching corn, in- 
stantly that corn stops hurting, 
then shortly you lift it right off. 
Your druggist sells a tiny bottle of 
‘‘Freezone’’ for a few cents, suffi- 
cient to remove every hard corn, 
soft corn, or corn between 
the toes, and the foot cal- 
luses, without soreness or 
irritation. 
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“Teals in Loivin 


The ideal living room—what a 
problem to conjure with! Curtains 
that invite open windows, yet re- 
main luminous, fresh, undimmed 
after dampness! Upholsteries 
with ravishingly soft harmonies 
of color—upholsteries which re- 
main brilliant and possess the com- 


y 








BEN -D UKR.TN G 


if bagi! 
ar SIH 


fort of swansdown- softness and 
yielding depth . . . Exactly the sort 
of curtains and chair coverings, 
in fact, that are represented by the 


name CA-VEL! Here are velvets of 


enduring and incomparable beauty. 
Subtle in their shades, entranc- 
ing in their light effects, CA-VEL 


: 


BEAUTY 


g Soom Beauty 


fabrics retain their shape, their 
color and bloom in curtains or hang- 
ings as in chair-coverings. They 
hold their charm of outline in the 
upholstered piece—the rich pilenot 
only absorbing wear but instantly re- 
assuming its unruffled smoothness 
the instant pressure is withdrawn. 


+ 


COLLINS & AIKMAN CORPORATION, Dept. 2, 25 Madison Avenue, New York City. 


Please send me your booklet “Fascinating Interiors” 
containing illustrations of the correct method for making 
my home attractive without extravagance. 
money order or check for 25c. 


I enclose 


(Stamps acceptable.) suited to my needs, 


(Write name and address in margin below.) 


This also entitles me to advice by Mr. Lurelle Van 
Arsdale Guild on any questions of Interior Decoration 
I may ask him, and to samples of decorative materials 





LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 

















How the Laundry Guards Health @ 


Progressive laundryowners now use sterilizing 
» washing formulas that have been evolved for 
them by the corps of scientists maintained at 
the Mellon Institute of Industrial Research 
and the proving station at the American Insti- 
tute of Laundering. What soaps and sterilizing 
agents to use—the proper washing, rinsing 
and drying temperatures—the most sterile 
starch solutions—all this has been worked out 
by Institute experts. Truly, the modern laun- 
dry is a guardian of family health as well as an 
averiue of escape from wearying washday toil. 


$ 


No guess methods here! Every basic 
formula is as carefully balanced as 
a medical prescription. 


December, 1927 


Preparing the purifying sterilizing 
bath—exactly as prescribed by noted 
experts in sanitary science. 





Modern laundries offer a variety of services to suit every 
family need. All-ironed work, partially-ironed work, and 
work which returns clothes damp for ironing, are but a 


few of the many individualized services available at laun- 
dries today. Phone a modern laundry now—let them help 
you decide which service is best suited to your needs. 


undry-washed-clothes 
Cuad Heal: th 


eee because every step in the laundry 
process has been planned for complete sterilization 
as well as cleanliness ~ For instance, more than 
600 gallons of filtered, rainsoft water are used in 
the numerous sudsy baths and velvety ririses given 
the average family washing # The ironing process 
is equally purifying Delicately adjusted ironing 
rolls, steam-heated to sterilizing temperatures, 
purify the fabrics as they smooth # Many ar- 
ticles that require no ironing, are dried and steri- 
lized in heated air currents that speedily destroy 
any lurking foe to health & Methods vary, of 
course, according to the types of materials * But 
in every case the process insures hospital standards 
of sanitation that definitely guard health & Visit 
a modern laundry & Then you, like miilions of 
other women, will confidently turn to the laundry 
—for the superior workmanship, amazing econo- 
my, and absolute cleanliness that it can give you # 


~ Tel AUNDRY / 


does it best 
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tl PEANUT 


. U.S, PAT. OFF. 





Ask for these big, brown, crisp 
peanuts. Hunt for the glassine 
bags with the famous Mr. 


PEANUT on them. 


“The Nickel Lunch.” 


where. 


5c every- 


PLANTERS NUT & CHOCOLATE COMPANY 


PLANTERS 


SALTEDPEANUTS 





U. S. 


A. and Canada 
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ish Blouse 





It’s color these days that makes a 
garment stylish! 
envelope of Diamond Dyes, you can 
make an old or faded waist smart as 
i\v on display. 
styliah —through the quick magic of 
Ww 


ne dyeing. 


Beautiful dyeing or perfectly gor- 
us tinting is easy, if you'll only 


original 


‘s). Brighten the house, too; cur- 
ins, spreads, etc., are Diamond dyed 


an hour or 


lors. 
FREE: Your druggist gives you the 
Diamond Dye Cyclopedia; valuable 
easy directions, 
piece-goods color samples. Or write 
for illustrated book Color Craft, post- 
pail from DIAMOND DYES, Dept. 
M16, Burlington, Vermont. 


Diamond Dyes 
Just Dip to TINT, or Boil to DYE 


With a fifteen-cent 


Keep all your clothes 


Diamond Dyes (true 


less; right over other 


actual 











Wefur 





GO INTO BUSINESS Fox Yourself 


ea" 


Establish and oper- 


New System Specialty Candy Factory” in your community. 


men hish everything. Money-making opportunity unlimited. Either 
Dubined’ omen. Big Candy Booklet Free. Write for it today. Don’t 
itotf! W, HILLYER RAGSDALE, Drawer 140, East Orange, N. J. 





(Continued from Page 148) 


JACK (trembling still more): O-o-o-oh! 
P-p-p-pl-lease s-s-save me, p-p-please hide 
m-m-me. (Giant’s voice, roaring, comes 
near offstage.) O-o-0-o-h-h! 

GIANT’S WIFE: All right, then, jump into 
the jar—quickly, quickly! Pull the lid 
down. 

[JACK jumps into the jar. He ts no more 
than in and the top pulled down over him, 
when the GIANT enters R. 

GIANT (in voice of thunder): Wife, I 
smell fresh meat! (Sniffing loudly, he 
turns his head about, seeking where the 
smell comes from, Sniff . sniff 
sniff. I smell fresh meat, I say. It 
smells to me like a nice, juicy, tender- 
fleshed little boy—a fine, fat little boy. 
(He starts moving about, sniffing at every 
possible hiding place; at last he approaches 
poor JACK’sS jar, and bends over it.) 
Sniff sniff sniff P 
Hrrr-rr-mmmm! 

GIANT’S WIFE (calling out to him from 
offstage L.): Oh, my dear, it’s but the 
flesh of the people in the dungeon that you 
are smelling—the prisoners that you are 
saving for your dinner. 

GIANT (grunting): H-h-r-r-m-m-m .. . 
(He believes her; turning, he crosses to 
couch R., sits down and lifts his arms as 
though stretching): 
Ho-hum, ho-hum. 
i (He stretches 
out upon couch upon 
his back, then calls 
out.) Wife! Where’s 
my hen that lays 
the golden eggs? 

GIANT’S WIFE (offstage): 
dear—here, with me. 

GIANT: And my money bags, and my 
wonderful magic harp? 

GIANT’S WIFE (patienily): 
dear, safe with me. 

GIANT (stretching arms again): H-h-h- 
ho . .. hum. See that they are kept 
safe—I shall amuse myself with them 
later. H-h-ho, humm, - 

[He turns over upon couch so that his back 
is to audience and goes to sleep. He 
snores loudly, his shoulders moving with 
the force and power of his snores. JACK 
peeks out from beneath the lid of the jar; 
everything seems safe, so he pushes top up 
with his head. Just then the GIANT 
makes some movement of his body and 
JACK has to duck back in again. This is 
repeated several times. 

[Al last, while the GIANT ts snoring lustily, 
JACK finally crawls out of the jar. Very 
cautiously, and still very frightened, he 
quickly exits L. Almost immediately he 
reénters L. Upon his back, in a cage, 1s a 
little hen; in one hand he has money 
bags. Under the other arm he carries a 
little harp. (The money bags and harp 
are fasiened into place while he is offstage 
L.) As he stealthily crosses stage past 
the sleeping giant, the little hen suddenly 
cackles. 

LITTLE HEN: Crrt-cut-cut-cut. 
Crrt-cut-cut! 

[JACK trembles violently; the GIANT wakes 
and snorts loudly. 

GIANT (loudly): Ha-a-ah! Ha-ah! 
What’s this I see before my very eyes? 
A fine, fat, juicy little boy—what a lovely 
morsel for my dinner! (He springs hastily 
from the couch as JACK runs rapidly off- 
stage R.) Vl catch him—he’ll never es- 
cape me! (He starts after JACK as curtain 
falls.) 


Act THREE—OUTSIDE JACK’S HOUSE 


[Scene is exactly the same as Act One, with 
the bean stalk full-grown as it was at the 
fall of curtain of Act One. JACK’S 
MOTHER 7s discovered, at rise of curtain, 
sitting upon the little stool and leaning 
back against the wall of the house. 
MOTHER (sadly, as if to herself): I won- 

der where my dear little son can be? All 
alone up there in the strange land at the 
top of the bean stalk. (Sighs.) On my 
lips there is ever a prayer that he may be 
returned in safety to my arms. 

[The bean stalk sways and swings; JACK’S 
MOTHER looks up at it in surprise. 


Here, my 


Here, my 





JACK’S voice is heard offstage, as though 

at top of bean stalk. 

JACK (calling faintly): Mother—mother 
darling, here I am. 

[JACK comes inio view of audience, climbing 
down the bean stalk. MOTHER starts for- 
ward but is almost overcome with emotion 
and falls back against wall. JACK reaches 
boitom and runs to his mother. To make 
the following action possible, all strings 
should be loosened on the MOTHER and 
taken far enough aside so they will not in- 
terfere with Jack as he comes close to her 
and bends over to kiss her head. 

JACK (straightening up after kissing her 
and speaking breathlessly): Mother, I 
went up into the land which lies at the 
top of the bean stalk . . . and there was 
a terrible Giant there . . and he eats 
nothing but human flesh. (Shudders.) 
And he is particularly fond of eating little 


boys . .. andI hidinahugejar ... 
and he nearly found me but I 
escaped from the Giant, and—look, 


mother, look! I have brought home to 
you that which will make us rich forever, 
rich beyond any dream. (Shows her 
Giant’s hen, which lays only golden eggs.) 

LITTLE HEN: Crrt-cut-cut-cut 
Crrrt-cut-cut. 

MOTHER (joyfully, having listened in as- 
tonishment to JACK’S tale): Oh, my son, 
my son—how won- 
derful! Oh, what 
a wonderful boy 
you are! And to 
think that you es- 
caped from the 
wicked Giant all by 
yourself. And that 
you have brought back this wonderful hen 
which lays eggs of gold. 

JACK (proudly): You never need worry 
again, mother. See, bags of gold pieces! 
(Shows them to her.) We will buy back dear 
old Daphne, I will buy you a lovely new 
home—with a garden of roses—and you 
shall have beautiful clothes and always 
plenty to eat! 

MOTHER (looking at harp and motioning 
toward it): What is that, Jacky? Whata 
curious instrument! 

JACK: Oh, that is a wonderful magic 
harp. It will play a tune all by itself 
whenever I ask it to. And it plays only 
joyous tunes, so that everyone who hears 
it wishes to sing and dance. 

MOTHER (amazed): No—really? Jacky, 
how lovely! Have it play now! 

JACK (to harp): Play for my mother. 
[Sound of music ts heard offstage as though 

harp were playing. It starts playing tune 

of London Bridge is Falling Down. 

JACK very gayly starts to do a little dance 

and is joined by his MOTHER. They 

dance and sing to the tune. 


The magic beans sprang from the ground, 
From the ground, from the ground, 
The fairy fortune we have found, 

Mother and Jacky. 


No more in poverty we'll weep, 

We will weep, we will weep, 

In golden beds we now will sleep, 
Mother and Jacky. 


If your fortune you would find, 

You would find, you would find, 

A fairy’s orders always mind, 
As did Jacky. 


For your troubles never sigh, 

Never sigh, never sigh, 

Climb a bean stalk to the sky, 
As did Jacky. 


CURTAIN 


NoTE: For an encore, Daphne the cow 
could be brought in for the second curtain 
and she could join in the dance with 
MOTHER and JACK. Encore for DAPHNE: 


Daphne too is very gay, 

Very gay, very gay, 

The hen her golden eggs will lay, 
Because of Jacky. 


If adventuring you would go, 

You would go, you would go, 

Watch where fairy bean stalks grow, 
As did Jacky. 






DOLL HOUSE 


FURNITURI 


TSIET 
o® eye 


A Real Home for “Dolly” 


Every gitl wants to make a home 

for her dolls, that’s why Toorsirroy 

Furniture and Doll Houses have 
such an appeal to girls. 


TOOTSIETOY 
FURNITURE 
IS MADE OF 

METAL 


The 
Doil House 
is made of 
wall board 


There are Five Different Sets of Furniture, 
LIVING ROOM, DINING ROOM, KITCHEN, 


BEDROOM, BATHROOM 


each a complete equipment for one room. Beauti- 
fully colored—living-room Futniture upholstered. 





GO TO YOUR DEALER FIRST —IF HE CANNOT 
SUPPLY YOU, SEND IN THE COUPON 


DOWST MEG. CO., 4537 Fulton St., Chicago, Iil.: 


Enclosed find $ _______for items indicated 
— money to be returned if 1 am not satisfied. 


Doll House and Furniture for 6 rooms 
Doll House only $3.00 
Furniture only (5 sets) $5.00 

0 Single Sets at $1.00 (specify rooms) 





$9.00 


Name 


Address 
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Earn $20-$35 a Week 


MEET patients, help dentist, keep rec- 
ords. Study at home in spare time, and 
prepare for this newly opened profitable 
field for women. undreds of success- 
ful students. Practice outfit included. 
Money back agreement. Free fascinat- 
ing booklet. rite for it today. 


‘ =)» CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept. 14-S, 421 S. Ashland Boulevard, Chicago, III. 


Please send me your interesting book, ‘“‘A Wonderful 
New Profession for Women." 
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Healthy little bodies will win! 


/. CHILD'S life is a fight! Danger Days 

4 are always ahead. Danger Days—the 
days when little lives hang in the balance— 
may come next year, next month, or per- 
haps—tomorrow. Your children must 
meet these Danger Days. Are they ready? 
Will they win? That is largely up to you. 
If they are robust—if they have well nour- 
ished bodies—they will battle their way 
to healthy manhood and womanhood. 


f 


Fresh air, sunny outdoor play, long hours 
of strengthening sleep, plenty of nourishing 
food—these are nature’s own weapons for 
fighting life’s battle. They are weapons 
you can give your bcys and girls to fortify 
their bodies, to build up their resistance— 
their immunity to disease. 


The germs in the air know how to fight 
your boys and girls. Give your precious 
children the reserve energy to fight back! 


Healthy bodies are safe bodies 


Mothers and Fathers—the little ships 
you’ve launched upon life’s waves may 
safely sail as long as seas are smooth and 
peaceful. Build for a storm! 


The foods your children eat are the build- 
ing materials of which their growing bodies 
are made. Healthy bodies cannot be made 
of poor materials. Active, growing bodies 
need more than plenty of food! There are 
Danger Days ahead. They need the right 








Other Ralston Products 


Mapl-Flake—The Entire Wheat Flake 
Checkr Corn Flake—The Super Flavor Corn Flake 
Ry-Krisp—The Entire Rye Wafer 
Purina Whole Wheat Flour 


Whole Grain Means Health 








kind of food. It must contain the vital 
elements for making strong bones, sound 
teeth, firm flesh, red blood and worlds of 
energy for tomorrow. Who knows?—to- 
morrow may be the Danger Day! If any 
single vital element is missing in the food 
of boys and girls, no amount of fresh air, 
exercise, or sleep can supply it. What are 
these vital elements? Where can they be 
found? Every mother owes it to her 
children to know. 


Whole wheat builds resistance 


When nature conceived the grain of wheat, 
she created a spark of life. She crowded 
into the whole wheat berry the very 
food elements essential to life and growth. 


In Ralston, the whole wheat cereal, children 
get the things which bodies must have to 
fortify them against the Danger Days to 
come—for none of the vital food elements 
have been removed in making Ralston. 


You want those youngsters of yours to have 
sturdy bones and hard white teeth? It 
takes phosphorus and calcium to build 
bones and teeth. Ralston has phosphorus— 
lots of it—and calcium too. 


You want your youngsters to be strong— 
with flesh solid and firm? Then they need 
proteins. Muscles and nerve tissues are 
made of proteins. The whole wheat berry 
is rich in them. And these precious pro- 
teins are all retained in making Ralston. 





You want your children to be red-blooded, 
active, eager, rosy-cheeked? Then they 
must have iron—not the drug store kind— 
but food iron. Ralston will give it to 
them. 


You want alert, wide-awake, energetic 
youngsters? The embryo and center of the 
whole wheat berry in Ralston are store- 
houses of energy. You want to be sure 
that your youngsters have natural, normal 
elimination? The bran in Ralston helps 
nature function normally. 


You want above all a merry sparkle in their 
eyes—happiness that comes with perfect 
health—the steady, wholesome growth that 
comes with hardy, well-nourished systems? 
Then vitamins of life and growth must be 
provided. Ralston supplies them. 


Let Danger Days come—the Ralston 
boys and girls will be ready for them! 


Use the Danger Days Coupon 

We have a most important new booklet for 
you. It tells all about Danger Days—how 
you can recognize them—how you can 
fortify your boys and girls against them. 
It is 32 pages, fully illustrated. The name 
of the book is ‘‘Health through Whole 
Grain Diets.” Send for it. It may mean 
warding off many Danger Days! 

The coupon will bring your complimentary 


copy, and also a unique novelty for the 
children called the ‘‘ Magic Blackboard.”’ 


DANGER DAYS 


CHILDREN’S HEALTH DEPARTMENT 
RALSTON PURINA CO., St. Louis, Missouri 


Kindly mail me a complimentary copy of the 32-page Danger Days 
Booklet ‘‘Health through Whole Grain Diets,”’ and the novelty 


called the ‘‘ Magic Blackboard.”’ 


Name. 
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City State 
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DELI CIOUS. 
WAFFLES 
lew Easy Way... 














No Grease, Smoke or Odor! 
pe hfe waffles to-day, if you would 
Only 


delight your dear ones. Serve 
like best. Try them with fresh fruits 00 

or berries and whipped cream. With 
paved 





them at any meal, in the way they 
butter and syrup, honey, or cinna- 
mon sugar, they are unrivalled for 
flavor and nourishing goodness. 

But do not make your waffles over the stove on an 
old-fashioned griddle. That is the hard way, the un- 
certain way. To make them always light, crisp, and 
fluffy, use a WHITE CROSS Electric Waffle Iron. 
It cooks both sides at the same time. You make the 
waffles in a jiffy, right at the table. They are always 
perfect, always piping hot. 

The WHITE CROSS line includes cooking conveniences 
forevery purpose. They give complete satisfaction at the 
very lowest price. Twenty thousand WHITE CROSS deal- 
ers are ready to serve your needs. Your dealer is just around the 
corner. Visit his store to-day. Be sure to look for the Blue 
and Gold tag that is on every ge nuine WHITE CROSS de- 


vice. It is your guarantee of “‘Quality That Never Disap- 
points’. 24-page Rotogravure Booklet ‘“‘D”’ sent on request. 


National Stamping & Electrical Works 
3212 W. Lake St. Chicago, U. S. A 


DEALERS: The WHITE CROSS franchise is 
still available in certain communities. It will pay 
you to investigate this extremely profitable line. 


A request on yourletter-head will bring full details. 


Trace 


WHITE |, CROSS 


MARK 


Quality That Never Disappoints 


“™ BeaNurse 


Earn $30-$35 a Week 


You can learn at home in spare time 
to be a nurse. Courses endorsed by 
physicians. Thousand graduz ates. Est. 
28 years. Nurse’sequipment included. 
Money back agreement. Free booklet. 
CHICAGO ag ey OF NURSING 









Dept. 312 
421 S. Ashland Biva, Chicago, Til. 
Please send me your free fascinating booklet, ‘ ‘Amazing 
Ceprtaneas in Nursing,” and 32 sample lesson pages. 


ATERNITY 


ATERNITY apparel with no ma- 
ternity look. Dresses, coats, 
corsets, underwear. Clever design- 
ing provides ample expansion and 
conceals condition. Also, apparel 
for baby. Style Book sent FREE. 


Address Dept. 51, 39th St. 
howe Bryant at Sth Ave. NEW YORK 








You can complete this 


simplified High School 

aS Course at home inside of 

twoyc cars. Meetsall requirementsforentrancetocollege 

and the leading professions. This and thirty-six other practical 
courses are described in our Free Bulletin. Send for it TODAY. 


AMERICAN SCHOOL 
Dept. H-953 Drexel Ave. & 58th St.© A. S. 1923 CHICAGO 














Earn$18to$60a week Retouching photos. Menor women. ! 
Noselling or canvassing. We teach you, guarantee employ- 
f ment and furnish Wor! Outfit. Limited offer. Write to- 
d day. Artcraft Studios, Dept. D9, 3900Sheridan Road, Chicago 


Storm Become a LANDSCAPE ARCHITECT 


ified, exclusive profession. Little competition. $5000 
a »: incomes for experts. Easy to master under our corre- 















“spondence methods. Assistance extended to students 
<j} and graduates. Est. 1916. Write today for full details. 


___ American Landscape School, 119 Newark, New York 


dp NEED EXTRA MONEY? 


Write for Free Book. Shows how menand women make 
$10 to $30. week extra—above regular pay. Interesting 
work, Immediate profits. No capital, training or ex- 
Derience needed. Write for full particulars. 


Albert Mills, Pres., 3588 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio 


Engraved invitations, 

Lainnouncements MARRIAGE 

Us fat;, Write for samples, also calling cards. Rely on 
Or correctness of social usage. Address: 


» Sheltman, Harcourt & Co., Louisville, Kentucky 
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Anarmful of bundles 
filled with just the 
gifts you want most 
to give! Wouldn't 
you love to pay for 
them with dollars 
you've earned your- 
self? Youcan! This 
very page will tell 
you how. Read be- 
low what Colleen 
Moore thinks of our 
pleasant way of 
earning. 





































































































ou, Too, Can Make Money 


Now, When Extra Money to Spend (ounts So Mauch 


AVING her own money gives a woman 
H a feeling of independence, and The 
Girls’ Club offers an easy and pleasant 

way to earn money in spare time. 

“Now that Christmas shopping time is at 
hand we all especially appreciate those ex- 
tra dollars and the joy their spending brings. 

“T am thoroughly acquainied with The 
Girls’ Club and 
heartily recom- 
mend it to women Wu 
and girls who 
would make their 
dreams come true.” 


LENTY of dollars for Christmas spend- 

ing! Gleaming shop windows inviting 
you! Gay Christmasy bundles conceal- 
ing in their rustling tissue 
the generous gifts you’ll 
be happy to give your 
“‘nearest and dearest.” 

Can’t you feel the joy 
of it? 

And don’t you agree 
with Colleen Moore that 
it’s just about the pleas- 
antest thing in the world 
to havea goodly supply of extra dollars, zow 
that Christmas shopping time is here? Pleas- 
ant, too, to have them all the year long? 

Whether it’s $10.00 or $100.00 you’re 
longing for, you may have an agreeable 
way to earn it immediately without leav- 
ing your own doorstep, if you choose. 

Read the glowing messages that follow 
and see how these women and girls, and 
hundreds of others, have solved their 
money problems in The Girls’ Club. 


Extra Dollars When Purses are Low! 





Dear Manager: I just want to tell you how 
happy I am in my new Club work. Watch me 
earn new rugs and curtains for our home, pretty 
new clothes when I want them; money to pay for 
a holiday trip with my husband and something to 
tuck away for Christmas—which has such a 
way of coming when purses are low. 

Mrs. E. K., Penna. 

Dear Manager: I remember how badly my old- 


est boy wanted a sled when he saw other children 
sliding down the hill. Yet, I did not feel that it 


would be right to buy it out of the family funds. 

A few hours at Club work gave me the needed 
$8.00, and my boy had his sled on the Christmas 
tree. What fun he has had on the hill! 


Mrs. J. C. McL., Maine. 


$35.00 for a Holiday Trip 


A Christmas away from my only sister and 
mother would have been a sad disappointment to 
me. Myhusband felt it would be impossible to plan 


a trip for lack of funds. 


This was where my Club 


work saved me a sad Christmas, for I not only 
earned enough for fare but extra money to have 


the children’s photo- 
graphs taken, which 
I gave as gifts. In 
all $35.00! 

Mrs. E. C. H., Neb. 


Greenbacks for 
a Schoolgirl 


In addition to put- 
ting as much as any- 
one else in my grand- 
father’s Christmas 
watch and getting 
my mother material 





for a pretty house dress, the little blue teapot in 
the cupboard is sprouting Club “‘ greenbacks’”’ for 
a spiffy new dress for my very own self. 

All my friends envy me my extra money and 


the nice way I earn it. 


Eleanor H., Mich. 


Write Me! 


IMPLY write me a note saying: 


Manager: 


“Dear 


I am interested in your 


money-making plan,” and I shall send you 





all the informa- 
tion at once. 
There are no dues 
to be paid and no 
expenses of any 
kind. What’s 
more, you can be- 
gin earning with- 
out a day’s delay. 
So come and 
join us and share 
in our profits and 
pleasures. 


Address a note today to the 
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For Youngsters, 2 to6 


A Complete Winter Outfit 
HAT, COAT & LEGGINGS 


| Shape ogee fashioned from the same 
piece of sturdy, long-wearing, warm 
chinchilla—a charming HAT; a comfy, well- 
fitting COAT, lined and interlined; snug 
LEGGINGS, equipped with the genuine 
ORIGINAL HOOKLESS FASTENER; 
TOP-TO-TOE SETS 
match perfectly. 
Probably your favorite 
store is already featuring 
TOP-TO-TOE TOGS. If 
not, send us $13.75 for the 
setillustrated and we'll ship it 
immediately, charges prepaid, 
with a money-back guaran- 
tee if you’re not delighted. 
Mention the color—Navy, Tan, Cadet Blue 
or Cranberry—and the size—2, 3, 4, 5, or 6. 


HOLTSBERG & BERKMAN 
11 West 32nd a» New York cer 






























Nothing 
brightens 
lonely hours 
like Puzzle-Peg 
—the greatest of all solitaire games. The new book 
of 104 mystifying problems packed with each set 


brings almost endless fun. 


aed ep >. 


PAID 


—is the wonder Puzzle of the century, com- 
bines the fascinating features of puzzle and 
game. -For whiling away lonely hours, it has no 
equal. Played by one it makes fun for all. You 
never tire of it. It makes the ideal Christmas gift 
ai for all ages from 8 to 80. Don't forget those who need 
wr remembering most. Give them Puzzle-Peg, “the gift that 
ends loneliness.”’ At all Game Dealers’ or sent postpaid to 
any address for 50c. (In Foreign Countries, 75c.) 


Lubbers & Bell, 751 Second Av.,Clinton, Ia. 
















For decorating fancy handkerchiefs, 
scarfs, pillow tops, table runners, dresses, 
drapes. Anybody can do it quick- 
ly, easily. Complete trial outfit, 
ony $1.00. Includes silk crepe hand- 
kerchief, with marked design; 3 bot- 
tles color; 1 tube plastic white; 1 pkg. 
metallic gold; 1 brush; 6 cones; explicit 
instructions. Finished handkerchief 
and materials would cost many times more 
in stores; you pay only $1.00. Order your 
outfit today. 

THAYER & CHANDLER 
Department M-23, 913 Van Buren Street, Chicago, Illinois 


FREE! Hise Tite” Sh now, resin 9 








SEEN:“MAGATZINES fe: 


(em The smartest, most interesting, entertaining 
instructive Magazine in America! 10 weeks for 


only 10c. Special introductory offer. No maga- 
N zine like it. Full of important facts, pictures and 


Mil The Pathfinder, Dept. P-50, Washington, D.C. 
















For All 
the Family 


F ALL the gifts under the Christmas tree, 

none will meet with greater enthusiasm 

than a Health-O-Meter automatic bathroom 
scale. It’s a Christmas present that the entire 
family will appreciate for years. 


With it, father will keep his weight right, and 
mother will safeguard the children’s health. 
With it and the accompanying Weight Control 
Course, the over or underweight member of the 
family can quickly, easily, safely take off or put 
on weight. Besides, a Health-O-Meter gives 
such an ultra-modern touch to a bathroom! 


Your Hardware, Department, 
Physicians’ Supply or Drug 
» Store can furnish a Health-O- 
Meter with Christmas wrap- 
pings. Write for literature 
describing the many benefits 
given by this ideal Christ- 
mas gift. 


Continental Scale Works, Dept. 12-M 
5703 So. Claremont Ave., Chicago, III. 
Send me literature about the Health-O-Meter. 


Name.. 


Address 
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SHEET Music 


SAY ‘‘CENTURY"”’ and get the best 
Certified Music. It’s 15c (20c in Can- 
ada). Most teachers use it. Parents ap- 
preciate the saving and the pupil gets 
the best. Get free catalog of 2500 se- 
lections at your dealer’s, or write us. 
Century Music Publishing Co. 

239 West 40th Street ¢ 
New York City 








Do This Profitable New Work at Home 
You can easily make extra money at home in 
spare hours, decorating candlesticks, lamp 

shades, toys and novelty furniture. Many do 

it solely for artistic pleasure; thousands 
ae make fine incomes supplying 
enormous demand. 

Send for Free Book 
Tells how you can become a 
member of Fireside Industries, 
national organization of well 
paid home-workers. Outfit 
furnished without extra cost. 
Send 2c for postage on beau- 
tiful book giving full details. 

FIRESIDE INDUSTRIES 

Dept. 42-W Adrian, Mich. 








312 Fourth Avenue 


QOKED RUGS 


in Spare Time 


i Charming, colorful, Hooked Rugs of 
jj), ‘unmatched beauty are now easily 
' madebyanyoneat withSuperior 
Simplified Rugcraft, five times faster 
than the old way. We furnish com- 
| plete outfit, includin: mptreme, pattern, 
; and eee yarnto make aagtiaee rugs 
' ina few hours at amazingly low cost. 
FREE Pattern Service 
_ Write at once for literature describing 
| Superior Rugcraft and FREE Pat- 
tern Service. No obligation whatever. 
Yarn and patterns supplied direct at 
pang — NO MONEY, only 
nameand address—a postal will do. 
Superior Appliance & Pattern Co. 
Clearfield, Pa. 
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The Youngest Generation 


(Continued from Page 32) 


need supplementary feedings from the 
bottle or that the mother should try to 
improve the quality of her milk by careful 
attention to her diet and the hygiene of 
her life. During the summer the gain in 
weight may be much slower, but as long 
as the baby does not show signs of actual 
undernourishment it is better not to in- 
crease the amount of feeding or the 
strength of the formula until the cooler 
weather comes. Weighing must take place 
on’ the same day of the week and at the 
same hour of the day, also in the same kind 
of clothing if the baby is to be taken out 
to be weighed. If you have the scales at 
home, the best hour is just before or just 
after the bath. 

The second sign of the baby’s healthful 
growth is the regular increase in height. 
Here again, it does not matter how tall 
the baby is but how regularly he grows in 
relation to his increase in weight. From 
birth to three months of age, the baby 
should grow about three inches and there 
should be the same increase in height dur- 
ing the second three months. From the 
sixth month to the end of the year there 
will be another three-inch increase while 
during the second year the entire gain will 
not be more than three or four inches. 

You do not need any complicated ap- 
paratus to measure the baby. The pic- 
tures tell the story of how you may do this 
at home with a tape measure, a few tacks, 
a table and a book. Measuring should be 
done once each month on the same date. 

While the normal healthy baby is grow- 
ing tall and gaining in weight, there is also 
a regular gain in the size of the head, 
chest and abdomen. This is the time 
when the baby’s head seems so large in 
proportion to the rest of the body. But 
this is entirely normal, for at birth the 
average baby has a chest measurement of 
thirteen and a half inches while the cir- 
cumference of the head is fourteen 
inches. Slowly the chest measurement 
begins to catch up and at the end of the 
first year they are equal and about eight- 
een inches. The size of the abdomen keeps 
pace with the chest and should measure 
the same during the first year. If the head 
or abdomen grows out of proportion to 


the chest or if there is any marked differ- 
ence between any of the three measure- 
ments, it is a sign that there is something 
wrong with the baby’s nutrition, which 
may indicate such a serious condition 
that the baby should be placed under the 
doctor’s care at once. 

Every mother and father looks forward 
eagerly to that first sign of a dawning in- 
telligence. The two senses that contribute 
to this are those of sight and hearing and 
it is often very difficult for us to know 
which one the baby is using. It is probable 
that the baby does not really see anything 
during the first few weeks. There is the 
knowledge of the difference between light 
and darkness then, but that is about all. 
But at about six weeks of age the baby 
begins to recognize bright-colored objects, 
and by the time he is three months old he 
should begin to recognize his mother or 
nurse. At six months he will know the 
toys that he likes and try to grasp them. 
Little babies are very sensitive to sound 
but the normal baby is at least two months 
old before he shows that he knows where 
the sound is coming from. 

Every baby should have perfect free- 
dom for the use of all the muscles of the 
body. No tight clothing and no tightly 
tucked-in bed clothes. If he has this he 
will get all the muscular activity he needs. 
But never should he be urged to use his 
strength. At from three to four months of 
age he will begin to hold his head up with- 
out support, but he must not be allowed to 
do this often at first, for the delicate and 
growing muscles are easily strained. He 
will be proud of his new-found strength 
and at this time he will try to grasp toys 
that are held before him. When he is six 
or seven months old he will begin his 
efforts to sit erect and, again, this should 
be a gradual development. Normally a 
baby should begin to take a step or two 
at the end of the first year and if this is 
delayed for many weeks it is well to find 
out if there is any nutritional disorder. I 
do not believe in urging babies to creep or 
to stand alone. If the baby is normally 
developed he will want to stand up and 
to walk as soon as he is strong enough to 
do so; and some babies never creep. 
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Make 

the children’s 

playroom a real 
Art Gallery 


The same pictures that help 
educate and inspire your chil- 
dren in the schoolroom may sur- 
t) round them at home in the play- 
*y room. The influences which have 
/ guided civilization are represented 
“ by 2250 reproductions from the 
''} world’s masterpieces of art; famous 
paintings by old‘and modern masters; 
portraits of eminent men; biblical and 
historical scenes; architecture; sculp- 
ture and statuary. 


| “the Perry Pictures 


bring the art galleries of the world 
to your home. They make beautiful 
Christmas Gifts at the low cost of only 


TWO CENTS EACH 


for 25 or more. Size5!4x8 in. Send 
50¢ for set of (1) 25 popular subjects 
oe here or (2) Life of Christ 
or (3) for Children or (4) Animals. 
Each set has 25 different subjects. 
_Or make your selections from the 


Perry Pictures Catalogue 


of 1600 miniature illustrations 
and specimen Perry Pictures. 
Catalogue included FREE 
with the order or sent sep- 
arately for fifteen cents. 
Worth many times 
its Cost as an art 
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Patented January 12, 1926 


Keeps the dog happy, healthy 
and more comfortable. Prompt 
relief in case of fleas by apply- 
ing our treatment, $1 per can. 
The first practical and sanitary 
dog bed. Durable, easily cleaned. 


For Small Dogs, $5. Medium, $7. 
Large, $9. 





IVER JOHNSON 
SPORTING GOODS CO. 
157 Washington St.' 
Boston 


Circular on request 
or your dealer 





































What savor, what 
color it gives: 
No Chef could 
do better 


Famous for 5O years 
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HE art of gracious living demands fastidious 

appointments. Taste is improving . . . we're more 
finicky about our home surroundings. 

Bathrooms today are dreams of beauty compared 
with just a few years ago. Women of refinement 
choose even bathroom paper with thoughtful care. 

A. P. W. Satin Tissue pleases dainty women. They 
like its silky smoothness. They know that doctors 
say it is a valuable aid to health. 

For A. P.W. is surgically clean. Made of long, soft 
fibres of spotless virgin pulp, and pure water from 
artesian wells. Sterilized time and time again in making. 


Wrapped dustproof. Kept clean from mill to you. 


Satin smooth, absorbent, pure- jr well appointed bathrooms 


This sheet is wonderfully absorbent, yet has a 
smooth, firm texture. It’s absolutely soluble. 

Actually cheaper by the year than harsh abrad= 
ing papers. Large rolls, sold by the carton, reduce 
its cost to you. 

Ask your dealer for the carton of a year’s supply, 
10,000 de luxe sheets in rolls, $2.00. Or the Junior 
size for recessed built=in fixtures, 6,000 sheets $1.00. 

Surely your family deserves the best. Phone your 
dealer for a carton now. Save time and conversation. 

Or if he can’t supply you, send us your order 
with your dealer's name, enclosing check or bills. 


We'll send the carton, plain wrapped, postpaid. 


4 One word of caution. Aluch cheap toilet paper is made of “ reclaimed stock,” old newspapers, and the like. Un- ioe 
2 known rolls are sometimes risky. Be safe, be sure. Buy toilet paper by brand name only. Say “T want A. P. W" 
e 


























A. P.W. Satin Tissue de luxe size—carton 10,000 sheets in rolls, a year’s supply—$2.00 Junior size— 
, tight wound rolls for recessed fixtures—6,000 sheets $1.00 Also flat in packages—9,000 sheets S2.45 


SATIN Tis Sf See 


pes YOUR DEALER for the carton, An average A. P. W. PAPER COMPANY, Albany, N. Y. [C-12] 












ee 


year's supply. ‘If he has none in stock, just mail the coupon For the enclosed §$ 
with check or bills enclosed, and dealer’s'name. We'll send Please send me postpaid, plainly wrapped, carton of 
the carton you prefer, by mail postpaid, securely wrapped. A.P. W. Satin Tissue checked below. 








0) 10,000 sheets, de luxe size, in rolls, $2.00 0 6,000 sheets, tight wound Junior rolls, $1.00 0 9,000 sheets, flat, large size, $2.45 


Dealer’s Name and Address My Name and Address 
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To INCREASE the nourishment and 
give a delicious flavor to soups, stews, 
gravies, sauces, fish, meats, vegetables and 
salads, ‘‘add a little ‘Lemco’. a 


The Original Beef Extract 
“Lemco” is J. von Liebig’s pure beef 
essence, endorsed by the medical profes- 
sion and recognized since 1865 as the most 
highly concentrated extract of prime beef. 


Appetizing Recipes 

There are dozens of daily uses for ‘‘Lemco.”’ 
A quarter teaspoon makes a cup of the 
most delicious beef bouillon. Leftovers 
seasoned with ‘‘Lemco”’ afford many 
appetizing delicacies, rich in food-values 
because of the concentrated nourishment. 
For children, ““Lemco” with milk is a 
healthful and easily digested food, giving 
substance without bulk. 

Send for Free “‘Lemco”? Cook Book with helpful 
suggestions for new recipes. 


*‘Lemco’’ is sold at the best drug and 
grocery stores. If your dealer cannot 
supply you, write to 


Lamont, Corliss & Company 
131 Hudson Street, New York 


U. S. Distributors for 
Oxo Limited, London, eyed 


‘LEMCO 


ee COMPAiey 's EXTRACT OF BEEF 

























. this Cunning New 


Comfort Chain! 





How easy now to hold lingerie straps 
securely in place. No more disquiet- 
ing, sometimes embarrassing, slipping 
and rolling! This wonderful new inven- 
tion, Lingerie ‘‘V”’ Chain, is dainty and 
charming—and your straps can't slip! 


OUR WHITE GOLD FILLED 
ONLY $1.00 















They’re charming, practical Xmas 

Gan. Come packed in lovely Xmas Agents 
oxes. Money back guarantee if not Wi 

delighted. Not sold in stores. $70 a eek 





LINGERIE “V” CO., 6 Harris St., No. Windham, Conn. 
This new invention is a whirlwind Rep ives are 
making amazing big caxnings. No experience needed. If you want 
| #0 007 earn extra money fast write today for full details. Don't delay. 














DELIGHTF UL XMAS GIFTS 





NAME stamped in Gilt letters on Pencils and Case—FREE. 


Quality Lead Pencils, made by Eberhard Faber, i in all. Sets 





No. 1--Six Pencils teapertedl polishes) i in genuine a Lesther Coin Pocket 
cents 
No. ie -Three Pencils and’ Case--Name engraved as above.--40cents 


Case with NAME engraved on each pencil and Case.-75 











No. eee Se ane eneben: 25cts. 


No.6--Box of Six Pencils-4. 
Order by No. Print out Names. Send Check or Money Order 
Prices include Parcel Post. For Guaranteed Delivery add 10 cents. 


BALLARD PENCIL CO. sain 









CANDIES, HOME MADE, 
pay big. A Ladies’ ADE,“ ‘o- 
tart in home, almost no cash. We S 
teach successfully (by mail) what to 
make; how to sell. Free Book explains. 

CAPITOL CANDY SCHOOL 
' Dept. S-1921 Washington, D.C. 


cents; No.12--Boxof Twelve--65cents 










The Little Woman Who Made 
a Great War 


(Continued from Page 27) 


new students; and when Professor Stowe’s 
very pretty young wife died he almost 
lost his mind. What could Hattie Beecher 
do? Hewasso helpless and learned. Just 
before she married the widower, Harriet 
wrote to a friend, concerning this passage 
to wifehood, ‘‘Lo! it has come, and I feel 
nothing at all.”” And three weeks after 
the wedding, ‘‘My husband and I are now 
seated by our own fireside, as domestic a 
pair of tame fowl as 


many another earner, she could not ease 
her conscience unless her very money- 
getting was a contribution to the public 
weal. 

There came a letter from her sister-in- 
law, Mrs. Edward Beecher, about the new 
Fugitive Slave Law. ‘Now, Hattie, if I 
could use a pen as you can, I would write 
something that would make a whole na- 
tion feel what an accursed thing slavery 

is.” The Stowe family 





you ever saw.” 

And still the daily 
hounding of poverty 
went on. Dollars must 
be earned and eggs 
bought somehow. Life 
kept on being difficult 
with housework and 
children—she bore 
seven—and grinding 
physical problems 
matched over against 
mental agitations and 
the war for right. Chol- 








were all together when 
the letter was read 
aloud, and their mother 
stood up, crumpling it 
in her hand, and ex- 
claimed, “‘God helping 
me, I will write some- 
thing. I will ifI live!” 
But, “‘as long as the 
baby sleeps with 
me nights, I can’t do 
much of anything, but 
I will do it at last.” 








era and death invaded 
the little household. ‘‘ After all, God rules,” 
said Calvin Stowe. ‘‘Yes, but the devil 
tries to,” Lyman Beecher came back. 
Authorship had its grim compulsion. 
It brought in driblets of money. “‘The 
nursery and the kitchen were my principal 
fields of labor. With the first money that 
I earned, I bought a feather bed! After 
that I thought I had discovered the 
philosopher’s stone. So when a new 
carpet or mattress was going to be needed, 
I used to say to my faithful friend, Anna, 
‘Now if you will keep the babies and at- 
tend to the things in the house for one day, 
I’ll write a piece, and then we shall be out 
of the scrape.’”’ 


Net an Extremist 


EANWHILE around young Cincin- 
nati the question of slavery was rag- 
ing. There were speeches and mobs, and 
burnings when a negro was seen to escort a 
young white Quaker girl into the hall, and 
splits in the church. Lyman Beecher in- 
deed had little use for abolitionists who in- 
vaded his theology. They were “‘made up 
of vinegar, aqua fortis and oil of vitriol with 
brimstone, saltpeter and charcoal to ex- 
plode and scatter corrosive matter,”’ said 
he, the expert orator in theological phrases. 
But his children were not so sure, though 
they were onlookers rather than par- 
ticipants in the violences that surrounded 
them. 

Harriet had crossed the river into Ken- 
tucky and seen a patriarchal and smoothly 
running plantation, and been, apparently, 
unimpressed, though all the details of her 
visit were later to foam into print; brother 
Henry Ward and Calvin Stowe helped a 
fugitive slave to escape by an “under- 
ground railroad’’ station; another brother, 
Charles, did business in New Orleans and 
came back with some ugly tales; Mrs. 
Stowe had a colored maid whose history 
moved her mistress deeply. 

But Mrs. Stowe never became an out- 
and-out abolitionist. Like her father, she 
felt that the extremists were “like men 
who would burn down their houses to get 
rid of rats.” Of actual Southern life and 
of slavery as it was, she knew nothing 
except by hearsay. 

Lane Seminary was thin picking; and 
now Bowdoin College in Maine beckoned 
the learned Professor Stowe. It fell to 
Mrs. Stowe to move children and furni- 
ture back to the East and to do all bar- 
gaining in the days when railroads and 
steamboats were dragons to be conquered 
only by intrepid souls. And still the same 
problems. The house in Brunswick was 
cold and in bad repair. She must scrub 
and manage, and she must earn, and, like 


Henry Ward Beecher 
was using his church 
in Brooklyn as a spectacular place to mar- 
ket slaves in order to redeem them from 
slavery, and so stirring his people to 
excitement, but rousing others of the nation 
to fury. 

The first bits of Uncle Tom were written 
on a piece of brown paper left by the 
butcher. Professor Stowe found them by 
chance and wept over them. He wept 
rather easily. Mrs. Stowe began to write 
to friends who might tell her about planta- 
tion life—which she had never seen; she 
revived the memories of her own black 
Eliza; she refreshed the tales told in 
Cincinnati days. So Uncle Tom’s Cabin 
found its way, as a serial, into the pages 
of The National Era. Perhaps, thought 
Professor Stowe, his wife might earn 
enough for a new dress. 

And the mockery between what is ex- 
pected and what happens! 

Then it came to the question of book 
form: No popular subject this, said the 
publisher, and it was too long. Would 
Mrs. Stowe shorten it? No, she would 
not. Would she prefer a 10 per cent roy- 
alty or would she share in the risks and 
profits? 

No risks, thank you, for the Stowe 
family. Straight royalty. 

Who, under any circumstances, said 
the Stowes’ chief adviser, would want to 
read a book written by a woman? Yet he 
himself began it on the train going South, 
and got off at Springfield to go to a hotel 
until he should finish it. 


Then the Storm 


OST ironical of all, Mrs. Stowe be- 

lieved that she had written a book 
that would be acceptable to the South as a 
true portrayal of the difficulties in which 
it was involved, but would be obnoxious 
to the abolitionist group. 

Had she not made two of the three 
owners of Uncle Tom kind and reason- 
able men? ‘Your book is going to be the 
great pacificator. It will unite North and 
South,”’ wrote a friend who knew both 
sections. 

Then the storm! The whirlwind! 
“Eight presses running day and night 
were barely able to keep pace with the de- 
mand for it.”” Into twenty-two languages 
it flew in winged words, even into 
far-away dialects—Wallachian, Siamese, 
Hindu. Every land was weeping with Tom 
and laughing with Topsy. Mrs. Stowe’s 
son and grandson have told the story. “It 
was like the kindling of a mighty con- 
flagration, the sky all aglow with the 
resistless tide of emotion, that swept all 


(Continued on Page 159) 
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DO YOU WANT EVERYS 
THING YOU BAKE TO 
COME OUT RIGHT? 


Of course you do! 

Your efforts will be rewarded with the most 
evenly baked bread and roasted meat you ever 
saw or tasted—delicious—if you only use 


iglr Home Bake 
Oven Thermometer 


Taylor Home Bake Oven Thermometer tests oven, 
giving exact temperature ($2.00); Taylor Home 
Candy Maker's Thermometer for making candy, pre- 
a serves and jelly ($2.00) ; Taylor Sug- 
armeter tells when the syrup for 
canning is right ($1.25); Mo, Fat 
Frying Thermometer ($2.00 | 
If your dealer cannot supply you, ie iif 
price, plus 10c postage, tous. Safedelivery 
guaranteed. Write today for free recipe 
book containing over 200 time and 
temperature tested recipes. 


ator /nstrument Companies 
Rochester, N. Y., U. S. A. 
Canadian Plant, Tycos 
Building, Toronto y 














QUESTION 


How Can I Make More 
Money? 


-—a 


If you have the will, here’s the way 


ANSWER 


The Curtis Publishing Company 
276 Independence Square, Philadelphia, Pa. 


Please tell me how, as your subscription representa- 
tive in this locality, I can earn up to $1.50 or more 
an hour in my spare time. 
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PLEASE PRINT NAME AND ADDRESS 
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Invitations— Announcements 
100 in script lettering, $3.50 
eae fp de acts of 5100 


Wedding 


Write for Sa - aed 
L. OTT ENGRAVING CO., 1036 catia rr Ses iphis hia, 
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ASCINATING little “mer-girls” with wind- 
blown hair, playing with scallop shells and 


tancled seaweed on far-off fairy sands! 


This is the theme Sarah S. Stilwell Weber 
has used to create a Martex towel of unusually 
charming design. 


This gifted artist is famous for her fanciful 
illustrations of children. 





For years her own little daughter, now almost 
grown up, served this talented mother as a joyous 
| model that gaily swam, snowballed, skated and 
skiped her way across the prominent magazine 
covers of the country. And it is still almost always 
little girls who play so happily upon Mrs. Webet’s 


] canv2ses. 

The gusty sky of the Maine island where Mrs. 
Webe:: spends long summers painting makes a 
: charming background for the little girl playing 
with the towel. 


“Tittle Mermaids” is the 
name of this delightful new 








TURKISH TOWELS ‘ 
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A famous illustrator of children adds a charmingly whimsical design to the new series of Martex towels 


SARAH S. STILWELL WEBER 
puts two mermaids on a Martex towel 


towel. It is one of a series of towels designed for 
Martex by leading artists. Other new patterns are: 
René Clarke’s “Bracken,” a fern design 
Elizabeth Shippen Green’s “Perugia,” swans 
Edward A. Wilson’s “Salem,” ships at sea 
Winold Reiss’ “Old Mexico,” an Indian motif 
W. E. Heitland’s tropical theme, “Coral Seas” 
Varied as the personalities of the designers them- 
selves, all these towels are distinctive and beauti- 
ful. And all have the famous Martex underweave, 


closer, firmer than in ordinary towels, that makes 
them so wonderfully durable. Yet they cost no 
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The underweave of a Martex towel 
(equally :nagnified) is remarkably 
tight, firm and durable 


The underweave of an ordinary 
Turkish towel (somewhat magni- 
fied) is loose, weak and open 


MARTE XA. 


WASH CLOTHS ~ BATH 


more than other quite undistinguished towels. 


You will find Martex towels, wash cloths and 
bath mats at all dry goods and department stores, 
in all the favorite. bathroom colors. Every color 
guaranteed fast. 


rhe —-bockiat showing the new Martex 
towels designed by prominent artists. Send 
the coupon for it and enclose 25c for one of the 
famous Martex complexion cloths, especially 
designed for steaming the face. Your dealer will 
order others for you. 











Send now for|| W. H. & A. E. MARGERISON & CO. 
free booklet 120 Jasper & Huntingdon Sts. 
showing Philadelphia, Pa. 
new designs 
by famous Name 
artists 7 7 

Address 








(0 Please send me free booklet showing designs made 
for Martex towels by famous artists. 





1 Complexion cloth for which I enclose 25 cents. 

















SHEETS ~ BATH MATS 
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The Vanishing American—by Zane Grey 

Here at last is the great romance of the American 
Indian—revealing in the swift march of its events 
the tragedy and glory of a whole race. 


Wings—by John Monk Saunders 
A rushing romance of airplane warfare, and of 
*“Speed”’ Powell’s home town, before and after. 


7th Heaven—by Austin Strong 

One of the most beautiful love idyls in all fiction 
is in this elemental novel of the picturesque slums 
of Paris in wartime. 
The Last Trail—by Zane Grey 

A magnificent and historically true story of the 
stirring days of Daniel Boone and Lewis Wetzel. 


The Volga Boatman 
—by Konrad Bercovici 

All the tragic, romantic panorama of the most ex- 
citing days of Russian history is in this stirring story. 
Ben Hur—by General Lew Wallace 

The whole world has placed Ben Hur on a height 
of eminence which no other novel of its time has 
reached. Did you see the movie? 


Photo from Beau Geste 
by courtesy of 
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Photo of Richard Dix, in upper left 
corner, by courtesy of Paramount. 


Photo of Ramon Novarro, in Ben 
Hur, from Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer. 


ize at Yourself ~ 
To These Great Movie Books! 


Beau Geste—by P. C. Wren 

Plot upon: plot, mystery upon mystery in the 
French Foreign Legion, with no solution until the 
very end. 


The Mine With the Iron Door 
—by Harold Bell Wright 
Follow the bandits, rustlers, and two baffling 
mysteries in this thrilling story of. the Arizona 
Mountains. 


The Thundering Herd—by Zane Grey 

Reckless, hard-riding plainsmen, buffalo hunters, 
Indians—the whole colorful epic is in this breathless 
tale. 


The Garden of Allah—by Robert Hichens 

An intense, glowing epic of the great desert, made 
brilliant and thrilling by its deep knowledge of 
humanity —its passions and its strength. 


The Passionate Quest 
—by E. Phillips Oppenheim 
The entrancing quest of Rosina, who wanted 
romance; of Philip, who craved fame; of Matthew 
who wished to make a success in business. 








Any books you choose here will make 
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The Winning of Barbara Worth 
—by Harold Bell Wright 


The passions, the longings, the love and hatreds 
of strong men and brave women are vividly por- 
trayed in this desert story. 


How to Claim Your Copies 


For any two of the books described on this page, 
send us only two subscriptions for the Ladies’ Home 
Journal from people outside your family who do not 
live at your home. Collect only $1 each for any 
address in the United States or Canada; for foreign 
addresses, collect $2.50. 

Mail the full amount you collect with your request 
for the books. You need not be a subscriber to qualify, 
but your own subscription cannot be counted. We 
will forward the books at once, postage prepaid, toany 
address* other than that of one of your subscribers. 


For three books, secure and send three subscrip- 
tions: or send just five subscriptions for any six books. 
Only orders for two or more books will be accepted; 
do not send one subscription for one book. 


*On account of imposts, no orders can be accepted for books to be 
shipped to foreign countries. And for each book ordered for Canada, 
add 10c to cover duty. 


To United Artists we 
are indebted for this 
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delightful gifts for your friends. > 
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Won’t mother 
be pleased! 


ERE’S the gift that will make 
mother’s task of keeping the home 
clean easier every day in the year. 


There’s nothing like the carpet-sweeper 
for everyday sweeping. Silently, swiftly, 
with astounding ease, the modern Cyco 
Ball Bearing Bissell gathers up all 
crumbs, dirt, lint from rugs—keeps them 
faultlessly neat. 


The cost of the first half-dozen brooms 
it saves pays for a Bissell, which lasts for 
years. Play-size Bissells for a few dimes. 
At department, housefurnishing, furni- 
ture and hardware stores. Booklet of 
Bissell models, or suggestions for proper 
care and use of your present sweeper, on 
request. 


CARPET SWEEPER CO., GRAND RAPIDS, MICH. 


Carpet Sweeper 





Empties with a thumbepressure 


a 
et 


2 ~ BECOME A NURSE 


HIS school will give you, in your 

own home, the most complete 
and practical preparation for nursing 
obtainable outside the hospital. 
More than 39,000 students have en- 
rolled during 25 years. 

Our Graduates Earn 









$30 and $35 a Week 
The ideal study for all women. Mon- 
ey refunded if dissatisfied after two 
months’ trial. Write for catalog and 
pages from course. Minimum age, 18, 


THE CHAUTAUQUA SCHOOL OF NURSING 


Jamestown, N.Y. 


612 Main Street 














RFECT HEMSTITCHING 
ND PICOTING ATTACH- 
MENT, PRICE, $1.00 | 
\bsolute money-back guar- 
‘e Greatest invention 





f known for the housewife. 

F any make of sewing ma- | 

Cline. Easy and quick toat- } 

ta: hi. Easy to operate. Pays for 
iten minutes’ time.Sendno 

m y. Pay the postman $1.00. 

( five days. Your money back if you are not more than pleased, 


HEMSTITCHER CO., Dept. 77, Ft. Worth, Tex. 










Won’t Mar Finest Wall Paper 
And will harmonize with 
any color decorations 


Moore Push-Pins 
Glass Heads—Steel Points 
For heavy pictures, mirrors, etc., use 

Moore Push-less Hangers 
They strongly grip the wall 
10¢ pkts. Everywhere 
Send for Sample, New Enameled Cup Hook 
Moore Push-Pin Co. , Philadelphia, Pa. 





ante Wdeeire ting | 


LEARN AT HOME 





\ 
ve actical, easy. Beautify your home—or \ 
2ecome high-paid decorator. Prominent 
Hin York Decorators give personal instruc- 
f on by mail. Free Book describes wonder- 
- opportunities. Write today. National 
chool of Interior Decoration, Dept. 

2, 119 W. 57th St., New York City. 
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(Continued from Page 156) 


before it and even crossed the broad seas 
till it seemed as if the whole world scarcely 
thought or talked of anything else. The 
multitude began to ask who had done this 
thing. Who had set the world on fire? 
And lo, there stood outlined against the 
great light ‘a little bit of 
a woman—just as thin 
and dry as a pinch of 
snuff.’’’ Readers cared 
no more than she herself 
whether she knew first- 
hand of what she wrote. 
Feelings, not facts, are the 
arguments of literature. 

But fame was partly 
infamy. Papers political, 
papers religious, letters 
and pulpits poured abuse. 
Caricature and slander 
and even obscenity 
whirled about her unpre- 
pared head. The praise came chiefly from 
unexpected quarters, the abuse from those 
whom she had thought to satisfy. She 
was a foul, unchristian outlaw. She was 
a saint and an apostle. Certainly she was 
a most astonished woman. 

Twice and three times she went abroad, 
to stay with the Charles Kingsleys, to 
make friends with Mrs. Browning and 
George Eliot and Lady Byron, concern- 
ing whom she later involved herself in a 
wild-eyed controversy; and to come home 
in the ship with the Hawthornes and Mrs. 
Field. 

She wrote a second negro story. ‘“One 
hundred thousand copies of Dred sold in 
four weeks. After that who cares what 
critics say!’ 

What wonder if in the glory of adula- 
tion—and even her enemies by the enor- 
mity of their fury made her feel that she 
was on a pedest; |—Mrs. Stowe began to 
assume the superwoman attityde= wen,- 
as the country rushed toward’ our only 
supreme tragedy—the war of brother 
against brother—she was told that the 
flocking of young men to enlist was be- 
cause they had read Uncle Tom; when 
even President Lincoln, welcoming her, 
said, “‘Why, Mrs. Stowe, right glad to see 
you. So you’re the little woman who 
wrote the book that made this great war!”’ 
She made pronouncements concerning 
political affairs; she began a great home 
in Hartford, such as was appropriate for a 
real personage on whom money at last 
poured in abundantly—only, unfortu- 
nately and mysteriously, money dis- 
appeared almost as mysteriously in the 








hands of the Stowes. Other novels she 
poured out—The Pearl of Orr’s Island, 
The Minister’s Wooing and, most delec- 
table picture of early simple New England 
life and best of all her literary work, Old 
Town Folks. 

She went on the lecture stage and thou- 
sands crowded just to see her and tell her 
how their daughters were 
named Eva and Harriet— 
for her. A new establish- 
ment in Florida where 
they might live at ease, 
and give their son, inva- 
lided after the war, 
health, and help the negro 
first-hand—the negro 
about whom they had 
known so little— proved 
also a fizzle, and personal 
tragedies came between 
them and the world’s 
glory. And so on into 
the shadows. 

Meanwhile Uncle Tom’s Cabin was be- 
coming a classic, sometimes a much 
kicked-about classic, put on the stage with 
two Topsies and a little Eva who ascended 
to heaven by a very evident machiné that 
creaked as she rose. Literary critics and 
historical critics were tearing her reputa- 
tion. Said they, her facts are not facts; 
she did not know the people and the place 
of which she wrote; her luridness was 
secondhand, a sham; her magnum opus 
was wretchedly put together and slovenly 
in style. She herself believed that she had 
been inspired, and inspired writers do not 
have to grub after facts. 

Perhaps the best piece of criticism that 
came was from overseas, from George 
Sand. ‘I cannot say she has talent as one 
understands it in the world of letters, but 
she has genius as humanity feels the need 
of genius.” 

Against the cry of “‘lying propaganda,” 
and against the piping criticism of the in- 
telligentzia, stands a solid fact, and you 
cannot change facts by declaring that they 
ought not to be. The fact was that her 
book sold probably more copies than any 
other except the Bible, and that not be- 
cause it was advertised or pushed, but be- 
cause people wanted to read it. Harriet 
Beecher Stowe, little, ultrafeminine, child 
bearer, established, in these United States, 
a place for women in the full dignity of 
the field of letters, and the right to play 
a part, even a dominating part, in the 
emotions that occupy a larger part in 
molding history than do facts or argu- 
ments or figures. So that is the second 
and greater reason for remembering her. 


C famous European (hristmas (sookies 


(Continued from Page 142) 


ELF-ICED COOKIES were served by 
our forefathers with eggnog on Christ- 
mas Day. 
4 Eggs 1% Cupfuls of Flour 
2 Cupfuls of Powdered A Little Grated 
Sugar Lemon Peel 
14 Teaspoonful of Salt 


Beat the eggs ten minutes, then add the . 


sugar gradually while continuing to beat. 
Add the flavoring, and sift in the flour. 
Drop onto buttered sheets and place im- 
mediately in a moderate oven—400° F. 
As soon as the cookies rise, lower the heat 
to 300° F., which causes a puffed appear- 
ance and keeps them from browning. Bake 
ten minutes longer. Remove from the 
baking sheet immediately. 


INNAMON STARS, or Christmas 
Stars, as they are sometimes called, 
are also delicate and not difficult to make. 
2 Eeg Whites 
14 to 2 Pounds of 
Confectioners’ Sugar 
Beat the eggs until they begin to froth, 
then gradually sift in the sugar mixed 
with the cinnamon. When the mixture be- 
comes too stiff to stir, turn it onto a pastry 
board sprinkled with some of the sugar 


Y% Teaspoonful of 
Cinnamon 


and knead as much sugar as possible into 
it. When pliable and soft, roll into a very 
thin sheet, dusting the rolling pin with 
the sugar, cut into stars, dust with cinna- 
mon, place on lightly greased and floured 
pans and leave to dry half an hour. Bake 
forty minutes at 225° F. 


HRISTMAS NUGGETS are so good 
we must include them. 
34 Cupful of Butter 
2% Cupfuls of Flour 
44 Teaspoonful of 
Baking Powder 


\% Teaspoonful of Salt 
34 Cupful of Sugar 


ggs 
¥% Pound of Currants 


Rub the butter into the flour, sifted 
with the baking powder, salt and spices. 
Add the well-beaten eggs, the sugar and 
lemon peel, and mix thoroughly. Place 
by teaspoonfuls on a well-greased baking 
sheet and bake in a moderate oven—350° 
F.—about fifteen minutes. 

Chocolate Almond Nuggets ate a de- 
lightful variation made by omitting the 
fruit and nuts and adding two ounces of 
melted bitter chocolate and two-thirds 
cupful of blanched and shredded almonds. 


42 Teaspoonful of 
Cinnamon 
1 Teaspoonful of 
Grated Lemon 
4% Pound of Chopped 
English Walnuts 
or Hickory Nuts 








1$9 
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“When minutes 
count 


Tick-tock, tick-tock— when every second 
brings nearer the “zero hour’’ when a 
hungry husband tears downstairs for 
breakfast, or the children rush home for 
lunch, or the “‘sudden”’ guest is due at the 
door—then you'll appreciate the speed of 
JENNY WREN. 

JENNY WREN eliminates three time- 
taking operations—the three most risky 
steps in baking. It insures success because 
it already contains the hard-to-mix in- 
gredients. You can make pancakes, bis- 
cuits, pie, or cake—all from this one 
“quick” flour—and everything will have 
the most tempting look and the most 
delicious taste. 

JENNY WREN is healthful. It includes 
the mineral element lost in most white 
flour milling. It is economical. It makes 
1% to ¥% larger bakings, besides costing 
less per pound than other prepared flours. 

Try a package. JENNY WREN may be 
had at all the good independent and 
chain stores. Any grocer can get it for 
you if you insist. 

For Recipe Book (16 pages, illustrated, of 
JENNY WREN ‘‘simplified” recipes) mail 
coupon below with 10 cents to The 
JENNY WREN COMPANY, Lawrence, Kan. 





Tune in on Station W-R-E-N, 275 meters, for Jenny Wren 
Cooking School each morning, 10:45 Cent. Stan. Time; 
also program nightly, including Sunday, at 9 o'clock. 


Jenny Wren 


Ready-Mixed 
FLOUR 





. JENNY WREN Co., 
Dept. C-12, Lawrence, Kan. 
I enclose 10¢ for which please 
send me 16-page, 5-color Book of JENNY WREN 
Simplified Recipes. 


~My name and address 











My grocer’s name and address 
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No. 957 G | .. Dress or street shoe \\ | @e Wl! } 
For street or business at Len in the popular shade of sm 4 
wear. Stylish cut-out QU )* ail brown kidskin. bes \oH 
one-strap pump eo . Two-strap style with cov- ——_ i 
with covered wood heel. \ : — wood heel. PraNV Gs 
In patent leather, black Rm \\e4 SO in patent ot (/KCAISS 
re & ‘a Ruby* kid or the FA) 7 WRI leather and in black CN A NE 
Y 3 y \ popular shade of "MA A \YZ= 3 Ruby* kid Sw KAY OS 
cs Is . ; A brown kidskin SHY - © :\\ ‘ Za SOY 
& 4 NX /\ ss, y, ae YA AL 
. tf = a } Zi % ke r 
- \ ~ ei < tue ¥ * 
— a oH 7 —— na ae 
\ No. 904 
& Dainty D’Orsay 
\ ' slipper, with colored 
HE PRIVILEGE IS YOURS today quilted lining and _ 
Pi 2 \ covered wood Baby Louis 
to add pleasing variety and the luxury of heel. In patent leather 
or black Ruby* kid. 
completeness to your shoe wardrobe —at a Also in red or brown 
< 1dSKiIn 
lower cost than shoes you have been wearing ! 
Constantly increasing numbers of women—all over the 
country—in all circles of a€tivity—have helped to make = S34) oy 
this possible. They are the women who prefer always to.) 5 yg SOS 
: wear the delightfully feminine type of shoes known as 
; ee se “turns.” They have discovered that it is convenient, easy, 7 
Be, in black Ruby* kid, and economical to make their shoe-equipment complete 
Pc, Ayoenan heel. with shoes chosen from the CONSTANT COMFORT 4nd rR ; 
{ so in t. . n \ i 
re sagan emg CONSTANT STYLE lines. no os 
had | 3° 2 L—=1* 
—— CONSTANT COMFORT and CONSTANT STYLE shoes are “Molpare | 
_ high-value Goodyear Turned shoes sold in volume at low A IA Sa 
~_____-price-range—the shoes with the famous 7 points of style and \\ \{ 10; 
| m7 (comfort (see coupon below) which have made our factory 1 We 
|| the largest in a devoted exclusively to women’s 1 
| yy, ) “turn’” shoes. ) 
3 \=\\NOW —to you and to every woman—these shoes offer 
: ) | ‘)(\ unusual foot-comfort, exceptional economy, and style 
\.—“ which every well-groomed woman must have—at prices 
sanging from $3 to $7.50 for all models, from boots to *In the manufadture of their black kidskin 
J */ pomacst slippers. Ask your dealer for them, or write to shoes, the makers of Constant Comroxr 
ere ae . and CONSTANT STYLE shoes use only the 
(fred fus for information. genuine Ruby brand of glacé kid leather, 





manufactured by John R. Evans & Company 


os AULT-WILLIAMSON SHOE COMPANY of Camden, New Jersey 


‘"Gankeser Tassel” Miadlicaian satk Fadtory and Eastern Sales Division: AUBURN, MAINE 
on the sole of every CONSTANT COMFORT Western Sales Division: 416 North 12th Street, St. Louis, M1ssOURI 


or CONSTANT STYLE shoe ny 
fy ‘we 


Look for one of these trade-marks and the 
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Send youth and leisure 


with your gift 


ILL your gift to her this Christmas make 

her feel younger... look fresher through 
the year? Will it bring her more of those leisure 
hours she talks about so wistfully? If it is to 
bring her what she most values, it will bring 
her both leisure and youth! 


Then give them to her, with a Premier Duplex. 
It can lighten the heaviest of all her house- 
hold tasks. And shorten the longest of them. 
With double action, it rushes through the work 
... yet does it thoroughly. Together, its motor- 
driven brush and strong suction free the grit, 
sweep up the threads, and bag a// the dirt. 
Quickly and easily! 

And the Premier Duplex will never need a 
moment of her care. Ball-bearing, it will clean 
for her, without oiling, for a lifetime. 


And as each day ends, you will look across 
the dinner table at her youthful, untired face 
... listen to her tell of an afternoon’s happy 
leisure... and remind yourself gratefully of your 
Christmas wisdom. 


Dept. 112 





Canada. 
Inc., Sei 


ELECTRIC VACUUM CLEANER CO., INC. 


Manufactured and distributed in Canada by the 
Premier Vacuum Cleaner Co., Lid., 
General Offices, Toronto. 
Sold over the entire world, outside of the U. S. and 
the Internatienal General Electric Co., 








Ak 
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And for the kiddies a toy elec- 
tric Premier Duplex. It really 
works. 24 inches high with.a 
bag just like mother’s. So uée- 
ful—and they love it. 













Cleveland, Ohio 





ly, New York. 
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Cuime Crock No. 92 


(Above) As a gift for the home, 
nothing more charmingly 
brings a feeling of warmth 
than the chime clock. The 
clear sweet chimes of CHIME 
No. 92 and the beauty of 
its well designed case will be 
enjoyed for generations. West- 
minster chime movement. In 
mahogany or American wal- 
nut. 5-in. silvered or gold dial. 
Height 9% in. $55 





Cymsau No. 7 


(Right) A charming addition to any 

room. Here CymBat No, 7 is un- 

usually effective on, a carved chest, 

silhouetted against old Paisley. Ma- 

hogany case in the graceful tambour 

shape. 5-in. silvered dial. 9¥ in. 
high. $18 


TIvo.! 


This gay little clock will delight the girl 
at college, or in fact any member of her 
family! It has a Florentine tooled Ital- 
ian leather case, which comes in a lovely 
shade of blue, green or brown. 2¥2-in. 
silvered dial. Height 5% in. $15 











that bring friendly life and cheer € hs 


to every room in the house 


ERFECT Christmas gifts—these beauti- 
ful Seth Thomas Clocks! Welcomed for 


every room, to be enjoyed for generations. 


Since early Colonial days, Seth Thomas 
Clocks have been all that is desirable in time- 
pieces. They are now accepted as the world’s 
standard for accuracy, design and high excel- 


lence in craftsmanship. 


Prices are from $6 to $120, at your jeweler’s. 
May we send our interesting brochure illus- 
trating many clocks in color? Seth Thomas 
Clock Co., 19 West 44th St., New York City. 


Prices slightly higher in Far West and Canada 


Cuime No. 70 


(Left) A wonderful Christmas 
present! Cuime No. 70 is one of 
the handsomest chime clocks made. 
Its stately Gothic case is of Amer- 
ican walnut, beautifully inlaid. 
Westminster chime movement of 
unusual beauty sounds the hours 
and quarter hours. Etched green 
gold dial. Height 1434 in. $75 





Hampron 


(Right) A charming contribution 
for the hall or living room, this 
quaint Seth Thomas Clock after 
one of the earliest Banjo clocks. It 
is decorated with the Revolutionary 
Eagle, gold finished side orna- 
ments and a coaching scene in lively 
colors. In mahogany. 3-in. sil- 


vered dial. Height 21 in. $25 
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CuiMeE Crock No. 75 


(Above) Another wonderful 
gift—this stunning chime 
clock, suitable for the hand- 
somest interiors. The larger 
case permits the beautiful 
Westminster chimes to sound 
with added sweetness and vol- 
ume. In mahogany. 6-in. sil- 
vered dial, with raised bronze 
numerals. Height 934 in. $80 





LAFAYETTE 


(Left) Laravetre is one of the 
smaller, most charming Seth 
Thomas tambour clocks. Its grace- 


ful shape, the superb craftsman- 


ship of its exquisite case, make 
it a present instantly appreciated. 
Pendulum or lever movement, self- 
adjusting to changes in the level at 
which it is set. In mahogany, with 
burled mahogany panels. 5-in. sil- 
vered dial. Height8\%4 in. $32.50 


DALE 





A most welcome gift—this smart /ittle 
timepiece for desk or dressing ‘able. 
Like many of the finest Georgian ond 
French clocks, its mahogany inlaid case 
has a gold finished handle. 3-in. sil- 
vered dial. Height 4¥ in. $15 
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I ‘Remember 


REMEMBER, I remember 
Christmastides of long ago; 
The tapers on the fir trees and 
the farmyard deep in snow; 
The fat, misshapen stockings with 
their promises of thrills 
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When the Yuletide held no growing dread of January’s 
bills.. 


I remember—through the thronging years the recollections 
sift— 

The enormous kick engendered by each crimson-ribboned 
gift; 

When the packages were opened by small hands with bliss 
a-quiver 

And one never paused to wonder if he’d given to the giver. 


I remember, I remember, I remember very clearly 

When I only.gave at Christmas time to those I cherished 
dearly; 

When I bought each single one of them within the village 
store 

And I didn’t tip a hallboy and a maid and janitor. 


I remember, I remember how my spirits seethed like yeast 

When I saw the mighty turkey at the lavish Christmas 
feast, 

Protuberant with dressing and most delicately browned, 

And I didn’t blunt my appetite on what he cost per pound. 


I remember—shades of Santa Claus, how clearly I remem- 
ber— 
The tender, bright expectancy that came with each De- 
cember; 
The waves of gleeful ecstasy that swept a small boy o’er. 
And again it is December—and I feel it all once more. 
—FREDERIC F. VAN DE WATER. 


The Storeroom (loset 


OTHER (opening the closet door): Well, upon my 

word, something ought to be done about this closet. 
It’s a disgrace to the house. Things thrown in here helter- 
skelter. Goodness only knows what’s underneath. Toys, 
books and games without end, and dust over. everything. 
It’s a shame we don’t give some of these things away. 
There’s plenty of poor children who’d be glad to get them, 
I’m sure, at Christmas. Here’s a red-and-blue rubber ball 
and a cow that says moo; that was Albert’s. I remember 
when we got them for him. And here’s Tillie’s book of 
fairy tales with the colored pictures, almost as good as new. | 





And—my good grief!—if here isn’t Eddie’s soldier cap, | Serene 





I’m filled with foreboding and fear; 


I generally live through the year.” 





*€ditor: “But how about Thanksgiving?”’ 
Ghe Author: *Hush!’’ 


The Optimist 
AID the Turkey. “When Christ- 


mas draws near 


‘But I’m happy to say 
When I get by that day* 


—Oliver Herford. 








tin sword and one epaulet. The other’s 
around somewhere, I guess, under some- 





thing. Now, every year we get appeals 
for toys and things from the church and 
the charity organizations, and here’s this 
closet just chuck jam full. 1 think the 
most sensible thing we could do would be 
to clean out the whole closet and give all 
this stuff to somebody who could use it. 
It would make a lot of children happy, and 
what good is it doing here? No use doing 
anything now, but when Christmas 
comes ——”’ 





(Note: This is said every year during 
spring housecleaning. In December the 
closet is forgotten. Albert, who owns the 
red-and-blue rubber ball and the moo-cow, is 
in his junior year at college. Tillie, who 
owns the fairy book, is married. Eddie, 
who has vested rights in the soldier cap, the 
sword and the epaulets, is assistant receiving 
teller in a bank.) 


Blessing for a Doll House 


[LEFEND this house, ye planets in your 

courses, 

rom all the play room’s young destructive 
forces! 

Preserve its couches, tables, chairs and 
dishes 

And keep it everything a dolly wishes. 

—ARTHUR GUITERMAN. 














Strict watch should be kept to see that 
no one has a crayon enlargement made of 
a radio photograph. 
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Bitter Sixteen 


T HAD been another heart- 
breaking day. Morton Mc- 
Freckles had made the round of 
the studios, and not a casting di- 
rector would hire him. His short 
pants and pink shirtwaist fooled 
nobody. ‘Too old,” the directors had said. ‘*The call of 
the screen is for youth.”’ 

Morton was but sixteen, yet his troubles were those of 
advanced age. The movies had taken him, featured him, 
discarded him. The very lots on which he had once been 
starred knew him no longer. His very public belonged to 
another—to merciless youth. 

He sobbed. 

And that one sob was sufficient, reminding him of his 
plight. Itran, that sob did, several awful octaves. It was 
like a buzz saw hitting a rusty nail; or, to face the facts, 
like a boy whose voice is changing. 

The directors were right. Morton was too old to play 
young parts, and too young to play old parts. He could 
not, like other aging actors, let his beard grow and get a 
job as an “‘extra’’ because it would be two years at least 
before he’d have even the start of a beard. 

No, the game was up. Morton McFreckles was through— 
through at bitter sixteen! —A. H. FOLWELL. 


A Dull Life 


HE Puritan’s tyrannical and very puritanical 
Or that is what his critics love to say; 
His mien is most lugubrious, he thinks it insalubrious 
To laugh aloud or frolic and be gay. 
Perhaps there are a few of him who typify this view of him. 
I’ve never chanced to meet with many such, 
For those I’ve met are gentle folk; kind, rather sentimen- 
tal folk 
Who do not get arrested very much. 


Perhaps one could procure it—an example of a Puritan 
Who looks on all the world with bile and spleen, 
But most of those J know about are decent folk who go 
about 
With minds and morals comfortably clean. 
This way of life is harrowing and circumscribed and nar- 
rowing 
Or that is how some people tell the tale; 
But one might also mention that and call to your atten- 
tion that 
You seldom meet a Puritan in jail! 


It may be hypocritical to hold to views political 
That frown on vice and rottenness and drink, 
But—survey your locality; you'll notice 
that morality 
ae Won't often land a person in the clink. 
“The puritanic attitude is one of bunk and 
platitude,” 
You hear that stuff from many a clever 
tongue, 





ee ce But here’s a thought you’d better file 


upon your desk and letter-file: 
“The Puritans are very seldom hung!”’ 
—BERTON BRALEY. 





be 4 Testimony 
A IN, ¥ TL X\ e is WO sat together Christmas night 
4 =TH os ‘oO 2. Before the yule log’s amber light, 


And one, whose hair was thin and gray, 


ey Reviewed the turmoil of the day 
«Ae And thought: ‘How good another year 
ie Will pass ere so-called Christmas cheer 
wey Recurs with its attendant ills— 
oe 


A horde of unreceipted bills, 

Ai Red ribbons in their useless yards, 

A bale of silly Christmas cards, 

A horde of folk with servile lips 

f= That grin, expecting Christmas tips, 
The time and cash you have to spend 
- : On gifts you do not care to send, 
Rewarded for your fuss and fret 

By gifts you do not care to get, 

The dinner, once a year, when we 

Are friends with all our family.” 

He watched the sparks in upward flight 
“e And grimly smiled, that Christmas night. 





Two sat together Christmas night, 
And one before the embers bright 
— Surveyed the chimney’s wide extent, 
ARM Recalling Santa Claus’ descent, 

OU | And thought: “I’m sure I heard him 














What climax is used by the new female 


go 

















impersonator who, at the end of his act, 
used to snatch off his wig, revealing his 
own close-clipped hair? 


CHRISTMAS SHOPPER: 
AT THE SAME STORE YOU DID LAST FRIDAY” 


““CONDUCTOR! 


PLEASE LET ME OFF 


Last night, with bells, across the snow. 
And now, so much must pass away 
Before another Christmas Day— 
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HOME FROM 


HER FIRST PARTY— 
What are your daughter’s thoughts? 


She sees beauty in other homes—fine linen, 
the elegance and dignity of sterling. 


Too sensitive to tell you, too mindful of your 
love to hurt you, but the home of her child- 
hood suddenly seems drab, worn, old-fashioned. 


Don’t you want her to be proud to entertain her 
friends in her own home? 


The word “Sterling”’ ona few good pieces graces 
an entire household with distinction, the tradi- 
tion of family. 


And her children, later on, will’ be able to say, 
“This was Grandma’s silver.” 


Sterling silver may be a trifle more expensive. 
But when you consider its usefulness for 
generations, the satisfaction it will 
give to you and your children, 
its significance—the cost 
is reasonable indeed. 


STERLING 


SOLID SILVER 


9925/1000 Fine 
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The night you scarcely sleep at all, 

The morning tiptoe down the hall, 

The glory of the blazing tree, 

The bulging stockirig hung for me, 

The mistletoe, the holly berry, 

Aunts, uncles, cousins, each one merry, 

At noon together sitting down 

About a turkey great and brown, 

The day forever dearer far 

Than all the others that there are.”’ 

They sat and thought, that Christmas 
night, 

And both of them, in part, were right. 

—F.F. V. 


The All-Round Wife 


F ALL the virtues, ’tis a fact 
There’s none that helps so much as 
tact. 
And in the case of many a wife, 
It’s often saved her husband’s life. 
I- knew a buxom wife, who pined 
Because her husband, who though kind, 


Admired ladies tall and slim, 

And said they always looked so trim. 
His wife, who really was quite square, 
Tried everything, in her despair, 


To make herself look small and trigger. 


But all he said was “Aren’t you big- 
ger?”’ 

Her courage then completely failed; 

She sobbed, and frantically wailed 
“Why did you marry someone fat? 

You knew I’d always be like that.” 

In vain her tears to quell he sought, 

Until he struck a happy thought. 


“My dear, I wouldn’t have you smaller,”’ 


He said, ‘‘Or lank or taller. 
I wouldn’t have you lose a pound, 


The Lord made all the best things round, 
The Sun, the Moon, this world of ours, 
Our favorite fruits, the sweetest flowers. 


Those active maidens I’ve admired 
Would in the long run make me tired. 
Oh, no, my dear, give me, for life, 
The cozy little all-round wife.” 
—BEATRICE HERFORD. 
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cA Special Word to Subscribers 


WHEN you receive notice that your subscription 
has expired renew it at once, using the blank in- 
closed in your final copy. Please sign your name 
exactly as it appears on your present address label. 


A request for change of address must reach us at 
least 5 weeks before the date of the issue with 
which it is to take effect—6 weeks before, if you 
live on the Pacific Coast. Duplicate copies cannot 
be sent to replace those undelivered through failure 
to send this advance notice. With your new ad- 
dress be sure also to send us the old one, inclosing 
if possible your address label from a recent copy. 


Should your subscription expire with this issue of 
the Home JOURNAL your renewal should be sent 





promptly to insure receipt of the January issue 
before it is ‘sold out.”” We cannot begin, subscrip- 
tions with back numbers. Subscribers should 
always use Postal or Express money orders or 
Bank drafts in remitting. All Rural Free Delivery 
carriers can supply Postal money orders. 


Our Advertising Branch Offices 


{For advertising business only. Subscriptions not 
received.] 

PHILADELPHIA: Independence Square 
NEw York: 366 Madison Avenue 
CuicaGo: 231 S. La Salle Street 

Detroit: 3044 W. Grand Boulevard 
CLEVELAND: 925 Euclid Avenue 

Boston: 30 State Street 
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Mothers, Married Daughters, 


Accomplished Hostesses, Young Housekeepers, Aunts, 


Nieces, Cousins, Sisters 


~ not to mention. a few Fathers, several Sons, occasional ‘Brothers, 
and a variety of Husbands, Uncles and Nephews ~ will bes honestly pleased 
to recezve, some, Cannon, towels,” likes these., this Christmas 





1. Fiaminco turkish towel, borders—pink, blue, gold, 


green, lavender. About $1.50. 


2. Marmoset turkish towel, borders—pink, 
blue, gold, green, lavender. About $1.75. 


3. Dotpuin bath mat, marine blue 
or green. WHALE bath 











4. 


mats — blue and 
green. About 
$3.00. 








STRIPED 

BORDER 

turkish towel, 

pink, blue, gold, 
green. Heavy qual- 
ity. About $1.25. 


5. Saitine Suir huck towel, 
borders — pink, blue, gold, 
green. Price about 25c. 


6. SUNFISH turkish 
towel. Borders come 

in pink, blue, gold 
orgreen. Price 

about $1.75. 











‘ial ar | 
Wear well ~ Cost less 


CANNON 
TOWELS 


*Guaranteed absolutely color-fast. Sold in dry-goods and 
department stores everywhere. 





AAU Nat a 


SEA- 








ev 4 

turkish 

towel, borders 

—pink, blue, gold, 

lavender. Price 
about $1.50. 


8. ELepHant huck towel, 

special for children, borders — 

pink, blue, gold, lavender. 
Price about 35c. 


9. LicHTHoUuSsE turkish 
towel. Borders come 

in pink, blue, gold, 

green or laven- 

der. Price 

about $2. 
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| How dentists strive to repair the 


damage done by cooks 


“7 





The profession blames soft food 
_ for the prevalence of ‘pink 


$3 is . 
tooth brush” and points out a 


simple way to combat it... 


ACED with a grave increase 

in disorders of the gum struc- 

ture, dentists have worked, 
long and arduously, to uncover the 
cause of these stubborn troubles as 
well as to effect their cure. 

Almost unanimously they blame 
the foods we eat for our gum 
troubles—these soft and delicious 
foods, stripped, as they are, of the 
fibre and the roughage which 
should stimulate and ‘“‘rub’’ the 
gums. 


Why soft foods cause gum disorders 


For the gums need activity and ex- 
ercise as urgently as any other liv- 
ing tissue. They need stimulation, 
to speed an energizing flow of blood 
within the gum wall, and unless 
this fresh blood nourishes and sus- 
tains them, the gums grow flabby, 
tender and unhealthy. 

Then “‘pink tooth brush’’ comes 
—a warning and a sign that more 
troubles, more dangers, perhaps, 
are ahead. 


How Ipana helps to restore 
the gums to health 


Above all the American dentist is 
practical. He doesn’t seek to 
change the culinary habits of the 
nation, but he does recommend 
that we restore to our gums the 
stimulation which they need to 
keep them in health. 

The majority of dentists 
recommend massage—a simple 


‘Begin today with Ipana and 
massage. For even if your gums 
are in perfect health, the best as- 
surance that they will remain so 


lies in faithful daily care. 







means of supplying stimulation 
through a few minutes’ brushing 
of the gums every time you brush 
your teeth. 

But, as your own dentist will 
probably tell you, not all tooth 
pastes are suitable for such a pur- 
pose. Thousands of dentists recom- 
mend Ipana, for Ipana was specially 
prepared to be beneficent to the 
gums as well as to clean the teeth. 

Ipana contains ziratol, a sooth- 
ing and healing hemostatic and 
antiseptic that dentists have used 
for many years to stop bleeding 
after extraction and to strengthen 
weakened tissues. Indeed, it was 
through dental recommendations 
that Ipana first became known to 
the public, and today it is doubtful 
if there is another tooth paste so 
highly regarded by the profession 
at large. 


Make a full-tube trial of Ipana 


The coupon on this page will bring 
you the ten day tube—enough to 
prove Ipana’s delicious taste and 
its remarkable power to clean and 
whiten your teeth. 

But it’s both simpler and quicker 
to ask for a regular tube at the next 
drug store you pass. You will then 
have enough Ipana for more than a 
hundred brushings—a much fairer 
test of its good effects on your gums. 
So make the full-tube trial of 
Ipana—very likely it will bring 
you a new conception of oral 
health and cleanliness. 





Kindly send me a trial 
PASTE. Enclosed is a two- 


the cost of packing and 
mailing. 





tube of IPANA TOOTH Name........+. 


cent stamp to cover partly "AAATESS 060255 








© B.-M. Co., 1927 




































































At home, or at 
the club or your 
favorite café. . 


—wherever we dine, we 
eat soft food! These 
profession‘al state- 
ments indicate how it 
robs us of oral health 


: 7 : 


From a text-book on preventive 
dentistry : 

“Unfortunately the use of natu- 

ral foods has been replaced by 

highly processed substitutes 

from which the coarseness is 

removed.” 


From an address by a noted 
authority: 

“The majority of us (the dental 

profession) would attribute the 

cause of dental disease primarily 

to modern diet.” 


From a radio talk by a well-known 
dentist : 

“If you find thatyour gums bleed 
on touch, for instance, when you 
use a tooth brush—this is the 
time to take action. It is a signal 
sent to you by nature that some- 
thing undesirable is taking place 
in your mouth.” 


From a standard text: 

“There are two ways of aiding 
low disease resistance in the 
mouth. One is to use the teeth 
in a vigorous manner in the 
chewing of coarse, fibrous food. 
The other is by massage of the 
gums.” 


Statement by an authority on gum 
disorders: 

“One cannot help being enthu- 

siastic when viewing the rapid 

improvement in the health of the 

dental tissues under artificial 

stimulation.” 


‘ IPANA Tooth Paste 


BRISTOL-MYERS CO., Dept. S-127, 73 West Street, New York, N. Y. 
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Our kitchens stand in over 5O different 
arden spots so that many hundreds of chefs 


and assistants can prepare Libbys choice 


foods at the moment of full, fresh goodness 
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Ask for LIBBY’S 
ted P 3 
wh en yo Uu bu y th ese foo S Special Christmas Offer—a $4.50 
al value for $2.50. A rich assortment 
= of Libby jams (worth $1.75) packed 
= Fruits, Vegetables Genuine Deviled Ham in a Lifetime brand waterless reaster 
rily Sliced Pineapple Potted Meat of heavy aluminum (worth $2.75)— 
Crushed Pineapple Boneless Seaeen all for $2.50. Seven delicious kinds of 
Peaches, Pears see gh ied Beef jam—each made from selected fresh 
Apricots Sliced Bax fruit. This novel and pleasing gift 
own Cherries, Royal Anne = Ya, Meat will be shipped prepaid direct to any 
Cherries, Maraschino ince Meat : : : 
Fruits for Salad Plum Pudding address in the United States. Write 
leed Plums, Apples se —" for it today, enclosing $2.50. Dept. 
Apple Butter Beef Extract 22, Libby, M¢Neill & Libby, Chicago. 
— Pi sae Jams (This is a special holiday offer made 
the Fes sal Milk to acquaint you with the quality of 
gnal Loganberries Evaporated Milk Libby’s foods which you can get regu- 
me- F amnogh +p Condensed Milk larly from your grocer) 
runes, Figs 
lace Asparagus Pickles, Condiments 
Spinac 
Pork and Beans ee 
Tomatoes Mustard 
Sweet Potatoes Queen Olives (Spanish) 
, Kraut Stuffed Olives (Spanish) 
ling Tomato Soup Olive Oil (Spanish) _ 
the Ripe Olives (California) 
eeth Canned Meats } ag Pickice 
the Cooked Corned Beef = Sweet Mixed Pickles 
Vi Sa Sweet Mustard Pickles 
ood. ae Se Dill Pickles 
the Beef Steak and Onions Seseet Malick 
: ; eee acer Steak Sweet Cauliflower 
It comes only in the last days of ripening Vouk tinal Pickles _ 
—that special tender sweetness found in Meat-wich Spread Sweet Onions 
Libby’s California Peaches. Packed only Chili Con Carne Chow Chow 
gues at the time of perfect ripeness, they are Corned Beef Hash ete 
cooked for you on the same day in our near- —— Tongue all Asche Sebece 
thu- by kitchens, with all their full natural good- mnEee 2 ee 
ipid ness sealed in (Partial List) 
~ New recipes for surprise dishes—tempt- 
icia 





ing salads and desserts in our leaflet, 
“Libby’s Luscious Fruits.” Write for it, 
also for personal advice on recipes, menus, 
entertaining. Address Mary Hale Martin, 
Cooking Correspondent, 


Libby, M¢Neill & Libby, Dept. A-6, 
Welfare Bldg., Chicago 


Canadian Kitchens 
Libby, M¢Neill & Libby of Canada, Lid., 
Chatham, Ontario 

















Music, the imperishable Gift 


Melodies that sing in. thes memory... thyt burns their beauty into thes consciousness ... these are 
joys for all times. The gift of Music és not\for a. day ot a year —~ it is imperishable, priceless. Th 
‘Vactor instruments shown ons this page: are representative of a. comprehensive lines that meet 
every requirement, from modest bungalow to stately mansim. There is no finer expression. of music 1 

be had. Sees the nearest Victor dealer and make your selection. (and reservation!) now 





